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PEEPS AT CEYLON LIFE AND PEOPLE.

CHAPTER I.

CABIN AND DECK LIFE.

M
AKE his little engine run , nurse ; and don't

let him see me going away,' I said to the

woman who was to take charge of our two

little boys on their voyage to Ceylon. It was a

wild night, and the old P. & O. boat was nearly

ready to start from Southampton, for her trip to

Ceylon, India, and back again. My husband and

I were to go a good part of this journey by land,

for I am a terrible sailor ; so having found a

motherly woman to take care of Monty and baby,

we went down to see them all off, hoping ourselves

to follow in a day or two, to catch up their

steamer at Suez.

It is cosy in the children's cabin-such a tiny

room , with its four little berths . They are really

beds, placed like shelves one over another, two

on one side of the room, two on the other ;
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between them a wash -hand basin , fitted so firmly

that no rocking of the ship can ever throw it over.

There is just room under the berths for some

small, low boxes ; and a looking-glass on the wall,

a rack fitted with bottles and glasses, and a

swinging oil lamp, this is the furniture.

It was sad to say good-bye to the little ones,

even for so short a time. The night was boisterous,

and every one seemed too busy to spare a thought

beyond looking after their baggage, or seeing that

they had the cabin they preferred ; so unpacking a

few toys, and giving some loving kisses, without

a good -bye, we crept away unnoticed. The toys

were enough for that moment, and children do not

think much of the future.

These little ones had been born in Ireland, and

a happy time they had had in the old home, with

plenty of pets, and a garden well filled with fruit

and flowers; but to all children it is fun to pack,

and delightful to think of going in a train, and

above all enjoyable to know that you are to live

for some weeks on board a large ship. So Monty

was not sorry to be off; his hands were full of

parting gifts from many a friendly heart,—toys for

the voyage, a large cake from the kindly baker, a

whole sovereign to spend in London, and inany

other treasures.
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But there was a journey to London , and that

was long and tiring, and when there it was hard

to choose which toy to buy : but thinking how

many a grand house or church inight constantly

be built with a good box of bricks , the choice was

made ; and from Regent Street there came such

a grand box of pillars and arches, it seemed as if

they could never all be built into one block.

A few days of London fog and noise ; mother

so busy shopping and packing ; a new nurse ; so

many friends coming and going that it was saying

good-bye all day long ; and little baby crying

constantly at the sight of all the strange faces.

But it was time at last to start, and once on

board , Monty was, as we said before, quite happy

with his clockwork engine as he started on his

first voyage.

And now I must leave the little ones till we

meet them again at Suez, and only tell you how

we started from Dover by another route to over

take the steamer.

You will see in a map how far round a ship has

to go after it leaves England before it can get into

the Mediterranean Sea ; but once there, it is an

easy line to trace straight along to Alexandria.

The railway route will be more troublesome to

follow . First the short but rough little crossing to
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France, then the railway to Paris, the long journey

through France, the Mont Cenis tunnel , and then

Italy, till we come again to the seashore at

Venice, and a lovely blue sea that is. And here

we got on board a vessel which was to go all down

by that long leg of Italy, and right across the

Mediterranean to Alexandria.

We heard one terrible sound on that voyage

a sound we have only heard once besides — and

that was the thrilling cry, ' A man overboard ! '

And then the hurrying feet of crew and passengers ,

all wildly longing to save the poor man who was

in the deep, wide waters. And by night it is no

easy thing to find such a small thing as a human

head appears, as it rises and sinks amidst the

enormous waves.

But in a case like this, when the warning cry is

heard at night, the officer on watch has his part to

do. He hears the shout, and close at hand, ready

for such an accident, is a short plank of wood ,

with what looks like the head of a rocket fitted

into it. The officer rapidly cuts off a piece of this

rocket-like tube, tears a hole at the other end ,

and immediately throws it overboard, to mark

as nearly as possible the place where the man fell

in ; for the moment this tube touches the water,

it lights up brightly at one end , and continues
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burning a long time, so that the boat's crew which

are let down to look for the missing man know

in what direction to row in search of him.

One of these lights was then thrown out, a boat

let down, and in about fifteen minutes our hearts

were gladdened at the sight of a dripping figure

brought on board, and we knew that the life so

nearly lost was given back again.

We were glad enough when our boat landed us

at Alexandria, and the station was soon reached,

where the train stood ready, waiting for passengers

to Suez ; and we longed to be off, fearing the

children's vessel might have reached there before

We were seated in a carriage, we heard the

snorts and puffs of the engine, and even the final

whistle, but still we did not move. Patiently we

sat on, on , on-till one of us opened the door, and

shouting loudly for the guard inquired, “ Why

don't we go on ? ' ' Engine gone on,' the porter

answered ; and so it was, without the train , for the

carriages by some mistake had not been linked on,

and neither guard nor driver discovered that the

passengers had all been left behind until the first

station was reached , and there a telegram was

found awaiting the driver, ordering him at once to

return with his engine to Alexandria, there to link

on the forgotten train .

us.
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Arrived at last at Suez, we waited for some

hours, watching the children's vessel as it came

down the long Suez Canal, with its banks of baking

sand-in some places high above the deck ,—and its

pretty peeps of native life. Here and there a line

of camels with Egyptian drivers, and sometimes a

large steamer drawn up in a siding to make room

for other vessels to pass slowly by ; for the canal

is eighty-five miles long, and so narrow that one

vessel has to be pulled into an opening made in

the side of the canal here and there, to let other

boats pass by, and steamers are only allowed to go

at the rate of five miles an hour, except through

the great Bitter Lake, which lies large and wide

between the two parts of the canal.

You will like to know what a children's dinner

is like on board these boats, and that is at what

we found our little ones busy, when we reached

their vessel, and ran on board, and downstairs into

the dining-saloon. A long, large table, with

benches all round, and nurses and children seated

closely ; on the floor several Indian servants, for

they like better to sit there, and either feed the

babies, or take their own food from a plate on their

laps.

There is something to suit all . First, the soup

—which is easy enough to manage on a smooth
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day, but awkward when the vessel rocks about,

and the soup can hardly be kept inside the plate.

Then meat of various kinds, for one nurse thinks

her little Jack may only eat mutton, and another

feels sure that Tom will be ill again unless he

has chicken ; and the cook has had to think of

all, and to try and please all, and he makes so

many nice puddings and sweets, that it is quite a

cheery sound to hear the bell going for dinner, and

none are sorry when the cabin boys, or waiters,

go round to call the children in . Come, Master

Dick, or Miss Mary ; I'll carry you on. Nurse is

coming all right ; you come on with me, and I'll

get you your soup. '

But once a day there is a great battle on board

-and that is, a battle for the bath - room ! It is

all very well to ask nurse at home to get your

bath ready, while you wait a few moments for its

coming ; but when there are perhaps forty or

sixty children on board one boat, and only two

bath - rooms, you must wait a long time for your

turn .

The poor stewardess stands in sight of the

bath -room door to keep order ; while little figures

in dressing -gowns, or nurses with babies, are con

stantly appealing to her, ' Is it ready now ? ' ' May

I go next ? ' But the stewardess is stern . No,
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no, Master Tom ; you're only just out of bed, and

there's this nurse has been this half-hour waiting

with her babies. She must go first, and then you ,

little Polly, for I've seen you waiting ever so long.

Ah ! there's the door opening at last ! Run, run ,

nurse ! In with you, or some one else will be first ! '

Sometimes there is a little grumbling, for one

stays too long in the bath -room , or another takes

an unfair means of getting in first; but no troubles

like these last long at sea, for captain and sailors

are so cheery, and kindly voices and smiles seem

to outshine all the grumbling.

And now we go down the long, narrow Red

Sea, passing Egypt on one side, and Arabia on

the other. Past the very spot where, so long ago,

the Israelites marched through that dry path in

the midst of the sea ; and past those grand old

mountains of Sinai , where Moses talked with God.

And in this Red Sea we saw many flying - fish ;

yes, real fish, but with pretty, transparent sort of

wings, with which they can fly some distance out

of the water. Some few flew so high that they

dropped on our deck, and we kept the wings as

curiosities.



CHAPTER II.

SHOPPING AT SEA .

C

UR last stoppage was at Aden, where we took

in coal , and here the natives of this part bring

beautiful ostrich feathers on board for sale.

You know the bird is wild there, so the feathers

when you buy them are just as they have been

dropped from the bird, not nicely cleaned and

curled , as you have them in your hat or bonnet.

Now this is how we manage to buy of these

natives. We watch the boats coming from shore

close up to our ship, and then some of the sellers

are allowed to come on deck, and show their

bundles of goods.

' Lady buy nice big feather - very cheap. '

• Master like this long feather - very good fea

ther. I sell master best feather. Master buy ? '

We look and choose a good bundle ; for all are

tied in bundles of four or six , and often the outer

ones are good, while the inside ones are worthless,

for these poor souls well know how to cheat.

15
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Well,' we say , ' how much for this bunch ? '

' Two pounds, lady. I not take less. '

This, we know, is far more than the feathers are

worth, so we try again.

' I will give one pound—no more. '

On this the seller pretends great indignation,

packs up , and goes the round of the ship, trying

to make others buy ; but before long he returns

again, and, offering a very inferior bunch, he says :

' I give this to lady for one pound. These very

good feathers .' But no, we are determined ; and

after several feints of going, he finally returns

often only just as the vessel is starting - and,

holding out the feathers wished for, he says,

' Lady, take . And so the bargain ends ; and

after coal and other necessaries have been shipped ,

we start again for our last sail of about seven

days.

It is very, very hot, though we have double awn

ings up over the deck, and punkahs in the saloon

all day. There seems no breeze, though the vessel

is going fast. At night the captain allows us to

have our mattresses brought up on deck, and to

sleep there, for the cabins seem too stifling ; and so

the last few nights and days pass by, till we are

told one night that the faint spark of light which

we can see in the distance is the lighthouse on the
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coast of Ceylon ; so we know we must be getting

near our journey's end.

Suddenly a lovely blue light flashes out ; it is

answered by another from a passing steamer,

showing that they are boats belonging to the

same company.

But where are the 'spicy breezes ' that ' blow soft

o'er Ceylon's isle ' ? We certainly did not scent

them while on board, but as soon as we landed we

were struck with the fragrance.

At last we near the shore, and what a lovely

fringe the cocoa-nut trees make, standing up

straight and tall from the water's edge, sharp

against the bright blue of the cloudless sky !

Have you ever seen a boat with an outrigger ?

Just a thick log of wood, shaped like a boat, only

not hollowed out ; and this is fastened by long

bamboo sticks, so that it shall float alongside the

boat itself. Sometimes a native will sit astride an

outrigger ; but this is, of course, close in to shore,

where there is no fear of sharks. These outrigger

boats are very safe, for it would be hard to upset

anything so wide as this.

The people who row them are dark-skinned ,

fine -looking men ; some with heads closely shaven,

others with a patch of long hair. They wear a

piece of calico round their bodies, and some few

a

B
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have also a loose calico jacket ; but this is all their

clothing, except the full turban which most wear.

These are the Tamils, or natives of South India.

But some men look so like women that we can

hardly believe they are really the Singalese men.

Did you ever see men with long hair combed back

from the face and wound up into a knot behind ,

something like the old - fashioned chignon ? They

wear a round comb placed lightly on the top of

the head, and so like women do they look, that I

must tell you what one of our English guards at a

railway station said of one of them. We were at

a London railway platform once, when our Singa

lese servant was with us, dressed in usual native

costume, his hair wound into a knot, and the

comb on his head. The guard eyed him care

fully as he took his ticket, had a good stare at

his back hair and comb as he moved on, and then

winking merrily at the opposite collector, he said ,

' I say , Bill , is it a man or a female ? ' ' Well,' said

Bill, doubtfully, ' I should say 'twas a man, for he

has whiskers !'

But we must not run away again from our

landing scenes, or we shall never reach the shore.

What a number of rings these people wear ! Rings

on their fingers, and rings on their toes, and in

their ears too, even the men sometimes ! And
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Shopping at Sea . 21

how shiny and oily their black hair looks ! But

then we are told it has been well saturated with

cocoa -nut oil, and so too near an approach is not

pleasing ; indeed, we soon found that if our servants

used this too copiously we could not allow them

to wait on us ; so we had to forbid the use of it,

so disagreeable and powerful is the scent. I have

been told of another plan of greasing the hair

which the Singalese sometimes adopt, and which

they fancy protects them from the fierceness of the

sun . They place amidst their thick hair a small

lump of lard, and as the sun beats on their un

covered heads this melts, and anoints face, neck,

and back with copious streams.

Not understanding a word of the languages

spoken, we were thankful, on landing, to call in

the aid of some English-speaking clerks and ser

vants, who had been sent by friends to meet us ;

for in Ceylon there is much kindness, and many a

welcome for the stranger. We proved this ; for

before we left our ship notes were sent on board,

offering us every help,-sent too by people we had

never met, but who, knowing that our ship was

due, had ordered servants to be ready with boats

to meet the vessel , and bring us these tokens of

kindly welcome. So we landed, and walked up to

the Galle Hotel, followed by some of these valu
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able helpers, in charge of our smaller baggage.

Then we did smell the ' spicy breezes . ' Large

trees, bright with showy flowers, were so sweetly

fragrant that they scented the air ; and some of the

blossoms we picked up in passing were as sweet as

our jessamine, only the scent was more powerful.

The quiet tread of the people seemed so strange

-no shoes or boots, only the bare feet treading

noiselessly on the dusty roads.

The glare was great , and the sun so fierce that

we were thankful to reach the hotel, with its huge,

shady verandahs. A motherly-looking English

woman had the management of this hotel , and

after securing our rooms we told her our trouble .

Our English nurse had forsaken us, wishing to go

on to India ; what could we do ? ' In an hour's

time I will have some ayahs here, for you to see

if any will suit,' she said so cheerfully, that we felt

this difficulty would soon be at an end .

How nice and cool the dining-room looked, with

its large punkahs waving, and the long table

covered with exquisite flowers,—the flaring shoe

flower, with its scarlet or cream blossoms as large

as your hand, and the drooping, graceful cocoa-nut

blossom, which looks like ivory chains ! Then the

fruit; and the lumps of ice gave such a refreshing

look to all.
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We ran up to our rooms-oh, so large ! and the

beds so small, each with net curtains all round to

keep out those troublesome mosquitoes. But what

seemed
very odd was to see all the legs of beds

and tables standing each in a saucer of water.

And this is to keep the troublesome little ants

from running up, for they like to be everywhere,

over your brushes, on your sponge, on your clothes .

The beds had no blankets, it is far too hot for them ,

only the thinnest of sheets ; and the floors were

covered with matting instead of carpet, as it is

cooler.

Outside our door sat an old man on a mat ; I

found there was one waiting at each landing.

There are no bells in the Ceylon houses, and

for whatever you want you must call ; so it is

convenient to have a servant at hand . And now,

think how odd it seems, instead of ringing a bell

for anything, to shout out, ‘ Boy, boy ! ' for all the

servants are called so, even if they are old men

with silvery hair. So, wishing to know how soon

our lunch or tiffin would be ready (and the sight

of the fresh fruit seems such a luxury after ship’s

fare, that we quite long for our meal) , we open the

door and call, ‘ Boy ! '
The old man is at hand,

and inquires, “ Yes, lady ; what lady want ? ' Then

he goes on to tell us in his funny English that he
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will take care of the little ones while we go down

to tiffin ; so hastily I get out some toys to amuse

the children while we are away. But baby does

not like the dark face of 'boy ' when he comes

to take him, and screams in terror. So, finding it

better to give up this plan , I send the old man for

some food, and undertake the children myself.

Some hours go by, and still no ayah has been

found for us ; so the little ones are put to sleep ,

and ' boy ' comes noiselessly in and whisks out

the mosquitoes from the beds, and tightly tucks

the curtains in, to keep out any more of these

intruders, and we ourselves stroll out into the

cooler air.

Such a perfect evening it is, but, oh ! so warm ;

even our white clothes seem far too heavy. The

sun sets by seven o'clock all the year round, and

as there is no twilight the evenings are long. But

that night the stars shone brightly, and the fire

flies danced about everywhere ; and all looked so

strangely new, and unlike old England. The

insects, however, are not a delight. Should you

like a large, buzzing sort of cockchafer to fly into

your hair, and buzz there loudly while its legs are

being disentangled, or to feel a constant succession

of mosquitoes biting your cheek or arm ? You

want to fan yourself incessantly, and thus keep
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Shopping at Sea . 27

them off; and keep far away from the lamps,

for there the insects are thick ; the light attracts

them so .

Two days passed while we waited for a suit

able ayah ; and then, having found a promising

Singalese woman , who agreed to come with us to

Colombo, we ordered the coach, said good-bye

to the kindly manager of the hotel, and started

for our first inland trip.



CHAPTER III .

A NIGHT DRIVE THROUGH THE JUNGLE .

H

Cow nice it sounds, having a long drive in a

coach ! You think at once of the grand feel

ing of being perched up high, and being

able to see all the country round , as the horses

dash along. But in Ceylon you must travel inside,

and it is best to go by night, for that is cooler. So

we engaged the whole coach, thinking we might

be glad to fall asleep, and have plenty of room

to stretch out, without fear of kicking our neigh

bours.

At 7.30 one evening, when the stars were shining

brightly, we heard a great blowing of the horn,

and the sound of a heavy carriage. It was our

coach . Bright lamps were hung each side ; the top

was soon piled with our boxes, more were swung

in a sacking underneath, and three men were

already mounted on the outside. We were five

inside. The doors were shut, the horn blew

wildly, and we were off ; but as we moved a coolie
28
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mounted each step of the carriage doors, and held

on by the handle.

We settled ourselves as comfortably as we could ;

but the seats were high and hard, and it seemed

impossible to get into a position in which we could

stay ; we were always slipping, slipping, for our

feet did not touch the floor of the coach . Then

that dreadful horn was blown close to our ears

and constantly, by the man on the step. Of course

the baby woke, and seeing the strange face of the

ayah, who held him, he roared . Alas for all sleep

that night ! At each turn of the road the blast

begins again. The old coach rattles and bangs

over the stones and roots of trees ; we seem all

shaken together. But we are crossing a bridge ;

bump, bump over every plank, for it is a wooden

bridge, and very old, and the boards are very

uneven and rotten.

The men jump from the steps, seize the horses'

heads, and drag them on . Round a corner

we go, so sharply, we shall surely be turned

over ! But no ; we are still safe, though sorely

shaken .

What a sight it is to look upon ! All jungle

each side of us for miles ; trees so thick, with

creepers twining round them so heavily that you

can scarcely see the tree beneath. Fireflies every
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where ; they look like stars far up among the

trees, and like fairy lamps below. Now and then

we see a blazing fire in the wood where a few

natives have halted on their journey to cook their

evening meal. Seventy miles of jungle and

groves of cocoa-nut trees ; and the scenery is

grand, as it lights up by the sudden flash of very

vivid lightning, and we can just see the endless

lines of tall black trees, or the shining of some

river as we dash over a bridge. Oh, for a halt !

we are so tired of the shaking, and baby will

cry .

Suddenly we stop ; the ayah interprets the

driver's remark, that we can get out, and out we

get gladly. But where ? There is no house,

people, nor anything ; all jungle, all darkness,

except the little bit of roadway lighted by our

coach lamps.

But they tell us of a ' rest house ' close by,

where we can get some food while the horses are

changed. We borrow a lamp, and, led by a coolie,

we find the house. But no living being can we

find. The coolie shouts, we shout ; in vain . Ten ,

fifteen minutes of our promised thirty minutes' halt

is gone, and still no one comes. We are in de

spair, and begin our return to the coach. Looking

back, we see a light appearing, and a welcome
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sound of ' ready. ' We conclude this must mean

that food is ready, and feeling famished, we walk

back, swallow a few mouthfuls of soup, which has

suddenly made its appearance from we know

not where (it is cold soup ! ) ; then we hear the

warning sound of the old horn again ; we must

go.

But what about the little ones and the ayah ?

We promised to bring back food for them. We

cannot speak to the rest-house keeper, he cannot

understand us ; so, pointing to a chicken ready

cooked and a loaf, I seize the two, lay some

money on the table, and we get in again for our

last long shake.

You have read of fairyland, but I never pictured

such a fairyland as I saw on that journey. The

darkness of the night seemed suddenly to end.

The rays of the rising sun , just tipping the shiny

leaves of the cocoa-nut trees, made them shine like

polished silver, and the yellow tiny cocoa-nuts

stood out like golden balls . Down below , where

the light had hardly yet reached, the tall stems of

the trees stood like black pillars, out of a mass of

tangled leaf and feathery grass. Yes ; night was

gone, and the fresh coolness of the morning air

revived us all. The coach stops ; by the road

side stands waiting a most comfortable -looking
С
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carriage, with two horses, each held by a native,

dressed in scarlet and white. One of these men

salaams and gives us a letter. What ! more wel

comes ? Yes ; and plenty more. I think out

there they have well learnt that old command ,

' Be not forgetful to entertain strangers. '

But how dusty and dirty we are ! The roads

are red, and the dust is red, and it lies thick on

our faces and our clothes. We try to give a few

finishing touches, but the result is only red smears ;

it is useless, we look like Red Indians ; so, some

what ashamed of our begrimed appearance, we

mount into the carriage sent to meet us, and

enjoy the luxury of an easy motion, instead of

the weary bumping and shaking of the old Galle

coach. The letter says : ‘ All of you come to

my house, which is large and roomy, and stay

with me as long as you can, or till your own

house is quite ready. How pleasant it seemed !

No more hotels, but home life at once.
Soon we

reach some large gates, and turning in , find our

selves stopping under a shady verandah, which

runs round the whole house. “ A warm welcome

to you all ! and what sort of a journey have you

had ? ' says our host. ' Quite tired, I suppose,

of that abominable coach ; it broke down twice

when I last came in it, and it ought to have been
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made into firewood long ago. Now , Appoo, show

the rooms, and we will have breakfast as soon as

you are all ready.'

The appoo is the head servant, or, as we should

call him in England, the butler. This one is tall

and stately, with two combs, and a crimson silk

handkerchief round his waist. His jacket and

cloth are of spotless white, and he looks such

a superior old man. What a sweet scent, just

as if you had upset a bottle of ' jockey club. '

Where can it come from ? Oh ! I see ; a tree

is close to our windows, covered with exquisit

white blossoms ; it must be those which smell

so sweetly. The windows open down to the

ground, and there is a shady balcony outside,

where the children can safely go, for it is shaded

by lattice work, and covered thickly by creepers.

A bath-room is attached to each bedroom,

and we are thankful for a bath after our dusty

journey.

And now for breakfast. It is ten o'clock, and

we are feeling rested and freshened . A boy in

white stands behind each chair, the table is gay

with flowers, the punkah is going, and doors and

windows are all wide, for it begins to get very very

hot. The pineapples look very tempting, and we

are told we can now buy them for threepence each,
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as they are just in season. Plantains too abound ;

indeed, we can see them hanging in huge green

bunches on trees in the compound, for they do not

leave them to ripen on the trees, or the crows

would help themselves too freely. The stem, bear

ing the fruit, is cut, and the whole bunch is hung

up in some place of safety for a week or more, till

the fruit turns yellow and is ripe.

We spent some days with this kind host, and

then, our own bungalow being fairly furnished,

we engage our servants, and make our final flit

ting.

We made up our minds to have Christian servants

only, though we were told by friends : ' I don't think

it's much use. You will find you get no better

or more faithful servants because they call them

selves Christians ; for these poor souls have, many

of them, so little idea of any reality of belief, that

when asked , “ Of what religion are you ? ” they

mostly reply, “ What master like. ” )

Still we resolved to make the attempt. It will

be better to know that all our men will at least

each hear the good message, and join in the

same service Sunday ; and if they only go at first

' because master like, ' they may in time have

some better motive. And this is how I engaged

the servants.
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I sat on the verandah in a low easy-chair, with

such wide arms that I could place my books or

work on the arms beside me. Several men were

waiting, each with his book, for in Ceylon every

servant must have a registered book, with his name

and age, etc. , written down ; and when a place is

left, the servant must get the master to fill in a

page of the book, saying what sort of a servant he

has been. This is then taken to the office and

signed , and no one would think of taking a servant

who had no book filled up and signed . The

servants come up one at a time, and I read :

Name - Devanayagam .

Age - Fifty -nine.

Reason for leaving - Too old for his work.

Honesty-Honest as far as I know.

Cleanliness-Fair.

General Character-A fair servant, but too lazy.

Well, this will not do. We tell him he is not

quite what we want ; so, as I hand him back his

book, he salaams very low , and says, ' Thank you,

lady

Now another.

Name-Carolis .

Age — Thirty.

Reason for leaving-Not required, as the family

are leaving for England.
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Honesty - Honest.

Cleanliness - Very clean in person and work.

General character-A thoroughly good servant.

This seems very hopeful ; so he is engaged for

twenty rupees a month, which is nearly two pounds

of our money.

But these are appoos' books, and we must have

two boys to work under the appoo, one house coolie,

to carry the water from the well, milk the cows, and

sweep the verandahs; a cook, and a little boy to

help the cook ; a horsekeeper, to attend to the

horse and carriage ; another appoo , to take charge

of the church ( for the church is inside our own

compound), and a coolie to help the church appoo.

So there are plenty of men's books to be looked

at.

And then come the women servants . One for

the little boys as nurse, and a little girl to help

her, and a sewing woman ; but this latter comes

only by day, and goes home at night . You will

wonder how large our house must be, to take in

so many servants ; and when I tell you that we

generally had visitors staying with us, you will think

our house must be very large indeed . But only

the ayah and the little girl sleep inside the house ;

all the men servants are locked out at night. They

sleep in the kitchen or the verandahs, and some in
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I can

the schoolhouse, which is in the compound. And

it keeps things safe to have servants sleeping in

different places, for there are many thefts and

robberies, and unless the servants are about, many

a thing will be missed .

But you must not think that all the natives are

bad. Indeed they are not. tell you of many

a kind-hearted, faithful servant, who served , not

only us, but our Master, the Lord Jesus Christ,

with true and willing service. I will just tell you

of one old man we had, Juan , who saw another

servant robbing us daily for some weeks, and felt

afraid to tell us of what was going on ; till one day

he could bear it no longer, and came to me, saying :

' Lady, I not tell lie. I see that man, he take

every day one of lady's loaves, and plenty things

he taking. Then I think lady will say, “ Old Juan ,

he take the things ” ; but Jesus Christ my Master,

He know I not touch . '

I think the reason some are so dishonest and

untruthful is really because they have seen nothing

good all their lives ; and they have no shame about

doing these evil things, because they have seen their

fathers and mothers do the same, and no one has

taught them of the better life.

To you at home it seems grand to start off to

some foreign land to carry the ' good news ' ; and to
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us abroad it sometimes seems so hopeless, and so

hard to make any impression. But often the quiet,

Christ - like life which a European leads will influence

a native to think why there is such a difference ;

and the wish to know why will take the servant

inside one of the native churches, or to a room

where catechists hold services for the passers-by of

some crowded spot.

When we first settled , we were asked to keep on

one old man who had been a servant for thirty years

in the very
house we were to occupy. He wanted

to take the place of cook ; so , though he looked

very old for this post, we agreed to try him. What

can you make for tiffin to -day ? ' I said on the first

morning that he came for orders. ' Minch, lady, I

can make, and risholes.' By this he meant to say

mince and rissoles, but these words were a difficulty

to him always. We contented ourselves that day

with these dishes ; but when I found the following

day that the bill of fare was only varied by his

saying, ' Risholes and minch,' I began to suspect

that the old man's powers were few , so we moved

him to another kind of work, and filled his place

by a more competent man. This one did so well

that I often told him I was pleased ; but I soon

learnt my mistake. I praised him once for some

ices which he had turned out very well the night

6
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before, when he at once remarked, ' Lady say I do

all very well ; lady must give me bigger wage ! '

So I resolved to be more sparing of praises in

future.



CHAPTER IV.

OUR BREAKFAST, AND THE CROW'S BREAKFAST.

Cow you must try and follow me through one

morning's work in our pretty Colombo home .

You must remember that it seems always

summer there, even in the dark winter mornings,

when you want to light your candle and stay a little

longer in the snug little roosting-place. The night

in Ceylon is so hot that you are thankful to get up

soon after five o'clock. Doors and windows have

been wide open all night, just a light curtain drawn

across the doors, and the lower part of the windows

secured by open venetians. You lift the mosquito

curtains and creep out, putting your feet at once

into slippers, for fear of any insect which may be

on the floor ; and the sting or bite of some is a

very painful matter.

Wrapped in cool dressing-gowns, every one soon

reaches the dining -room , where by six o'clock

stands ready the early breakfast, as we call it .

Bread, jam, plantains, mangoes, sometimes butter ;
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but this is scarce, and the tin butter we cannot eat ,

as it seems more like oil than butter in this heat.

' Boy, ' the first comer shouts ; and in a few moments

a boy, dressed as always in white dress and comb,

comes up from the kitchen buildings, his bare feet

treading noiselessly on the matted floor. He brings

the tea and toast, for appoo is allowed to sleep at

home twice in the week, and so has not yet put in

an appearance. Before this meal is ended, more

than one figure has appeared in one or other part

of the verandah. Is reverend master at home ? ' is'

the general question ; and schoolmasters wanting

advice about their schools, or poor or sick ones

needing help, mostly choose this early hour, knowing

that probably there will be time and quiet to listen

to their tale. Soon cook is seen coming back from

the bazaar with a few smaller articles in his hand ,

followed by his little helper, who carries on his head

a basket piled high with fire -wood for the day, for

we need no coal for our kitchens there.

Now ‘ lady ' must do her work ; so, carrying a

big bunch of keys, away she goes to the low line

of buildings which belong to the servants' quar

ters. The store-room door is opened, and the call

is heard, 'Wigahata !' (Come quickly ! ) The horse

keeper comes with a basket and a measure, and

measures out the food needed for the horse that
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day. The coolie comes to carry out any cocoa

nuts that are wanted ; the cook and his boy take

the sugar, rice, jam, flour, etc. , needed for the day's

cooking ; then the door is locked, and on a table

outside are spread out all that has been bought

that morning in the bazaar.

" Well , cook, for what is this cucumber ? '

' I make curry that cucumber, lady. This meat

I get make soup. Two chickens '—but the same

chickens are gone, and it takes a good chase by

several of the servants to secure them again. In

Ceylon poultry is bought alive, and killed, plucked ,

and cooked often in the course of an hour and

a half.

This is the time for all the little requests . The

men come generally to ‘ lady ' to ask what they

are afraid ' master ' may not grant ! Please, my

mother sick ; I come back before tiffin . Lady, let

me go now . Or, ‘ My wife, she say she not seen

me long time . I go after tiffin ; I come back before

breakfast to -morrow . Or, ‘ Lady, please lend me

two rupees. That dhoby' (the man who washes

the linen) , ‘ he lose my jacket ; I must go buy new

jacket. '

Then a walk round the verandah to see if all

has been well swept and clean ; and then , over

the little rising ground which leads to the sea, we
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can see the little ones coming home from their

morning walk, for the little boys must be up

early to keep healthy and strong in that climate

-out at six and in by seven, and then carefully

kept in shaded rooms or verandahs all day, till five

p.m., when it is cool enough for another walk. But

one of the little ones is crying.

" Oh, Monty, what is the matter ? '

‘ That naughty crow has taken the bread out of

my hand and bitten my finger !'

And these crows are troublesome birds ! When

there is any food in the hands of the little ones,

they fly round so closely, and in such numbers,

that the children are frightened. One crow I saw

fly into the nursery, and taking a spoon off the

table, fly out again ; only the ayah threw some

thing after him to frighten him, and the bird

dropped our spoon.

And now it is time for baths and dressing.

And then there are more natives waiting about,

either to see master ' or to sell their wares. Then

prayers, and then big breakfast.

And now the heat of the day is felt in real

earnest. No one must go out, except in a covered

carriage, or under a pith helmet and shady um

brella. The little children are already at school

-Tamils, Singalese, and Burghers, or those whose
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parents are mostly descended from the Dutch and

Portuguese, and have in some cases intermarried

with the natives of the island . You can hear

them singing the same tunes as those you know

so well, and in måny cases the same hymns, in

their own language. ' Jesus loves me, this I

know ! ' and, ‘ Shall we gather at the river ? '

were those I often heard. Poor little children !

they seem so old and grown up in their ways.

Little women of six can cook the curry and shop

in the bazaar, and at twelve years of age they are

generally taken from school. So while we have

them we must get them to learn all they can , but

chiefly ' the sweet story of old ' ; for who knows

how often that will come back to their minds

when teachers and Christian friends are things

of the past ?

* But had you not to learn the language ?' you

ask. " Yes, indeed , I ought to do that.' So I got

the kind little Burgher schoolmistress to come

over daily to teach me. But this was slow work ;

I wanted to be able to take some class at once

in the schools. This mistress would repeat very

slowly for me the words of a hymn in Singalese,

and I copied these sounds as well as I could in

English, and learnt them off ; then I could go over

and play the harmonium, and teach the little ones
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me.

a hymn in their own tongue. Sometimes I saw a

little smile on the dark faces looking at me, and

then I knew I had said something which sounded

very funny to them ; but the teacher soon put me

right, and we got on famously. The elder class of

girls could read and speak English very nicely ;

so each morning I had them to a Bible class, and

they answered as nicely as many English girls.

The lessons with the mistress were rather amus

ing, for she thought it was not polite to correct

So after I had read my Singalese words for

some time, and found she said nothing, I would

ask

' Is it all right ? '

Very good, very good !' she would say.

Then I begged her to tell me how she called

the words, and I found my reading had been

quite wrong. It was a long time before I could

induce her to put me right, and then she made so

many apologies that we did but little work.

Afterwards we tried a master, who was much

the same ; and as our congregation were English

and English-speaking, we found our time so full

of work for them that the lessons were not very

regular, and we kept up our efforts to learn chiefly

by talking with the servant



CHAPTER V.

A WEDDING AND A FUNERAL.

HERE is a wedding in our church this morning.

Shall we watch the parties from our veran

dah ? Carriage after carriage drives up. It

must be a wealthy Singalese. The men all wear

combs, showing they are not Tamils. They have

wound their cloth so very tightly round them that

the only way to get up the church steps is to go

sideways; but then, to their eyes, a tightly wound

comboy is a type of good dressing, so no wonder

they have tried to put them on extra tight on a

wedding day !

The bride is all in white, with low -necked jacket

and short sleeves ; and the dark neck and arms

and face look such a quaint contrast to the white

dress and lace and veil ! She is loaded with

jewellery - rings, ear -rings, several necklaces, and

bangles halfway up her arms. Very likely she

has borrowed much of this, for that is the plan

amongst the natives. The service is read by a
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missionary who has been abroad some years, and

knows the language well. As soon as service is

over , the couples come out to their carriages , and

the horsekeepers rouse themselves from the roofs

of the carriages, where, for the most part, they

have been stretched asleep. All drive home

for a feast, which often lasts some days . The

house has been decorated with coloured papers

hung together in festoons, and groups of palm

leaves and bunches of plantains adorn the en

trance.

A wedding costs a great deal with them ; for one

day all the near relatives are feasted , another day

a large number of poor are fed, and the tom-toms

go on unceasingly.

The Burghers enjoy being thought like Euro

peans, so they copy our dress and manners as

far as possible, and consider themselves far above

the natives. Our schoolmistress wished to wear

a chignon, but it was too much trouble to dress

her hair in that fashionable style daily ; so she

bought a frisette, and pinned it on behind, leav

ing all her own dark long hair hanging straight

down as usual !

My Burgher Bible-class gave me plenty to do .

Will you come with me now , this hot afternoon ,

and call on one or two of the missing girls, and see

D
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why they have not come ? I must take a ' boy '

with me to direct the horsekeeper where to drive,

and to find out the houses for me. ' Boy ' borrows

an umbrella of the cook, for he has none of his

own, and it is such a post of dignity to sit up in

front of the carriage. That ' boy ' wishes to look

like the upper servants, none of whom would be

seen out without an umbrella. I must take my

note-book, to write down the names, 'as they are

so hard to remember, and some cards with my

own and my husband's name on them, to show

them clearly who I am. Out we go, under the

cocoa-nut trees, which stand thickly in our

garden, Monty beside me, supplied with a large

picture book, to amuse him while I am in the

houses.

The coolie opens the gates, and we go round

the lovely lake, till we come to the cinnamon

gardens. There is no smell of the spice unless

the stem is cut ; so ' boy ' is sent to pick a

stalk of it for Monty , and to gather a few of

the big pitcher plants, which we see twining up

one of the bushes. We stop ; boy thinks this

is Pereira's house, and goes to ask . Yes, it

is ; but there are two or three dogs, all snarl

ing, growling, and showing their teeth ! I

don't think I can go up that long lane to the
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house, followed by these dreadful-looking ani

mals ! ' Boy, ' I say, ' go and call the appoo,

and tell him to take these dogs away. Soon

they slink off, and, escorted by ' boy ,' I go into

the empty drawing-room, and sit down. I never

once found any member of a Burgher family

ready to receive a visitor ; they all run at the

approach of one, and begin to tidy themselves,

or dress.

I had a long time to wait, and one of those dogs

came peering into the room. I am afraid of the

dogs out here, they look so fierce, and growl so

horribly. ' Boy, wait here by me till some one

comes. ' After a long time a rustling, and my

absent Alathea appears, dressed in a very bright

coloured dress, ribbons in her hair, and a good

deal of jewellery.

" Well, Alathea, I have come to see why you

have not been to my class for these four weeks.

Have you been ill ? '?

No answer, only smiles.

‘ Perhaps you have been away from home ; have

you ? '

Still nothing but smiles.

• Will you be able to come again to-morrow ? '

• I will try '

This is promising, so, after a little more talk, I

6
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again try to find out why she has been missing for

so many weeks. It leaks out at last.

' I have no new dress.'

And this, I find , is the great difficulty. It is

not considered proper with them to appear in

the same dress many times ; so having worn one

to the last limit, they will remain at home, for

weeks if necessary, until a new one has been made.

But when I say stay at home, I mean merely

from any public place. Their usual dress is un

tidy, shabby, and dirty, and they do not mind

running in and out of each other's houses or to

the bazaar in that state ; but to go to church or

a class, or a walk on the sea -shore, this means

full dress , and full dress which demands a con

stant change.

Another house. Here lives a large family. The
a

father lets out carriages for hire ; the little boys are

in our day school ; the girls come to church regu

larly, even to the English service, for though they

are half Portuguese they think they know English

better than any other language, and the mother is

the only one who can read Portuguese. The little

boys run out to meet us, dressed in nothing but

a sort of long nightshirt. They had been white

once, but as all the roads in Colombo are red, so

all the dust is red ; and these little men were well
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streaked and grimed, after their games on the

roads.

' Why does not your sister come with you ,

Lydia, to the class ? I see her in church on Sun

day

My sister, she cannot read. '

‘ Oh, never mind, she can come and listen . Try

and bring her next time with you. '

Then the mother comes in , and we chat ; she

would so like a Portuguese New Testament, for she

cannot read English, and she has had no Bible since

she was a child .

And next week Lydia brought her sister to the

Bible class, and for some months these two came

very regularly ; then we went up country for three

months, and coming back to Colombo again I sent

to invite them to the classes, which were to begin

again. But these girls were not there, and as soon

as I could I drove round to their house. The

cool lettuce trees shaded the front; one of the little

boys, in his loose and grimy dress, was playing

about.

' Willie, is your mother in, and your sisters ? '

Sister's very bad.

' Shall I come in and see her ? '

' You can't see her, she's very bad . '

* Well ,' I said , ' go and fetch mother or Lydia.'
6
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Soon the poor mother came in crying, to tell

me she thought Alice was dying. She had caught

a chill , and for the last two months had got rapidly

worse .

May I go and see her ? '

' Oh yes ; but she won't know you. She hasn't

spoken all the day, and the doctor says she can't

last long. '

I went into the little stilling room, full of people,

who had all come to look at the poor thing lying

so quiet and still. I scarcely thought she was alive.

I spoke several times, but she took no notice, and

then suddenly she opened her eyes and looked at

me.

' You know your teacher, don't you, Alice ? ' But

the tired eyes closed again, then we had prayer,

and still she lay as if she heard nothing.

I had to go, but I did wish for one word from her,

just to know if she knew she was dying, and if she

felt any fear.

' Alice, ' I said , ' good -bye; you remember me, don't

you ? ' Once again she looked, and as I held her

hand I said , ' Don't you remember the old class,

and how we used to read about Jesus, the same

Jesus that has come to fetch you now ? ' Just one

little smile, as though she knew what was meant,

and again she seemed to sleep.
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Early next morning a little brother came running

round, to say that Alice was gone ; she never spoke

again, but passed away very quietly in the early

morning



CHAPTER VI .

A DINNER PARTY.

W
Ho is this grandly dressed man riding up to

the house ? He has a scarlet turban with

a long piece of scarlet cloth hanging down

his back ; he carries a pointed pennon, and wears a

broad belt with a leather bag. This is a messenger

from the Government House, bringing an invitation

to dine, and I must tell you what an evening spent

there is like.

It is seven o'clock, and Monty has had his even

ing visit from mother, and is singing his last little

song before he goes to sleep .

6

• Now that I lay me down to sleep,

I give my soul to Christ to keep,

Wake I at morn, or wake I never,

I give my soul to Christ for ever.'

Ayah is hushing off the baby, the carriage stands

waiting, and Appoo has his lantern to light us down

the verandah steps, for we are going to dine at
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the Government House, where the Governor lives,

who rules the island for our good Queen. He is

appointed for five years, and he has to try to do

all he can in those few years to leave the island in

a better and more prosperous state than when he

came to it.

We are ready ; it is a still, hot evening, and we are

quite glad to think of the nice cool drive in our

open carriage, all round by the lake. “ Boy’steps up

ready dressed in clean white clothes. ' No, boy ;

we do not want you to-night. ' For Government

House is the only house where you need not take a

servant with you when you go out to dine. At any

friend's house you would always take your own

' boy,' and he stands behind your chair, and waits

upon you through dinner time ; then when he has

done all he can to help, he finds his own way home,

unless the distance is so great that he prefers to

wait, and get a lift in master's carriage home again .

Government House is a large square building,

very plain outside, but cool and comfortable inside .

It is brightly lighted, and the hall and staircase

are dressed with ferns and flowers in pots. The

servants who are in the hall look gay in scarlet

waistcoats and gilt buttons, and each wears a very

high comb at the back of the head, as well as the

round one always worn by the Singalese in front.
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The wide staircase is carpeted, which gives a cosy

look, for we seldom use anything but matting for

the floors in Colombo. The aide-de-camp receives

us, and takes us to the drawing- room , a large and

pretty room, with verandah round. There are

plenty of guests, some of them high caste natives .

There is an old mudliar, a man of position under

Government ; he wears a native cloth , but above

it an English coat, cut for evening dress, and a

large white shirt-front, with frills down the front.

He wears also a huge tortoiseshell comb, and his

studs gleam so brightly , for they are diamonds.

The dinner table seems to bring a whifffrom old

England ; for there are roses in abundance, red and

cream-white roses, which have all been sent down

from up country, where they grow well , but Colombo

itself is too near the seaside and too parched for

them to come to perfection. The punkahs wave

steadily all the time, and it is pleasant to feel the

breeze they make, for the dinner is a very lengthy

affair, and we are longing to get a little more air

upstairs. Music and singing follow, and there is an

opportunity for a little chat with the Governor's

wife. On one of these evenings we had a great deal.

of amusement with a phonograph which a friend

had made and exhibited there. It is an instrument

which repeats sounds, so all in turn we put our
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mouths to the brass plate and made any speech we

liked . One gentleman said nothing, but only gave

a ringing laugh.

By -and -by it was time to make the phonograph

do its work, and repeat all these sounds ; and it was

amusing to hear our own words repeated in tones

very like our own voices. The laugh too came back

wonderfully well, and made us all laugh again .

Our drive home is lovely, along by the sea

shore, where the tide never goes down or rises

more than a foot, so that it seems always high

tide. On reaching our house we see that nearly

all the lights are out ; only a dim glimmer in

the dining -room . But all is locked up, and until

' boy ' appears we cannot get in ! Soon we see

a figure, wrapped up like a mummy, lying on

the verandah ; and after a few gentle reminders

the figure rises, unwinds itself, and shows ' the

boy. We are soon let in. Appoo locks all but

one door ; through that we let him pass, and

finally lock him out ; and so ends that day.



CHAPTER VII .

' LADY, TAKE .'

W
TE have not been shopping lately, so let

us start this morning, as soon after break

fast as possible. We must put on our

elderly garments, for the red dust of the native

bazaar will cover everything. We pass the old

fort, with its clock-tower and lighthouse — the

same light that is seen so far out to sea. Past

the English shops, which look like huge, shady

warehouses-nothing to be seen in the windows,

because the sun would fade and spoil the goods ;

you cannot enjoy the look of the pretty, tempting

shops as you do in Regent Street. Down by the

harbour we notice what flags are up, telling us

which boats are in sight ; and always one eager

look is given up to the old flagstaff, to see if

the well-known white pennant with its centre

red ball is flying, saying that the English mail

is in .

At last we reach a dusty, dirty street, where

бо
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each house is a shop ; but you would hardly

think so from the outside. The windows are

thick with dirt, and the floors uneven, with the

stones broken away in many places. But if you

want to buy, you must go in. We want some

velvet, so we try the first shop ; then , if they

have not got it, we can go regularly into every

shop this side of the street, and come back the

other side, trying every likely place. No one

takes any notice of our entrance, so we walk

up to the shelves, and pull over the stuffs to see

for ourselves. No sign of velvet anywhere ; but

there is a man sitting reading, we will ask him .

' Tamby, have you any velvet ? '

Not got.'

Still we know this is a usual reply, so we rum

mage farther, open a few drawers and cupboards,

and finally decide there is none, and out we go.

We try again . This time the seller appears more

interested in his customers, and declares he will

get for lady.' Soon he returns, bringing all kinds

of material, but no velvet. We cannot make

him understand what we mean, so saying, " No

thank you,' to all his offers, we try again. At last

we find what is needed ; and now for the bar

gaining, which is such a tiresome feature of all

dealings with the natives.
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I say

“ How much ? '

' That, lady, nine rupees (about 18s.) a yard ;

cannot say less.'

' Now, Tamby, that is a great deal too much.

If you can't say less, we can't take.'

' Lady, I say eight rupees ( 16s.). I cannot give

more cheap. This very good velvet ; this cost

me plenty money. This English velvet ; cannot

buy in England so good velvet for eight rupees. '

Well, we want three yards, and will give you

fifteen rupees for the three yards ; no more.'

' Lady, I cannot ; lady must not ask.

seven rupees the yard , not less.'

* Very well. We gather up our umbrellas and

fans, and make for the door. As we depart we

hear a voice,

' Well, lady, take. That too cheap ; I give more

for that velvet my own self. I lose money ; but

lady take .'

This seems cruel ; but knowing well that they

usually ask double what they intend to get, we

feel sure we have not cheated the poor soul, and

taking our parcel we get into the carriage to

go to the book shop. This is a clean, tidy little

place, kept up by the missions.

Bibles in many languages there ; books of all

kinds-penny books of stories, magazines, picture

You can get
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books and picture cards, most of your favourite

hymns too, in Singalese and Tamil. The ‘ Pil

grim's Progress ' we got there. One afternoon ,

later on, finding the servants all gathered round

a book, which was being read aloud by one of

them, I asked what interested them so, and found

it was the old tale we love so well-Bunyan's

story of the Pilgrim.

Now we are opposite the coffee stores. Ranks

of women are busy , sorting the coffee berries,

picking out the spoilt ones, and putting all the

larger into a different heap. There they sit, with

their babies in their laps or laid down asleep

on a mat beside them. Sellers of sugar-cane are

passing, and a few cents are handed out by the

women , and the little ones are supplied with a

piece of the cane to chew. We pass a large

crowd of people, following some men carrying

oysters, and as it is just the time when the boats

are returning from the pearl fisheries, we will go

home by the harbour, and find out if we can see

anything of the oysters being brought in. We do

not stay long in that part. The scent of thousands

of putrefied oysters is not pleasing, so we move

on, resolving to get a few at home some day,

and open them out of doors, and see for ourselves

what the pearl oysters are like. Appoo undertakes
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that afternoon to get us a few at about fourpence

a dozen .

We order chairs to be placed under a shady

tamarind tree, and a coolie brings the shells .

Strong smelling-salts are needed, or we shall not

be able to stay here long. After opening a shell,

the man squeezes the oyster carefully over and

over again , to see if he can feel a pearl ; then he

washes the oyster, and strains the water through

a fine sieve. In this way he goes on till all

the shells have been opened, and the odour is

almost unbearable ; but we sit it out. We should

so like a pearl as a curiosity, found by ourselves

in its own shell . The result is about twenty

seed pearls, nothing large, though we heard that

many beautiful ones were found that year, some

valued at several pounds.

We have been shopping ; but the contents of

the native shops are often offered at our own

house for sale. The Bombay merchants bring

beautiful things, and strangers always enjoy a

peep at their wares. These men come over from

India for a few years, and then , having laid by

a little money, sell the remainder of their stock,

and go back again to their Indian home. Em

broidered cachemires and muslins, silk handker

chiefs, sandal-wood boxes, ivory chessmen, beetles''
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wings, jewellery, puzzles, toys, etc.—such a choice !

They are a pleasant set of men to deal with ;

but you must bargain with them as with the

natives of Ceylon. I was looking at a carved

fan one day, when the man, thinking I wished

to buy, told me it was ivory. I saw it was

not ; it was very inferior, and looked more like

bone.

' I think it is bone, not ivory ,' I said .

“ Yes, lady,' he said at once ; ‘ I not tell lie ; that

not ivory. When I go to big house (the hotel )

then I tell plenty lie. I come master's house ;

master good, I not tell lie .'

To these men we offered books, but they would

not accept them. They said that their priests

would not let them read anything but their own

books. They are chiefly Hindoos, and are very

particular about washing before eating, and other

small details .

The Mussulmans, chiefly Afghans, used to in

terest us much. When the sun was setting we

were generally out driving, for that is the cooler

time, when every one tries to get a breath of the

evening air. Wherever these men might be at the

time of sunset, they would spread their little mat,

and kneel down facing the sun , because that is

the direction of Mecca, their holy city ; and, not

E
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noticing the passers-by, they sway themselves

to and fro, repeating their prayers, some of them

looking so earnest ; the shoes being always taken

off first, and laid beside the mat.



CHAPTER VIII.

A NATIVE BAZAAR..

ROM our verandah we can see the flagstaff,

and as we have a key to the flags, we can

find out as soon as flags are run up what

vessel is in sight. Often we are watching some

days for an expected vessel . Some friend is

looking for a relative, and stays at our house

in order to know as soon as possible when the

boat nears the island ; or sometimes we hear

of those coming out for work who will be glad

of a kindly welcome-missionaries for Ceylon or

India, the latter only able to stay the few days

that their boat is in harbour, ladies going out

to zenana work,—these and others we so con- .

stantly have with us that our little house seems

very lively, and nearly always full.

We had been looking out for two days, and a

boy or coolie is ordered to be in sight of the

flagstaff to give us the first notice of the flags

we are looking for ; the horsekeeper is ordered to

67
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eat his rice in our compound, and not to go home

for food all day ; the carriage can be ready at a

few moments' notice ; and all we want is the flags,

for we have a friend with us whose wife is on

board the coming boat, and his tired eyes have

been strained the whole of these two days looking

through a telescope to make sure of the first view

of the flags.

Suddenly at tiffin time the coolie brings ' word,

' Ship coming. We all rush out ; yes, there are'

the flags. Order the carriage, get the umbrellas,

for it will be blazing as we go out to the ship.

Soon we are driving along the shore, and there,

coming rapidly in , is the vessel. We hasten to

the wharf, engage a canoe, and off we go, the

rowers keeping time to a sort of chant which they

sing in Tamil. We are soon on board the boat,

and many glad meetings take place. The captain

is an old friend, and will gladly come to dinner

this evening ; but he has special friends on board ,

and would like to bring them too. Of course we

are glad . Our friend's wife too has friends, who

would so like to sleep on shore, they are weary of

the hot cabins and the tossing of the boat ; yes,

there is room for all . We must put up an extra

bed in one little morning room ; but this is soon

done, and we remember our own welcome, and
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we think of a future welcome, ' Ye did it unto Me,

enter thou. ' So with glad hearts we promise all

we can give —quiet from the tossing waves, a

roomy bed instead of a stilling cabin berth , fresh

fruits and ices after the monotony of ship food,

and a sight of the lovely green trees and cinnamon

gardens of Colombo. Our old house has had a

name for hospitality for many a year, and we

must keep it up.

One Sunday morning we had a note brought

in, mentioning that a young Englishman was

invalided at the hotel, could we do anything for

him ? Well, it is good to be able to show a

kindness, so we had the carriage out ; though this

was the rest day for horse and horsekeeper, still

a deed of mercy might be done, so off we go.

We find the invalid very lonely and very de

pressed, and we fancy that, to judge by our

experiences, hotel life is a very costly thing,

especially when funds are low, and no new

resources are coming in .

Will you come to our bungalow for a few

days ? It is so near the sea, and you can sit on

the shore every evening and enjoy the breeze, and

we have plenty of room for all your boxes. '

Gladly is the offer accepted ; then and there the

smaller baggage is collected , and we go home
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together and install our new friend in his room ,

appointing one boy specially to look after that

master, keep his room in order, brush his clothes,

wait on him at meals, and generally serve him.

And many a happy week we had with our guest

—till health came back and brightness, and the

doctor gave leave for the homeward voyage, and

we felt quite lonely after we had seen him sail.

Months after, we ourselves were home, and the

warm greeting from our former guest and his

home circle was well worth getting.

When friends arrive, they generally want, first

a meal, then a drive, then to buy some curiosities.

One drive we always take if time allows, for, to

a stranger, it is the most picturesque and interest

ing of any.

This is through the cinnamon gardens right out

to Cotta, a mission station about six miles off.

Nothing I can tell you could make you picture

the beauty of that drive. The roads, being red,

make such a brilliant contrast to the green of

hedge and field . Areca-nut palms and cocoa -nut

palms line the road a good part of the way ; and

the great jak trees, with their fruit as large as the

largest pumpkin you ever saw , look so handsome

and so shady.

The mission house itself is a long low house
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overlooking a lake. There are many buildings

round : boarding-houses for girls and boys, day

schools, a room used as a chapel, masters' rooms

and boarding-houses—and a grand number of

pupils they have. The girls are taught to read

and write in Singalese and English, to work plain

and fancy work, and to sing both merry songs and

some of our well-known hymns. It is a country.

part, and the women of the place are mostly lace

makers : you see them sitting on the floor of their

huts as you pass along, making such beautiful

lace, and making it in so spotless a way, that you

do not hesitate to buy and use it. And this is

wonderful when you see the little hovels in which

they live. One small room, with a mud floor, no

table generally, only a few stools or a bench, and

some pots for cooking—no fire- place, the sticks are

placed together on the floor, or outside the hut if

the rains are not set in .

Twice a year the native Christians of these

parts get up a bazaar for the benefit of their own

mission. The money gained goes to restore some

church , or buy some needed church furniture, or

to pay the salaries of schoolmasters and catechists.

The bazaar is very amusing. We will fancy our

selves there now — just able to make out the chief

words of the sellers and the auctioneer, as they
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chatter in Singalese, and help out their European

guests by a few words of English now and then.

Heaps of things have been brought for sale, all

given by these natives. Even the poorest gladly

bring something. You would think them odd

things for a bazaar, but as they are just the things

that every native needs, and as they are chiefly

natives who are going to buy, the auction goes on

with great vigour.

A catechist mounts a table, and, holding up a

great bunch of the yellow king cocoa-nuts, he asks

for a bid. One man makes an offer, a child will

bid a few cents higher ; on again the price goes, a

few cents only at a time, till that bunch is knocked

down and a live duck is produced. Oh, the loud

quacks and the louder roars of laughter ! Then

a basket of jaggery, a sweet sort of toffee made

from the cocoa-nut tree.

Eggs, onions, cocoa-nut oil , cakes, clothes,

books, baskets, fruit, potatoes, anything and every

thing seems to be there. The children enjoy it

as much as any one, for their few cents will buy

some of the offered goods, and sugar-cane sticks

can be had for a mere nothing. These girls and

boys look neat and clean, and are living in an

atmosphere of love and kindliness, with every effort

round them being made just for one aim only
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to serve and follow the Master - Christ. Many of

the girls are trained as ayahs or work-women, and

the boys as schoolmasters or clerks.

We had a work-woman who came daily to sew

and mend for us, and a great help she was ; but

few of the women could undertake to make a

dress, and our dresses being mostly of white or

washing material, they do not last long out there,

and we want a constant supply of new ones.

I suppose you have seen your own laundress

washing her clothes, so carefully rubbing them

with her hands, or on a board, and if your things

come home torn you are vexed and think the

woman has been careless in her work . But out

there you must not be surprised at anything which

befalls the linen ! It is never rubbed, but banged

and flapped violently on a stone till the dirt is

washed out. By the lake-side you can watch

numbers of these dhobies, as they are called ,

washing the clothes. Each one has chosen a flat

large stone like a slab, and there he stands and

flaps his garments one after another, till you

wonder how his arms can go on with such energy.

Every pearl button comes back as a rule cracked

or broken , and trimming is torn at the first wash .

So we must often have new dresses, and the

proper person to make these is a tailor. Appoo,
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knowing our needs, finds us a respectable man

who shows us a set of papers, saying for whom

he has worked before, and if the testimonials are

satisfactory we engage him.

Come to -morrow by ten o'clock , tailor,' I said

one day, after the man had disappointed me several

times : ‘ be sure to be here at ten, for I want these

things made. '

' I will come, lady, ten o'clock sharp, no hum

buggy !'

Evidently he had caught the word humbug from

one, and thought it sounded assuring.

Punctual to the hour next day there he was, his

spectacles on, his scissors and thimble in his hand.

I give him a dress I wish copied, and the material

to cut out. He works away, seated on the

verandah matting, till tiffin time, then he gets some

plantains and a slice of bread given to him.

Works on again till sunset, when he receives his

Is. 6d . and goes. It takes him about a week to

finish a dress, but he copies it perfectly, and

finishes it off carefully : and he makes a coat or a

jacket as neatly as a dress.

some



CHAPTER IX.

A HOT SUNDAY .

UR Sundays in Colombo are busy days. At

eight o'clock the bell goes for service, which

is held in Tamil. We must not waste time

to-day, for ayah and some of the men will go to

this service, and they like to have time to dress

themselves neatly. Ayah puts on her prettiest

dress, scarlet with yellow spots ; she draws it up

over her head, takes her Tamil prayer-book and

another book of hymns, and we watch her waving

good-bye to the baby as she steps barefooted

across the grass into church. The large girls'

school from Borella is there, and the people come

flocking in over the bridge from Slave Island.

The sound of their lyrics is very sweet, and they

all seem to join in the sing -song of their quaint

tunes. Then we hear well-known tunes sung

heartily to Tamil hymns. But why do the little

children sit outside on the steps of the church ?

Well, that is because the poor mothers must bring
75



76 Peeps at Ceylon.

all the little ones to church, or they could not come

themselves ; so, fearing the tiny ones will disturb

the congregation, they put them outside, and an

elder child takes charge of them .

We must run and see if the dogs are tied up, for

one of them is so affectionate that when he finds

there are people in church he likes to come in too,

and see if he can find a friend . Once, I am sorry

to say, no one remembered to tie them up, and in

the middle of service we saw Huz and Buz both

marching in. They sniffed their way to Monty,

and seemed quite inclined to settle down peace

ably ; but the church appoo could not allow the

intrusion , so he dragged one out, and the other

followed. All the doors and windows in the

church are always wide open, making you feel

as if you were almost in the open air. We had

a turkey who would go in and sit behind the

organ ; she was missing once, and we sent to her

favourite hiding-place, and there she was, sitting

on some eggs .

Yea, the sparrow hath built her a house, and

the swallow a nest for herself, where she may lay

her young, even Thine altars, O Lord of hosts. '

How true that seemed ! The nests in the ceiling of

our church were so many that we were obliged to

get ladders sometimes and have the nests removed
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for the twittering of the birds quite disturbed the

congregation. At Christmas, when the church

was decorated, the birds seemed so to enjoy the

green, and pecked off bits and flew about with

them in their bills.

But there were more trying things than birds

rats, and not your English rats, but the disagreeable

musk rat, which leaves such an unpleasant scent

behind. The frogs too would come in on a damp

day, hopping along with a loud croaking sound.

When it rains, and the wind blows, people are

obliged to rise and close the doors as quietly as

possible. The sound of the wind and the rain

coming is tremendous, and it is sometimes more

than one man can do to shut the door against the

storm. The sound of the rain as it pours down is

louder than ever you heard it, and the thunder is

sometimes very awful. I have known a minister

conclude the service without a sermon on account

of the deafening noise, not a word of the service

having been heard by any, except those directly in

front of the desk.

But our Sunday is only just begun. While the

Tamil service goes on we begin breakfast, for at

ten o'clock our Sunday-school meets. We have

only one class of Singalese here, for they are mostly

at other schools, so we have Burgher children , and
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as they are English-speaking, we can give our own

congregation work to do in this way as teachers.

Some friends drive over a distance of four miles to.

teach in this school ; another calls for one or two

friends who otherwise could not come, and brings

them in his own carriage. Our organist takes the

big boys ; and there is an infant class, where we

read the ‘ Peep of Day ,' and teach chiefly by

pictures.

All want to be in time, for there are prizes given

for punctuality ; so, a few minutes before nine, the

room seems nearly full. Then we sing, generally

a hymn with a well-known chorus, because then all

the very little ones can join, and you would like to

peep in as we are singing, ' Shall we gather at the

river ? '

All the girls are in English dress, but unless

they are of the upper Burgher class, you seldom see

a button or a hook - pins everywhere ! All down

the front of the little frock - ribbons pinned on

to the hat even !

The scent of the cocoa-nut oil is rather strong,

for the heads look sleek and well anointed , so we

will remember to put a little scent on our handker

chiefs next time.

It is so very hot that the children are restless ,

and we have to try and keep them thoroughly

2
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interested and amused. At last the bell rings, we

all sing again and join in the Lord's Prayer, and

school is over.

Then the elder ones go into church for the

English service, and the tiny ones go home. The

teachers are hot and tired ; they come over to our

house and get some iced water to refresh them

selves, and many of them then help in the choir.

Our church has no punkahs, so nearly every one

brings a fan . Outside, the compound is crowded

with carriages, the horsekeepers sleeping on the

roofs of the covered ones, or lying full length on

the grass. The lake runs all along one side of the

compound, and from the open doors and windows

of the church we can see the natives bathing or

washing their clothes. Service over, it is quite a

work of time to find your own carriage, but there

is always a policeman on duty during service hour,

to keep order and quiet among the horsekeepers

and arrange that there shall be no difficulty about

the carriages.

After church, friends across to our

verandah ; then comes tiffin ; then, at three, the

Singalese service in church, while the Tamils have

a short meeting in the schoolroom . This is an

hour when we leave that side of the house

nearest to the church to itself as much as possible .

come
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To hear two tunes being sung at the same time,

in different languages, is very trying, but the two

meetings do not seem to disturb each other.

At this afternoon service we generally have the

most wealthy native of the island. He comes a

distance of some miles, and he and his large family

and their nurses require three carriages . Each

carriage has a pair of horses, and two horsekeepers ,

besides the driver. The master himself is in

European jacket, shoes and socks, but he wears

the native comboy or cloth round the waist. The

daughters are as tastily dressed as you would be,

only they like a great deal of jewellery. The

mother wears a dress, and sometimes a shawl, but

she will not wear a bonnet, and this looks strange

in such a handsome open carriage with the nicely

dressed daughters beside her.

When this Singalese service ends, the missionary

who has conducted it often drops in for a cup of

tea on our verandah. We have a few hymns for

the children, and then comes evening service, in

English, at five o'clock. Again the church is

thronged, and more so than in the morning, for

this is a pleasanter hour to be out—those who are

not strong cannot stand the mid -day heat. Service

is over soon after six o'clock, and then every one

goes in the same direction, up to the sea-shore.
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The carriages are in two long lines, one going, one

returning, and many people, at this hour, walk

along the beach . We always do, for unless obliged

to use them we give our horse and man their

needed rest. Then it is that we have many a little

chat and plan for the coming week.

At last it grows quite dark, all the remaining

carriages have their lamps lighted, and we stroll

across the green towards home. Then dinner,

with generally a friend or two who have remained

from the evening service ; coffee on the verandah

to wake us up, for we feel hot and tired and sleepy ;

and at last, hearing the nine o'clock gun go off at

the Fort, we agree that we must separate, we were

up so early and feel so weary we can keep awake

no longer.

F



CHAPTER X.

COCOA-NUT PICKING, AND A SILVER WEDDING.

I
6

-

' T must be very early, and yet I hear a drum

beating, yes, and a sound of music too : we

must look out and see what it is. There they

come from the barracks. It is, indeed , a soldier's

funeral, the thrilling Dead March ' and the

beautiful air ' Adeste Fideles ' being played alter

nately. It is a solemn sound, and the poor man

gone was preparing for another journey – he had

received his leave for going back to Old England ;

his health broken, this was his hope : the voyage

back, and the bracing cool of the old home

country, would surely bring back strength . But

this longer journey must be taken , the call had

come. So the poor worn body was laid in its

coffin, and that was placed on a gun- carriage, and

covered by a flag, and on it was placed the white

helmet which the owner had worn . Slowly the

soldiers tramp along, a perfect line of white, broken

only by the officer's scarf. Many a hat is lifted

82
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as the sad procession goes by up the dusty road

to the far -off cemetery .

These funerals are always early in the morning

or late in the afternoon, to avoid the great heat of

the day. At the gates of the cemetery the troops

divide and form two lines ; the coffin is then

carried by some of the men, and the service is read

in the chapel ; then over the grave, when the coffin

is lowered, three volleys are fired into the air, and

all is over. Quietly the men form into ranks

again, and the comrade is left in the quiet stillness .

There is something touchingly sad about these

funerals — they take place so soon after death, on

account of the great heat, that often the first

news you get of a friend's illness is a notice of

the funeral.

An evening drive on the Galle Face is always

an enjoyment ; the air is so cool, the sunset so

lovely ; the vessels coming and going, the numerous

carriages with their brightly dressed drivers. All

looks so strangely picturesque.

The Governor's carriage with its outriders is

generally to be seen , and Parsee ladies just peep

ing out of their close carriage, dressed in hand

some green or purple silks.

We noticed sometimes a man digging very

eagerly in the sand , and asking what he was
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searching for, he produced a turtle's egg which he

had found. The turtles are often caught on the

shore here as they come up to deposit their eggs.

Sometimes twenty eggs, we were told , were found

together ; they seem to be just like a hen's egg,

only quite round and having no shell, with a semi

transparent white skin which incloses the whole .

Cocoa-nut picking is always a delight to the

children. About every six weeks we are obliged

to send for a man who can climb the trees and is

accustomed to picking. I say we are obliged,

because, as soon as we notice that the nuts begin

to fall, it is not safe to allow the ripe ones to hang

on the trees, and the falling is a sign that some

have ripened . The trees are so very tall , and the

nut so heavy, that it would cause severe injury if

any one were passing and were struck by the

falling nut.

The picker having come, he ties a small circle,

made of a dried piece of cocoa- nut leaf, round

the trunk of a tree. This is as strong as a rope,

and placing his feet inside it he begins to climb,

holding firmly with both hands, and swinging up

his feet after by pressing them against the tree.

Once up,-and it looks such a perilous height,

he begins to throw down all the nuts that are ripe

or nearly so. The coolie keeps watch as to how
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many trees the picker ascends, and gathers the

fallen nuts into a heap. When the man is tired ,

he stops for that morning, and is paid by receiving

one nut from each tree he ascends.

We then have the nuts counted, and often there

are about two hundred . We keep as many as we

shall need for the next six weeks, and send the

remainder to the Borella boarding -schools. There

they are very acceptable, as native curries cannot

be made without cocoa-nuts, and the usual price

is six shillings a hundred.

I daresay you know how many uses this beau

tiful tree has. But we will count them up once

more, in case you have not noticed all. The nuts

make curry, they give milk, and oil for the lamps

can be extracted from them. The outer shell is

used for matting and ropes. The leaf serves to

cover the roofs of small houses when well dried

and plaited. The shells are made also into spoons

and bowls.

The trunk of the tree is used for timber, and it

is a beautifully specked wood when polished . The

centre part of the stem , at the very top, is eaten

as a vegetable, and is something like a cabbage,

only perfectly white. Sometimes after a heavy

gale we found that a tree had fallen in our com

pound, and we were always glad to secure the
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cabbage ' at the top : for of course this can only

be taken from a tree which is down—it is the

very heart of the tree, and would destroy all pros

pect of future crops if cut from a standing tree.

There is a beautiful compound where some

friends of ours live ; and it contains such an old

inhabitant that most visitors go to see him. Even

the Prince of Wales, when he came to the island,

paid him a visit there. This is a huge tortoise

known to be more than a hundred years old .

His eyes look quite shrunken with age, and the

skin of his neck, as it shows from under the shell ,

is withered and wrinkled . He lives chiefly on the

sea side of the compound, but on the approach

of the monsoon climbs the steep hill , passes the

large bungalow which is built on the top, and

retreats to the more sheltered regions behind the

house. He can still move, without apparent effort,

with the weight of a strong man standing on his

back.

But now let us pay a visit to the wealthy native

whose way of coming to church we have de

scribed. Let us go there to- day, for the eleventh

child of the house is to be named after me and

the wife of our doctor ; and as the ceremony is to

take place at eleven o'clock, we are asked to go

early, and breakfast with the chaplain.
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The train runs very near our house ; so, as it is

only eight o'clock, we will take umbrellas and walk

to the Slave Island station. The carriages of the

train are painted white on the roofs, so that they

may attract the heat less, and each window has

also a venetian to keep out the glare. Our journey

is close to the sand and sea -shore — thick groves of

cocoa-nut trees to our left, sand and sea to our

right. There is a coral-reef here which shows at

low water, and pieces of coral are constantly

dredged up with shells and placed in large heaps

to be burnt for lime.

Reaching our station at last, we are met by one

of the many carriages of this kindly native. We

drive to the chaplain's house, who is a Singalese

and is in clerical dress, except the black comboy

and the white socks. He receives us kindly, and

promises that his wife and daughter will soon join

us.

The wife cannot speak a word of English, so we

can only smile at each other and use the few

Singalese words that we do know. After break

fast, with its invariable curry and plantains, of

which we never tire, we set out for the church.

Such a sandy walk, trees shading us delightfully

overhead, and groups of native huts here and

there with their usual accompaniment of ominous



88
Peeps at Ceylon.

6

looking dogs. The service is held in English, but

the baptism is in Singalese. The tiny dark

faced baby looks very dark in its white clothes.

All the family are present-grown sons, daughters

who are being educated by an English lady,

and are therefore partly English in manner and

appearance. The mother tells me they consider

baby very fair !—(this, I suppose, means that herΙ

skin is not quite so dark as some of her brothers

and sisters)—and therefore they call her in Sin

galese ' little white sister.'

After service we all go to the house of baby's

father, and there we meet some of the catechists

and schoolmasters; for this man, with all his

wealth, has proved a kindly and useful helper to

many. He has built large schools . The boys'

school is called the Prince of Wales' College, and

the girls ' school is very flourishing under an

English lady as mistress. While here, we see

that sad sight, a procession of devil-dancers ,

going to the house of some sick people to try

and drive away the sickness by violent dancing,

jumping, and beating the tom-tom.

There is a native jeweller at work. Let us

watch him for a few moments. He has his tiny

fire of coke and sticks . He blows through a

bamboo cane to increase the heat, and promises,
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if one of us will give him half a rupee (about

'one shilling) that he will make, then and there,

a pair of sleeve buttons, and ask nothing for his

work . So the half-rupee is given ; he blows,

melts, hammers, works away, and finally polishes

and hands us two neatly finished studs, and the

remaining bit of melted silver ( for he melted the

money given) is quite enough to repay him for his

trouble.

You know what a silver wedding ' is, do

you not ? When I was in Colombo we received

a card printed in silver letters, asking us to go

one evening to the house of a Singalese to cele

brate his silver wedding. We were glad to see

so thoroughly native a scene, and readily went.

A large shed was erected for the occasion . The

roof was one mass of moss ; the pillars, which

were chiefly of bamboo and wooden planks, were

covered with palm leaves and moss, inlaid with

white lotus roses and other flowers. The whole

scene was brilliantly lighted, and seemed quite

dazzling as we stepped from the darkness outside

into this fairy palace.

The Singalese ladies had placed themselves

together, and seemed to shine with jewels. The

diamonds and sapphires of Ceylon are noted , and

there were many there that night. How curious
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the different dresses looked ! The Singalese in

their combs and comboys, the Burghers in their

European dress of the most exaggerated type,

European ladies in evening dress, servants in

white,-one great throng. There was music, and

native dances as well as English dances, and

then we were asked to go upstairs and see the

wedding presents. Such a mass of silver ! manya

of the gifts looking as if they had just come from

some London shop, others were of purely native

work.

The kind-hearted host had supplied a costly

supper, but we did not stay for that ; we only

walked down the tent where it was laid, and

admired the exquisite flowers and tasteful arrange

ment of the tables. We left early, for our home

life was too busy to allow of very late hours at

night, for that meant late too in the morning, and

we were there for work, and must place that first.



CHAPTER XI.

BUDDHA'S TOOTH AND THE BUDDHISTS.

1
FTER being a year in the island we arranged

to go up country for a change, taking the

little boys with us and their new little sister.

Our train journey was very tiring. The stations

amused us, but the babies were tired with the

heat. At each stopping-place they brought young.

cocoa -nuts to the carriage windows, and chopping

off the top of the nut, we could drink the cool

milk, which was very refreshing.

The ' pass ' is rather alarming, for the train

seems to be running over a tremendous precipice ;

indeed, the name of that part is called ' Sensation

Rock,' and no nervous person ought to look out

of the window. But if you can look without

growing dizzy the sight is grand. We are

ascending, slowly, very slowly, and beneath us

are the paddy fields and masses of trees and

shrubs ; we can see the hanging nests built by

6
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a weaver bird, and the great pods of the cotton

tree.

Kandy itself, where we shall stay for some time,

used to be the capital of the island, but Colombo

takes its place now . We are to stay at a friend's

house, who promises to show us all there is to

interest us, so surely we shall have an enjoyable

visit.

How different from our home ! There are hardly

any cocoa-nut trees here ; it is so much cooler,

and the flowers are much more luxuriant. Helio

trope, verbena, and roses abound, and huge purple

and scarlet passion - flowers shelter the verandah.

We actually need blankets at night, though the

mid -day heat is almost as great as that of

Colombo. But how our eyes ache ! Why is it ?

Because here the roads are glaringly white, a great

contrast to the red cabook of Colombo.

We must visit the great Buddhist temple, which

we have long been anxious to see ; and a fine large

building it is. Numbers of priests are about in

their yellow robes, and some holding the brass

bowl in which they have collected alms from the

natives they passed on the road. But the scent

of sweetness is almost sickening. It comes from

baskets of flowers which are brought as offerings

to Buddha, and are laid in heaps in the temple.
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The beautiful temple flower with its white blos

soms is almost overpowering.

A kind friend who is with us offers to take us

into the library and introduce us to one of the

Buddhist priests. The library is well worth seeing :

many of its books are rolls, written on something

very like parchment, which is really dried leaves

of a palm .

The priest showed us some of the most ancient

and valuable books ; and then ,turning to our little

Monty, he asked him in English if he could read

Singalese. Of course he said he could not.

* Then,' said the priest, ' I will give you the letters ,

and you can learn them as soon as you like. ' And

the old man sat down and we watched. The

yellow robe, the closely shaven head and face, and

the fan and bowl, signs of his office, were all very

quaint. And as his brown hands traced the

characters on a piece of a palm leaf, we wished

we could teach him something of our creed and

our hopes. We have kept that leaf, for we value

it much. The kindliness of the old man was in

itself a lesson—not too busy, amidst all his books

and work, to sympathise with a little child .

The Buddhist religion teaches kindness, as we

proved in many ways. We noticed often by the

roadsides a chatty, or clay bowl, standing in a
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little niche in the wall, the bowl carefully covered

with a board. We were told this was water

placed there for the use of travellers or passers

by ; and no one was ever paid for refilling the

bowl, though it always was kept filled . This is

a deed of kindness which all must be willing to

perform , as it gains them merit, and merit will ,

they believe, receive its reward.

But we are still in the temple, and the most

important thing has yet to be seenthat is, as

much of it as we are allowed to see. And this is

the shrine of Buddha's tooth ! Think of a shrine

agi

ols

BUDDHA'S TOOTH.

built to hold only what they believe to be the

tooth of a man who lived many hundreds of years

ago. This tooth is inclosed in several gold cases,

and no one is allowed to see it except on very rare

occasions. The Prince of Wales was shown it

when he visited Kandy, and it is carried in pro

cession at the time of their yearly festivals.
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I want you now for a moment to try and picture

the life of a little Buddhist child. Such strange

lessons it learns ! You can remember how your

mother or your nurse taught you to kneel down

and say your prayers, and ask that the ' tender

Shepherd ' would keep you safe. The little

Buddhist child has no such lesson as this.

A few sweet-smelling flowers are put into his

tiny hands as soon as he can grasp them, and he

is led into a large dreary temple, where lies a huge

figure of Buddha, cut out in wood or stone. Then

he leaves his gift of flowers : no prayer-Buddha

does not hear that : no looking up to say Our

Father, who art in heaven .' Buddha does not

watch over or care for the little children. There

is no beautiful land in the sweet by-and-by for

the Buddhists — they are taught that it is better to

wish to die altogether, to sleep one long unbroken

sleep, never to wish for a glad waking.

What a contrast to our hopes and our future !

They have no Friend to guide them as we have ;

they know nothing of the Lord Jesus, who became

a little child , who lived and toiled for them, and

who at last died on the cross for their salvation .

Beyond this world they have no home to look for.

Here they must work and toil to merit that long

quiet rest, a state of no feeling, no sight, no thought.

G
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For us here there is a work to do ; but side by

side with us, though unseen, the loving Master

walks. Beyond this life we have a home- cer

tain and sure, where sin and sorrow and death

can never come. Would you not like to be able

to tell these heathen children the great difference

between your religion and theirs ? would you not

gladly try to show how the Saviour died because

He loved them and us, and that His death has won

for us a better rest than one of unbroken sleep ?

I should tire you if I told you of other creeds.

I will only name a few quickly, for I want you

to feel how grand it is to know the truth , and how

sad to be without a Saviour, a hope in this life,

and a heaven in the life to come.

There are the poor devil-dancers. We had one

servant who belonged to this sect. When any one

is ill , the devil priests go with painted faces and

curious dresses, and carrying tom -toms, they beat

them furiously and dance wildly, to drive away, as

they say, the devil out of the sick person.

The Hindoos, who worship idols of many kinds ;

the Mahometans, whose creed is, ' There is only one

God, and Mahomet is His prophet ; ' the Parsees

or fire -worshippers — all these and many others

throng that little island of Ceylon. And these are
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the various peoples which our great Missionary

Societies are trying to reach and to bless.

There are day-schools and Sunday-schools for

the children of each language ; missionaries who

can speak in Portuguese, Singalese, and Tamil ;

catechists who visit from house to house and read

to the natives and try to get them to hear what

the Christian religion is like : and from hearing,

they often get interested, and ask the reader to

come again and again ; and many, through simply

hearing the New Testament read to them by one

our of themselves , have come to see the beauty

of Gospel story, and have left their own people's

faith , to cling to ours.

The boarding schools are a great means of good.

I remember one where an English minister is the

head-master. A chapel is built in the school

compound, and there are masters' houses and a

large building for training young men to be school

masters and catechists.

On prize day, which comes once a year, there is

a goodly gathering of English friends, who drive

out from Colombo to see the scene. There are

rows of girls, each neatly dressed in white cotton

jacket and coloured comboy. Each of these re

ceives a piece of English print long enough for

a dress . Then come the boys, and they receive
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either a piece of cloth or a book, and they give

as good a cheer as any boys at home, and then join

in ‘ God save the Queen,' with a hearty shout.

The teaching at these schools goes on in many

ways. Besides the actual Scripture classes and

services there is the daily influence of Christian

lives. When a boy sees that his master is gentle

and kindly, he begins to wonder what makes him

so. Why does this master never tell a lie, or cheat,

as he sees his own people doing ? And why do

all so reverently kneel each day, and talk so

earnestly to their God ? All these things strike

a new boy, and he soon begins to wonder, and to

ask, and he likes the pictures of Jesus and of

heaven and home, and begins to wish he too had

such a Saviour and such a home.

In many parts of the island there are rooms

built which are kept open all day for passers-by.

A catechist preaches there, and natives are invited

to come in and talk over their religion and ours.

One room I can remember, where the number of

natives who came in monthly to talk and to learn

was over three hundred . Books are given away,

and some poor coolie, who has been tempted in by

the sight of a book and the promise of a story read

to him from it, carries away the gift to his up

country home. Often after the long day's work
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in the coffee estate is over, he sits down to read

his book-probably the only one he has ever pos

sessed ; or very likely he cannot even read it himself,

but is obliged to get some more learned friend to

read it to him . So the good seed is carried and

spread abroad.

The Tamil Coolie Mission, which is supported by

the Church Missionary Society, sends missionaries

and catechists to the coolies working on the coffee

and tea plantations . The only time to speak to

them together is when they are mustered for work

in the early morning. It is a strange and a sad

sight to look upon that muster. There they stand

at six o'clock in the morning, shivering in their

blankets. The up - country air is fresh and cool in

the early hours, but to them it feels very, very

cold , and they keep the blankets in which they

have slept tightly drawn round their shoulders.

When the address begins they all sit down on the

ground, most of them chewing betel, and some of

the worn faces look greatly interested. Soon they

must move off to the day's work, but the memory

of the words must remain. It may be weeks

before another catechist comes round, for there

are not nearly enough in the island to visit each

estate constantly ; but, however seldom, all are

visited , and this is something to be thankful for.
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I will now tell you about two of these people,

just to show you something of the result of this

Christian teaching.

There was a very very old man who came often

to our bungalow selling sticks—' The old stick

man, ' he was called . He had been a Buddhist,

but had learnt from a native preacher the story of

the Cross, and had believed, and taken the Lord

Christ for his Master. Whenever he came to a

house to sell his wares he would lift up his turban,

put his old withered hands together, and offer a

short prayer for the inmates. After that he would.

gladly show his sticks and sell any, and his selling

was according to his Master's own rule of measure,

' Good measure, pressed down and running over. '

After concluding a bargain, he invariably gave one

stick, if not more, either to the children or our

selves, and you may be sure he was no loser in the

end. At last he ceased to come, and we heard he

was very ill . Relief was sent out to him for some

weeks, and friends visited him. Once again he

came in to see us, drawn in a bullock bandy, but

the jolting was too much, and he never ventured

again . He knew he could not last long, and told

us, ' I shall not come again ; I am very old now, and

shall soon go to my Master the Lord Jesus Christ. '

A few days later and the old man went home : he
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had lived a Christ-like life, and he died knowing

that death was for him only a change of room

and not a change of company — the same Master he

had served here was with him through the valley,

and would be with him still on the other side.

Another native Christian, who is still living, is

old Abraham. He was formerly a Buddhist, but

after hearing about Christianity he became per

suaded of its truth, and spent some time in

studying and inquiring into all its facts. He soon

became an earnest Christian, and used his own

trade of medicine-man as a means for spreading

the good news.

Perhaps you would like to know what sort of

medicines he makes. Boiled tamarinds are a cure

for fever. Plantain leaves serve instead of lint or rag

for binding round a sore. Quinine, from the bark

of a tree growing up country ; wood apple, a yellow

fruit which seems like a wooden ball, it is so hard ;

and many other fruits and leaves are the chief

remedies. And so, unpaid, this old native doctor

works as hard as any catechist or paid agent of

any society, preaching sometimes to a crowd of

his people as they gather in the bazaar or market,

chatting with the coolies as they go along with

their loaded bullock carts, and rousing them to ask

further about old Abraham's God,

a
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Once the old man was near a court of justice

at a time when the judges were sitting, and

some man having roughly struck and ill-treated

Abraham, he was advised by his friends to go at

once into court and get redress. ' No,' said the

old man, ' I could not do that, for I remember the

time when I stood near a preacher, ready to strike

him for teaching, as I thought then, false things. '

Abraham is now a white-haired old man. I

wish I could show him to you in his Singalese

dress ; he is a tall fine man, but stoops now a little

with age.

You know that the great British and Foreign

Bible Society, which prints Bibles in all languages,

sells them so cheaply that any one can buy ; it

also gives them away in numbers if they are

needed. We got this society to give us Testa

ments in Tamil, Portuguese, Singalese, and English,

for we had some poor women of each of these

nationalities who belonged to a sewing - class.

Many, indeed most of them, had never possessed

a Testament before, so one day we had a tea for

all the workers, and asked the Governor's wife to

come and give away the gifts for us. About two

hours before the tea-time we saw the poor things

coming in and sitting down at once under the

shade of our cocoa-nut trees, for they had had a
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long and hot walk, all of them having come from

the far side of the lake. They looked so nicely

dressed that I asked how they managed to get

such nice clothes, knowing that each one was

desperately poor and needy. They told me they

had borrowed or hired their dresses and shawls for

the day, so as to look nice. They wear no bonnets,

but a shawl is the one thing which means style

and finish for them, so of course all wore shawls

that day. After tea, a short address was given by

one of the missionaries, each woman received a

packet of tea, sugar, money to the amount of 5s.

in their own coin, and a Testament in their own

language. They were very grateful, and said they

never had had such a day before, and had never

in their lives been invited out to tea !



CHAPTER XII.

THE CITY OF LIGHT AND ' A BURN. '

B
EFORE we leave Kandy, I must tell you of

another very interesting place, and this is

the beautiful gardens of Peradeniya. These

are botanic gardens, and we saw more there than

I can now remember.

Great india - rubber trees shaded the entrance.

We knew them by their tangled roots, which

spread widely over the ground, and seem to insist

on being above ground to a great extent. Nutmeg

trees with their fruit, very like an apricot. We

broke off the juicy fruit, and inside found the

kernel, which is inclosed in the lace -looking

mace. This mace, when you first open the nut,

is a brilliant red colour, and we tried to preserve

some with this colour by drying the fruit and

nut all in one ; but as the fruity part withered

and burst open, the mace lost its brightness, and

turned to that brown shade that you see it now

when you take it from the spice box.
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Then the pepper plant, the leaves being nearly

as hot and biting as the peppercorns themselves.

The talipot palm, with its wonderful blossom like

a huge feather bursting from the top of the long

bare trunk of the palm. One part of these

gardens is called “ The Ruins, ' and as you come

near, you really fancy you see the ruins of some

old building, thickly hung with a massive green

plant, with large blue blossoms. It is in reality

nothing but groups of trees, covered and weighed

down with this beautiful creeper ; but it grows

so thickly, and makes such a dense shade, that

it destroys the undergrowth of trees in time.

There are cocoa trees, with very large, deep

red pods ; and giant bamboos, the stems of which

are so useful, being hollow. At each joint the

stem is solid , while the spaces between the joints

are hollow. These, then, make useful flower -pots :

cut just beneath a joint, and you can choose

your size of stem according as you need a small

or a large flower -pot. The stems are so very

strong, though hollow , that they are used for

scaffolding, and for fastening the outriggers on

to the little native boats .

After some few days in Kandy, we went on

to the great resort of all Colombo people, that

is up to the hills to Nuwara Elliya, which means
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' The City of Light. ' It is a plain surrounded by

hills, and the cold is so great in early morning

and at night that we are glad of fires and warm

clothing, and sometimes there is frost. All our

luggage has been brought up in bullock bandies,

and the delight of being able to walk about,

instead of driving always, is great. The famous

mountain called Adam's Peak is near, and the

view from the top is grand . On the way up,

you can sometimes see the footprint of a cheetah,

for they are found in the jungle parts near.
A

kind of blackberry grows in abundance, only there

it is yellow in colour, and more like our white

raspberries. The Buddhists say that the footprint

of Buddha is on the top of this mountain ; and

there is a mark like the print of a huge foot,

but so enormous that Buddha must have been

some hundreds of feet high if this were the size

of his foot.

The jungle parts are cleared for planting coffee.

There are so many large trees to be felled that

the labour is great, and hundreds of coolies are

needed. If the clearing happens to be on a

slope, these coolies have a clever way of saving

themselves some of the trouble. They cut the

trunk of each tree halfway through , or a little

over the half, just as much as will keep it still
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standing and no more. So they work gradually

up the hill , half cutting all, until they reach the

top. And now comes the grand result : the top

trees are cut quite through, and as the heavy

trunks fall with a crash they bring down in their

fall the half -cut trees around them, and they

again in falling crash against lower ones, and so

on until there are few left which have not been

broken down in the general fall.

After this, these logs must lie and bake for

weeks in the sun. Meantime any wood that is

needed for firewood is removed, and when the

place is pronounced thoroughly dry, notices are

sent round to the neighbouring estates to give

warning of ' the burn ' which is to take place

on some given day ; so then the estate owners

near must be ready to watch that no flying sparks

alight on any of their property, and so cause

damage. A burn ' is a very grand sight. The

sun is darkened for some time by the dense

smoke which first rises, and then the roar of the

flames over the dry timber and crackling leaves

is a strange sound .



CHAPTER XIII.

PICNIC LIFE.

SHOULD like to tell you what it is like to

start from Colombo to an up -country house,

far away among the hills beyond Kandy.

To stay with friends, as we did in Kandy, was

pleasant, easy work, and needed little packing ;

but to take a bungalow for ourselves, and settle

into it for three months, requires great prepara

tion . Four weeks before we start, we pack most

of the eatables we shall require-rice, cocoa-nuts ,

groceries, paddy for horse food, potatoes, flour,

etc. We put them in nailed cases and sacks ,

and load one or two carts with them.
Then we

must all have thick clothes, so we fill some big

trunks with these, and with blankets, rugs, and

quilts . These are sent on, and generally arrive

only a few days before ourselves, as the bullocks

take so long upon the journey. They do not
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travel during the heat of the day, but only at

night and in the early morning.

Then, two days before we go off, we start our

cook and one boy, to go by train to a station

or two farther on than Kandy. From there they

walk, sleeping by night in some native rest-house.

Each servant is given a blanket and a warm jacket

before starting, and they must receive sixpence

extra for each day that they spend up country,

because their rice and curry costs so much more

there.

One year we had agreed to take for one month

a bungalow on a coffee estate. A friend had

written telling us of its size, etc. , and though

it was very small we decided to try it for these

few weeks. The boxes had gone off long before,

and were promised to be delivered at the same

time as cook and boy arrived, i.e. a day before

ourselves. We expected to find all ready for us

when we should reach the bungalow. We had

the three children and an English nurse, and we

intended to live very much in picnic style, and

do a great deal for ourselves, as the house was

too small to allow of servants.

We went by train as far as possible, then took

our own horse and carriage from the train, in

which they had come with us, and we all packed

many
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in . It was a tight fit, so we went slowly, the

horsekeeper walking most of the way, and we

elder ones getting down at every hill, for they

are terribly steep and rugged. After some hours

of ascent we decide upon tiffin ; so we choose

a shady spot, loose the horse from the carriage

and give him his food , while we open our sand

wiches and pop our ginger-beer bottles. There

are streams in plenty, but all the water is not

good to drink, so it is safer not to venture. We

are near a coffee estate, and we are quite disap

pointed at the look of it. We expected something

so pretty, and here are nothing but miles of

shrubs all cut to about the same height and size

and standing at equal distances from each other.

It is neither in blossom nor in berry, so it looks

much like laurel bushes.

We pass many bullock bandies travelling on

this road, but mostly resting in sheds during the

heat ; large white bullocks many of them, and

all have a hump on their necks. The drivers

are so proud of the finest of these animals, they

dress them up with shells or bells hung round the

neck.

We reach, towards evening, the rest -house where

we have engaged rooms for the night, and a lonely

little spot it is, perched quite high among the
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hills, shaded by pummelo trees, which are just now

heavy with fruit. The pummelo is like an enormous

orange as large as your head. It tastes like an

orange, only it has very little juice, and it is not

much cared for. Then there is a tree with a very

large white blossom, which is called there the

moon - flower. It has a delicious scent, and it is

a round, perfectly white flower. As soon as it

gets dusk we watch the lightning playing over the

distant hills, and we so hope no storm is coming,

for it is impossible to sleep in Ceylon during

a thunder-storm, the sound is so appalling. We

breakfast at six o'clock next morning, and start

soon after. We feel sure that by evening we

shall reach our bungalow , and find servants and

everything in readiness. About four o'clock,

after a weary hot day, we reach the estate on

which stands our little house. We see cook

and boy coming to meet us ; then all must be

right.

When did you get here, cook ? and are the

boxes all safe ? '

' No box come, lady ; nothing we can get to

eat ; no coolie come to help us ; no fire, no wood,

no anything !

This seemed hopeless. What could we do ? The

nearest European lived nearly a mile off, but we

H

6



I14 Peeps at Ceylon.

despatch boy at once to beg him to lend us some

coolies, and to send us some firewood.

Even the bungalow is locked up : we must sit

down by the roadside and be patient. But no, we

will not waste time : the children can pick up some

dry sticks for our fire, and ayah can keep watch

for any passing coolie to get any help we can from

him.

At last some bullock-carts come up, and to our

joy we see our boxes have arrived. They ought to

have been here some days ago, but we must be

thankful to get them now. We are so hungry ;

we have eaten all our provisions, and cook has

nothing but a live fowl and a few rather question

able-looking rolls, evidently some days old . The

coolies deposit all the heavy boxes and sacks in

the road. We offer rupees if they will help to carry

them to the house, which is nearly a quarter of a

mile farther on-amidst the coffee. No, they will

not ; they want to reach some certain spot to

night, and it is already growing dark ; so they

leave us.

Here is a plight ! but we are cheered by the

sight of boy returning with keys. He has the key

of the house, but says that as the master is away,

he can get no coolies to help. So here we are—on

the road, evening coming on fast, nothing unpacked
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of bedding or food, and three little ones who ought

soon to be in bed.

We do not lose heart, though cook is despairing ;

but we promise that he shall share the food , if only

he will manage to cook some, so off he goes to his

kitchen . You cannot well imagine the kitchen : a

mud hut, with a mud bank at one end supporting

a flat stone ; and as this is the only fire-place, there

is a good heap of dried mud, flattened on each side,

to make some sort of shelter and keep out the

draught. We open our heaviest boxes on the road ,

produce a kettle and saucepan and spoon, and

thus armed cook proceeds with his fowl, rice, and

curry stuffs, to make us some dinner. We are all

busy opening the boxes and carrying in the things,

when to our joy a coolie appears with a bottle of

milk and a little butter. He has been sent up from

some near bungalow to see if we have arrived, and

if we want anything.

We seem to want almost everything, especially

another pair of hands—and he is willing to stay

and help. He shall certainly get a rupee, for

this is a grand aid . He and boy carry in all the

luggage, and the little ones being settled off for

the night, we begin to hope that cook can really

produce something for us. At last, a dish of curry

and the stale rolls appear. We manage to leave
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a portion for our nurse and the kitchen parties,

but we should gladly finish all if we only had

more.

Oh the noise of that night ! There was a large

waterfall near our house, and as the rains had

been heavy lately the roar was deafening. In

the garden was a group of plantain trees, and

this was a source of attraction to a wild elephant,

who was sometimes heard and seen to come

down and feed. Indeed, the marks round the

trees were so fresh , we felt sure he had been

there lately, and for the first night we could

scarcely sleep, thinking we heard him passing the

window.

Morning cheered us a little , for it brought a very

kind letter from a neighbour, saying how sorry he

was to have missed seeing us as we passed, as he

had men all ready to help us unpack and settle,

and anything we needed he would gladly lend if

he possessed it. Bread and milk, therefore, we at

once sent for, and many other needs afterwards

this kind friend supplied .

I cannot say we very much enjoyed the month

here : it rained incessantly, and we were too far

from other people to meet them, except very rarely.

The roads were not fit for driving, so we contented

ourselves with long rambles, and when it was too
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wet for that, we went to the coffee store and watched

the pulping.

The coffee -berries are very like cherries—round

and red, and the coolies were busy picking while

we were there. Shivering they were, poor souls, in

the early mornings — all with their blankets pinned

round them over head and shoulders ; and miser

able they looked when the rain poured down, and

the dripping bushes soaked them through and

through. About four o'clock they all go to the

store, where the conductor measures out what each

has picked, and they are paid accordingly. The

process of squeezing the berries is very curious to

watch . There are the heaps and heaps of berries :

they then pass through a part of the mill where the

pulp is squeezed off, and pulp and berries float down

long troughs of running water. The pulp is carried

off into a shoot, and allowed to fall down into some

deep place below , where it remains until wanted

for manure. The beans undergo another process

—they must be separated from the parchment in

which they grow. This parchment is rubbed off

by heavy rolling wheels, and after being dried, it is

used for lighting the fires of the great mill engines .

The beans go through several drying processes,

the last being that over a large flat court, called a

barbicue, where the berries are spread in the sun to
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dry. When sufficiently done, they are swept up

into sacks, sewn up, and carted to the wharf for

exportation .

The coolies on these coffee estates have, I think,

a hard life. While the shrub is in berry, they must

work incessantly to pick before the berry falls

often it is in drenching rain they work ; and when

they go home they must light the fires and cook

their curry—there is no one left at home to prepare

for them , all hands are needed in crop time.

But the Tamil Coolie Mission has done a great

deal for these poor souls. About once a month, if

not oftener, on most estates a clergyman or cate

chist is allowed to address these poor coolies at

muster time, and they listen attentively, and

gladly take any little books offered — that is,

those who can read, but most of them are very

ignorant.

There was a lovely walk we used often to take in

this part , where a little wood seemed the favourite

spot for the green parrots that you know so well

by sight. They chattered so fondly, and seemed

so to enjoy their little lives. The guavas, which

make guava jelly, grew thickly there, and as soon

as they were at all ripe these parrots pecked away

at them, so that we could never find a ripe one

untouched.
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Now there was one thing which we found there,

which was almost worse than anything in the island .

Can you guess what it could be ? As we walked

along the narrow paths , with the long grass each

side, we suddenly felt such a sharp bite on our

ankles or our knees, and often I have seen Monty's

little socks all stained with blood . They were

leeches, and we walked in dread of them. They

stretch out their long thin black bodies from the

top of a blade of grass, and manage to cling to the

passer-by ; they are soon inside the stocking, and

then they feed away. Pulling them off, too, is a

disagreeable process. They look so fat and short

while feeding on you, and then, when you seize

the creature, it pulls out into such a long black

string, that you wonder if it is going to break.

The native quarters are all surrounded with that

lovely white flower which we have in our green

houses here—they call it the fever plant, we call

it datura. Its scent is so strong, as to be almost

overpowering

There were tea estates, too, in these parts, and

cinchona plants, from the bark of which our quinine

is made. English fruits will grow up in this colder

climate, and we had plums and apricots while

there.

Our Sundays were spent at home, for we had a
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seven miles' walk, and then a wide stream , with only

a foot- bridge across, to reach the nearest place of

worship.

Whenever a missionary can be had in these lonely

parts, he is asked to hold service in the coffee- store,

if there is no church ; and many of the planters

get up a regular service in this way, reading service

themselves, if no clergyman is available, and they

invite all the neighbours within reach to come and

join them.

Before we leave up country and its scenes, I

should like to tell you of another part of the island

where we once spent three months. We were on

the top of a hill. To reach the road which led to

the bazaar or the church, we had to descend three

quarters of a mile to the river, cross that, ascend

another half-mile, and then we were at last on

the road . As this was our only means of getting

about, you can fancy we did not often leave our

estate. There were, however, chairs to be had, into

which we got, and sat ; and borne by four coolies

we could be carried one at a time up and down this

distance. Once on the road, we had seven miles to

go before we reached the church, so we could only

manage this on fine Sundays.

A little wood was near our house, where there

were a great many monkeys, and they made such a

a
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noise, chattering at us, if we happened to pass near

the trees they were on. The jackals at night were

very disturbing, and we were not sorry when the

time came for us to go back to our Colombo

home.

The servants too were always so pleased to go

home. They did not like the up -country life at all .

It is too cold for them, and they cannot enjoy the

long chats with their friends which they so delight

in at home, where their relatives live near to them.

The price you pay for things, and the difficulty

of getting them from such distances, are great

drawbacks to up-country life. But they are now

making a railway to these parts, and this, when

finished, will remove many of the present diffi

culties. You have seen an elephant at the Zoo

logical Gardens, have you not ? But you would

like to see them at work on the roads in Ceylon .

We often watched them. It was wonderful to

see how clever they were. In making one road ,

large blocks of stone had to be placed one

against another. The keeper seated on the ele

phant gave the order, and a chain being placed

round the stone and attached to the elephant, he

patiently pulls the huge block into position. The

chain is unfastened, and the elephant draws slightly

back, to see the result of his work ; if not per
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fectly straight, he pushes it with his trunk or

foot, and lays it exactly in position.

When an elephant is at work on the roads, a

man carrying a red flag walks up and down in

front of the animal some little way, to give

warning that the elephant is there. For the roads

are narrow , with often only a deep precipice one

side and a steep ascent on the other, and some

horses are so terror-stricken at the sight of the

animal that it would be terribly dangerous work if

a carriage and its load came upon the elephant

unawares. As our horse was very timid, and

we had sometimes to pass where these huge

creatures were at work , we were always on the

watch for the man with a flag, and we waited

till he had shouted to the keeper to put the ele

phant as much to one side as possible, while our

horsekeeper, walking at the horse's head, and

holding it sideways towards the bank, led the

poor thing on ; but he shivered all over with a

feeling of terror, as if he well knew in what com

pany he was.

After the day's work is over, the elephant is led

to a deep stream, and set free. How he enjoys

his bath ! He takes up the water in his trunk

and pours it all over his back and shoulders, and

stands still , evidently enjoying the cool feeling of
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his feet and legs. When he has had enough he

quietly walks up the bank to his shed, and begins

munching the plantain leaves and other food laid

ready for him. A chain is then fastened to his

leg, and he is secured to the hut.



CHAPTER XIV.

CONCLUSION.

AM sorry to end my little chat about Ceylon.

It has taken me back in thought to many a

pleasant and happy time in my life there ; but

little minds are so soon tired, and perhaps you

are very tired now . I will not say much more,

only I want you to look at two little pictures

with me, and if you are a good hand at draw

ing, well, you might make a little sketch of

them.

A little girl of fifteen years is sitting in my

room learning to sew . Her black hair is decked

with two gold arrows. A gold chain is round her

neck ; ears, nose, fingers, toes, are loaded with

rings. She cannot speak English. She has just

come over from her Indian home to be married

to a schoolmaster. One short year, and little

Arokian has passed away-gone to the other world,

the other life.

Did you do anything for India or Ceylon

126
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during these last few years ? If so, perhaps you

helped that little wife to enter the kingdom.

One more picture.

A muster of coolies on a coffee estate—so dirty

and offensive that you would rather not go too

near. The roll is read out : they answer one

by one to their names. The master notices the

missing ones, and sends the others off for their

long day's toil among the coffee. Do you look

forward to another grand roll call, when these

very same people will answer to their names in

the same place as your name will be called ? Will

you answer gladly to the Master that day ? and

will you thrill with joy to remember that you did

a something for the least of these, in days gone

by ?

But it is so little, it hardly seems worth doing

at all, perhaps you say. But it can be said of

your work as of hers of old , ' She hath done

what she could. ' Will not that be grand ?

Remember these Ceylon people in your work

and in your prayers, and while you are singing

' What though the spicy breezes

Blow soft o'er Ceylon's isle,'

say, ' I will do what I can, ' for these wandering
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sheep who are among those for whom Christ

died. '

FROM Greenland's icy mountains,

From India's coral strand,

Where Afric's sunny fountains

Roll down their golden sand,

From many an ancient river,

From many a palmy plain,

They call us to deliver

Their land from error's chain .

What though the spicy breezes

Blow soft o'er Ceylon's isle,

Though every prospect pleases,

And only man is vile !

In vain with lavish kindness

The gifts of God are strown ;

The heathen, in his blindness,

Bows down to wood and stone.

Can we, whose souls are lighted

With wisdom from on high ,

Can we to men benighted

The lamp of life deny ?

Salvation ! oh, salvation !

The joyful sound proclaim,

Till each remotest nation

Has learned Messiah's name.

THE END.
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prayers , and the result is a book of a most edifying character. We highly commend

it.” – Edinburgh Daily Review .

2. Private Thoughts on Religion. By THOMAS ADAM.
16mo. A reprint in an attractive form of this well -known devo .
tional book . ls . 6d. cloth boards.

“ Full of religious thought and feeling." - Christian World.

3. An Infallible Way to Contentment. A neat little
reprint from an old writer. ls . 6d . cloth boards.

" A small volume of rare merit. " -- Christian .

“ Adainty little book ." - Sheffield Independent,

4. Luther's Table Talk. Selected by Dr. MACAULAY,

Editor of “ The Leisure Hour,” etc. ls . 6d. cloth.

“ A capital little volume.” — Rock . “ A handy and well -arranged manual." - Queen .

“ A judicious selection .” — English Churchman .

A Collection of the Promises of Scripture. Ar

ranged under their proper heads. By SAMUEL CLARK , D.D.
Printed with red lines round each page, and with red edges.
Is. 6d. cloth boards.

A new and elegant edition of this well -known book.

6. The Anxious Inquirer after Salvation, Directed
and Encouraged. By JOHN ANGELL JAMES.

"
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SCIENCE AND NATURAL HISTORY .

a

7
The Honey Bee : Its Nature, Homes,

and Products. By W. H. HARRIS, B.A.

82 Illustrations. Crown 8vo. 58. cloth

boards.

It gives, in an interesting popular way, all that is known about

the habits and nature of bees. It is also intended as a practical

guide for bee -keepers.

Electricity and its Uses . By JOHN MUNRO, of the Society of
Telegraph Engineers and Electricians. With Engravings. 38. 6d . cloth.

“ We have here a popular but clearand correct account of electrical science in all

its various branches. Àworkof this kind was greatly needed .”—Journal of Science.

“ The work is extremely weli got up , and the diagramsare far above the average.'
Schoolmaster.

The Chain of Life in Geological Time. A Sketch of the Origin
and Succession of Animals and Plants. By J.W. DAWSON, LL.D. , F.R.S. , F.s.s. , etc.

With numerous Illustrations. 6s. 6d. cloth boards.

CONTENTS : Sourcesand Extent ofourKnowledge - Beginning of Life - The Age of

Invertebrates of the Sea - The Origin of Plant Life on the Land-The Appearance

of Vertebrate Animals - The First Air-breathers - The Empireof the GreatReptiles

The First Forests ofModern Type — The Reign of Mammals — The Advent ofMan ,the

Present and the Future .

The MidnightSky. Familiar Notes on the Stars and Planets.

By EDWIN DUNKIN, F.R.S., of the Royal Observatory, Greenwich. With Thirty
two Star Maps and numerous other Illus

trations. New and Revised Edition . Im

perial 8vo. 78. 6d . cloth , 9s. extra boards,

with gilt edges.

“ I find in it all the qualities of excellence

as a book : lucid , perspicuous at a glance,

concise , correct ; completely fulfilling its

purpose.” — Thomas Carlyle.

Ants and their Ways. By the Rev.

W. FARRAN WHITE, M.A. , Vicar of Stone

house, Gloucestershire. With numerous

Illustrations and a Complete List of Genera

and Species of the British Ants. 58. cloth. 3

“ We can safely promise to all who have

not read it, that a great treat is in store for

them when they do." - Standard .

FOR YOUNG PEOPLE.

Twilight Talks ; or, Easy Lessons on Things Around us. Ву

AGNES GIBERNE. With Illustrations. ls. 6d . cloth boards.

“ The elements of physics simply and pleasingly put ; it may be called a dose of

physics with the physic taken out of it.” -Rev. C. H. Spurgeon .

Children's Flowers. The Friends of their Rambles and Play.

With fine Floral Illustrations by GIACOMELLI and WHYMPER. 2s. 6d . cloth boards.

Aseries ofpleasantlywritten and instructive paperson the most familiar wild flowers.

Natural History ScrapBook. Part I. Animals. Part II . Birds,

etc. Fine Illustrations. Oblong imperial 8vo, in coloured cover, 2s. each ;

complete in One Vol . , gilt edges, 4s.



RECENT BIOGRAPHY,

Ву

Leaders in Modern Philan- Life and Times of Wycliffe.

thropy. By the Rev. W. G. BLAIKIE, With Portrait, Illustrations, and Fac .

D.D. With Fifteen Fine Portraits.
simile of Wycliffe's Bible. Crown 8vo.

Cloth boards, 5s. 2s. 6d. clothboards, gilt edges.

The object of these Biographical
Wycliffe Anecdotes, Compiled

Sketches is to show that the great leaders
by the Rev. S. G. GREEN, D.D. Por

in modern philanthropic labours have
trait and Illustrations. 16mo. 1s. 6d .

been true Christians, and that their cloth boards.

Christianity was the mainspring and

support of their self-denying toil. The Life of Hannah More.

St. Augustine :
A Lady of Two

Centuries.

His Life and Times . By ANNA J. BUCK
the Rev. R. WHELER

LAND. With

BUSH , M.A. , Rector of Portraits. Im

St. Alphage, London
perial 16mo.

Wall, and Author of 3s. cloth boards.
“ An Introduction to

the Pentateuch ,” etc. Worthies of

Crown 8vo. 3s. 6d. Seience .
cloth boards. Memoirs of

“ A well - written
Christian Scien.

account of the great tific Men. By

man .” — Guardian . the Rev. JOHN

Luther Anee STOUGHTON,

dotes : Memorable
D.D. , Author of

“Homes and

Sayings and Doings of

Martin Luther. Ga
Haunts of Lu .

thered from his Books,
ther," " Foot

Letters, and History.
prints of Italian

By Dr. MACAULAY ,
Reformers, " etc .

Editorof " The Leisure
Crown 8vo. 4s .

Hour. ' With
cloth boards.

Illustrations.

Crown 8vo.

1s. 6d cloth

boards.

“ A charming

little book , not

too big , not

dull.” — Church

man.

The Life of

Jean Fre

deric Ober

lin , Pastor of

the Ban de la

Roche . By

Mrs. JOSEPH

INEE.BUTLER.

Illustrated .

With Map of

the Ban de la

Roche. 38. 6d .

cloth.
WILLIAM

WILBERFORCE.

Religious Reduced from “ Leaders in Modern Philanthropy ."

Topography

of England. By S. R. PATTISON . Short Biographies for the
Crown 8vo, 2s. 6d . cloth boards.

People. Contains Biographies and

“Here we have a sort of Holy Portraits of Luther, Calvin , Farel,

Gazetteer . This makes a most interesting Melancthon, Rollock , Wycliffe, An

volume." —Rev. C. H. Spurgeon. selm , Wesley, Durer, Dr. Johnson,

Wesley Anecdotes. By JOHN
Knox, and John Hus. ls. 6d . cloth
boards.

TELFORD, B.A. With a Portrait and

Illustrations. Cr. 8vo. 1s . 6d. cl . bds.
Well fitted for family reading, for

school libraries and prizes.

)



FLLUSTRATED TABLE
BOOKS.

8/- each.

In cloth , gilt

edges.

Or 25 / - hand

somely bound in

morocco, extra .
1

of
See also the

MARQUIS OF LORNE'S

New Book on page 1

of this List.

D

JE

English Pie

tures. Drawn

with Pen and Pen

cil. By the late

Rev. SAMUEL

MANNING , LL.D.,

and the Rev. S. G.

GREEN, D.D. With

Coloured Frontis

piece and numer

ous Wood Engrav.

ings.

Sea Pictures. Drawn with Pen and Pencil. By JAMES MACAULAY,
M.A., M.D. , Editor of the “ Leisure Hour," etc. Mr. RUSKIN says : “ This beautiful

book is far the best I have ever seen on its subject."

Scottish Pictures. Drawn with Pen and Pencil. By Dr. S. G.
GREEN. Profusely Illustrated . “ This volume will be prized in Scotland as an

evidence of what Scotland is, and out of Scotland as affording knowledge of

places and of scenery of singular beauty.” - Scotsman . " An excellent book for

the drawing-room table." - St. James's Gazette.

Pictures from the German Fatherland. Drawn with Pen and

Pencil. By the Rev. SAMUEL G. GREEN,D.D. With fine Engravings.

French Pictures. Drawn with Pen and Pencil. By the Rev.

SAMUEL G. GREEN , D.D. With 150 fine Engravings .

American Pictures. Drawn with Pen and Pencil. By the late

Rev SAMUEL MANNING, LL.D. New Edition . Profusely Illustrated.

Swiss Pictures. Drawn with Pen and Pencil . By the late Rev.
SAMUEL PLANNING, LL.D.

Indian Pictures. Drawn with Pen and Pencil . By the Rev.

WILLIAM URWICK, M.A. Profusely Illustrated with fine Engravings.

Italian Pictures. Drawn with Pen and Pencil. By the late Rev.

SAMUELMANNING , LL.D. New Edition. Revised. Profusely Illustrated .

“ Those Holy Fields.” Palestine Illustrated by Pen and Pencil.

By the late Rev. SAMUEL MANNING, LL.D. With numerous Engravings.

The Land of the Pharaohs. Egypt and Sinai. Illustrated by
Pen and Pencil. By Rev. SAMUEL MANNING, LL.D. With fine Engravings.

Pictures from Bible Lands. Drawn with Pen and Pencil.

Edited by the Rev. S. G. GREEN, D.D. With fine Engravings.

the

st
o
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NEW ILLUSTRATED STORY BOOKS.
THE " SUNFLOWERS " SERIES.

A series of books intended for adults rather than children. In this series an attempt

will bemadetosupply books whichshall not only interest as well-writtenstories

that afford studies of character and descriptions of events and seenes likely to

rivet the attention , but which shall also stimulate serious thought, and develop
the betternature of those who shall read them .

Sunflowers. A Story of To -day. By G. C. GEDGE. With Four
Illustrations. Crown 8vo. 3s. 6d. cloth .

Carola . By HESBA STRETTON, Author of " Jessica's First Prayer,"
etc. With Four Illustrations. Crown 8vo. 3s. 6d . cloth boards.

Lenore Annan

dale's Story.

By E. EVERETT

GREEN, Author

of “ Paul Har

vard's Cam

paign , ” etc. With

Five Illustrations

by WHYMPER.

Crown 8vo. Cloth

boards, 5s.

The Doctor's

Experiment.

By the Author of

“ Under Fire,"

etc. With Illus

trations. 5 s .

cloth gilt.

A story of schoolboy

life, full of incident

Lutherand Car

dinal Albrecht

of Mainz. A

Historic . Bio

graphical Tale .

Given in English

byJULIE SUTTER.

With Portraits.

Crown 8vo. 5s.

cloth boards.

Boy and Man :

A Story for Old

and Young. With

numerous Il

lustrations by

FRENCH . 4s. Im

perial 16mo.

Cloth gibt.

Straight to the

Mark . A Story

for old and

Young. By the

Rev. T. S. MIL

LINGTON , M.A. ,

Author of “ Boy

and Man,” etc.

Illustrations. 5s .

Imperial 16mo.

Gilt edges. Reduced from “ Lenore Annandale's Story ."

Within Sea Walls ; or, How the Dutch kept the Faith . By
ELIZABETH H. WALSHE and GEO. E. SARGENT. With Illustrations. A most

interesting historical tale . 4s. 6d . cloth gilt.

Re
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3/6 ILLUSTRATED BOOKS ,

Ellen Tremaine ; or, The

Poem without an Ending. By

MARIANNE FILLEUL. With En

gravings. Crown 8vo. 3s. 6d. cloth

boards, gilt edges.

An interesting story of life in a West

Country fishing village, and of adven

tures on the ocean and in Australia .

Saxby : A Tale of the Common
wealth Time . By EMMA LESLIE.

Illustrated . Cloth gilt, 3s. 6d .

Wind and Wave fulfilling
His Word. A Story of the Siege of

Leyden , 1574. By HARRIETTE E.

BURCH . With Engravings. 35. 6d .

cloth gilt.

At the Sign of the Blue Boar.
A Story of the Time of Charles II.

By EMMA LESLIE. Illustrated . 3s. 6d .

cloth gilt.

Dearer than Life. A Story of

the Times of Wycliffe. By EMMA

LESLIE. With Illustrations. Imperial

16mo. 3s. 6d. cloth boards, gilt edges.

Apples and Oranges : Fami

liar Talks with Children on Fruits.

By Mrs. Dyson, author of Child

ren's Flowers," etc. With Engrav.

ings. Crown 8vo. 38. 6d , cloth gilt.

Seven Steps Upward . By M.
E. ROPES and SALEM HÁLL. With

Seven Illustrations. Cloth boards ,

gilt edges, 3s. 6d . A series of tales

for young people by two well-known

writers .

STRU

4- EACH .

Lost in Egypt. A Story

from Life . ByMiss M. .
WHATELY. 4s. cloth gilt .

Children of India.

Written for the Children of

England by one of their

Friends. With Illustrations

and Map . 4s. gilt edges.

Under Fire ; being the
Story of a Boy's Battles against

Himself and other Enemies.

Illustrated . 4s. gilt edges .

3 - EACH.

Through the Linn ; or,
Miss Temple's Wards. By

AGNES GIBERNE. 38. With

Engravings, cloth gilt.

Hid in the Cevennes ;

or, TheMountain Refuge. A

Story of a French Protestant

Girl. With Illustrations. 3s.

cloth , gilt.

Once upon a Time ; or,
The Boy's Book of Adven

tures. 3s. cloth.

Reduced from “ Wind and Wave fulfilling His Word .”

9



2/6 ILLUSTRATED BOOKS .
The Sure Harvest. By Mrs. COOTE. Elsie's Footprints ; or, Jesus your Life,

A useful and interesting Story for and your Life for Jesus. By Mrs.

Girls. 28. 6d . cloth . LUCASSHADWELL . 2s.6d . clothboards.

Three Christmas Eves. BytheAuthor The Moth and the Candle ; or, Lucy

of “ The Cottage on theshore,” etc. Woodville's Temptation. 2s.6d. cloth .

Illustrated . 2s. 6d. cloth gilt. Old Anthony's Secret. By SARAH

Elliott Malcolm's Chronicle . The DOUDNEY. 2s. 6d . cloth boards.

Story of a Scotch Lassie. With En- An Old Sailor's Story . By GEORGE

gravings. 28. 6d . cloth boards. E. SARGENT. With Illustrations.

An excellent gift -book for servants. 28. 6d . cloth boards.

Angel Meadow . By the Author of

Field Court." Illustrations. 2s.6d.

cloth.

Boys will be Boys. By GEORGE E. SARGENT.

With Illustrations. 25. 6d. cloth boards.

Alfred Arnold's Choice, and what Came of

it. A Tale of Factory Life . 28. 6d. cloth .

܃܃

Reduced from “ The Sure Harvest.'

The Master's Service . A Practical Golden Sheaves ; or, Grace Reynold's

Guide for Girls. 2s. 6d . cloth . Work fortheMaster. 28. 6d. cloth .

Ivy's Armour. With Engravings. Il. Children's Daily Bread. Picture, Text,

lustrating Eph. vi. 13-17 . 2s. 6d . cloth. and Verse for every Day. 2s. 6d . cloth .

Free to Serve. A Young Servant's Olive's Story ; or, Life at Ravenscliffe.

Story. By E.R.GARRATT. 2s.6d . cloth . By Mrs. 0. F. WALTON. 2s.6d . cloth .

10



2 - ILLUSTRATED BOOKS.

The Secret Room. By Miss POCKLING

TON . Illustrated . 2s. cloth boards.

An unusually well-written story of the

time of Queen Mary. The tale is well

conceived and the little book is full of

valuable reading.

of

1 )

In London Fields. A Story of the

Lights and Shadows of a Child's Life.

By EGLANTON THORNE . With Engrav

ings .' Crown 8vo . 2s. cloth boards.

A simple, unpretending story of a

child's experiences in the East of London .

Hester Len

nox; or, Seek .

ing a Life

Motto. By

HOWE BEN

NING , Author

of “ Quiet

Corners ,” etc.

With Illustra

tions. An in

terestin
g

book for

thoughtfu
l

Girls . 2 s .

cloth.

Drierstock.

A Tale of Mis

sion Work on

the American

Frontier . 2s.

cloth.

God's Gifts to

Two ; or ,

Margaret

Redfern's

Discipline.

2s. cloth .

Paul Har

vard’s Cam

paign. Il

lustrated . 2s.

cloth.

Great Voya

gers. Their

Adventur
es

and Discover

ies. 2s. cloth .

Hampered . A Tale of American

Family Life. By Mrs. A. K.

DUNNING . Illustrated . Crown 8vo.

2s. cloth boards.

Showing how the cares and tempt.

ations of life hamper a family, and

how best overcome.

Polly's Petition . By Mrs. CLARKE,
Author of " Jenny's Corner,” etc.

Illustrated. Crown 8vo. 2s . cloth

boards.

The Day after To -morrow . By

Mrs. PROSSER . With Illustra

tions . Crown 8vo. 2s. cloth .

Reduced from " In London Fields."

Little Wavie, the Foundling of

Glenderg. By CRONA TEMPLE . 2s.

cloth .

Sunday Pictures for the Little Ones.

With Eighty -four Coloured Pictures.

28. cloth gilt.

City Sparrows, and who cared for

them . By RUTH LYNN . 2s. cloth .

ClariceEgerton's Life Story. By A.
LYSTER. 2s. cloth .

Bible Picture Stories. Full of Coloured

Pictures. 2s . cloth gilt.

11



1/6 ILLUSTRATED BOOKS .

The Brydges. By Mrs. DISNEY. Illus
trated . Cloth boards, 18. 6d .

Led into Light. By LUCY TAYLOR.

With Illustrations. is. 6d . cloth

boards.

Underneath the surface. A Sark

Story. ByLOUISADOBREE. Is. 6d . cloth.

TheOld Endeavour. By the Author of

“ John Denton ,” etc. ls. 6d. cloth .

Reduced from “ The Brydges."

DAILY TEXT BOOKS.

Penfold . A Story of the Flower Mission .

By Ruth LYNN. 1s. 6d . cloth .

Quality Fogg's Old Ledger. By Mrs.
PROSSER . 1s. 6d . cloth .

Ralph Trulock's Christmas Roses.

By ANNETTE LYSTER. ls. 6d . cloth.

Rides Out and About ; or, Adventures

in Australia . ls. 6d . cloth .

Pearls from Deep Waters. Texts

for every Morning and Evening for a
Month . Printed in Colours. ls.

Flowers from the King's Garden .

Gathered for the Delightof the King's

Children at Morn andEventide. Texts

for a Month. ls.

White as Snow. A Text and a Medi

tation for eachDay of the Month. By

LADY HOPE, of Carriden . Printed in

Colour, with Floral Designs. ls.

The Threefold Cord . Precept, Pro

mise, and Prayer for every Day in the

Month. Improved Edition . Printed

in Violet Ink . ва .

Watchwords for the Campaign ; or,

The Christian Soldier's Manual. Com.

piled , and Illustrated with Original

Verse for each Day for a Year, by M.
M. POLLARD . ls .

The Evening and the Morning. An

Illuminated Diary. With Spaces for

Memorial Entries, etc. In Gold and

Colours. ls, boards, red edges.

Things Touching the King . A Selec

tion of Texts arranged for a Year.

Neatly printed in Coloured Ink . Is. 4d .

Children's Daily Bread. A Picture ,

a Text, and a Verse for every Day of

the Year. Handsomely bound. 28. 6d .

19



Coloured Picture Books for the Little Tolks.

Storyland:BARRY ,Spre ex acea perinted WitholChhintay.two lustrations
. By SYDNEY GREY. -

6s. handsomely bound in coloured paper boards.

The stories in this volume are well within the understanding of children, and both

interesting and instructive, while the very numerous illustrations make it a unique volume.

No better gift -book for a child could be desired.

Old A Book for Little Ones.

The SweetSteryx futhor: A Seleneday ribsto Krayer,"lete.Titita lovelse
Coloured Pictures by R. W. MADDOX. 38. 6d. cloth boards.

The story of the Life of Jesus, told so as to interest young children .
For this purpose

those parts of our Saviour's life and teaching which appeal most directly to children have been

made most prominent. It is intended as a Sunday book, to be read to, or read by, the little

ones. The twelve full-page coloured illustrations add greatly to the interest and attractive

ness of the volume.

aily Texts for the Little Ones . With Twelve full -page Illus
- .

MY

MY

is

Ha

edges.

The book contains a text for every day in the year, and a fine full- page illustration for

each month, As a gift-book for children the volume is most appropriate .

y ColouredPicture Story - Book . With Twenty- four full
coloured page Pictures, and forty Vignettes. Comprising Our Pretty Village-

Little Antoine and the Bear - Rosa, the Little Cousin from India- The Black

bird's Nest. 4to. 4s. handsomely bound in cloth boards, full gilt.

(y New Alphabet Book. With large Coloured Pictures. 6d.
on paper, or 1s. mounted on canvas, untearable.

( arrison Weir's Pictures of Birds and other Family Pets .

Happy Families. Handsomely bound , with side in Gold and Colours. 4to.

5s. cloth boards.

( arrison Weir's Pictures of Animals. Comprising In the

Woods- In the Fields - TheFarm -yard-The Poultry -yard . With Twenty-four

large Coloured Plates. Large 4to.5s. cloth boards, with Medallion on side.

Tarrison Weir's Pictures of Wild Birds and Animals.

Blossoms. With Twenty -four large Coloured Plates. Large 4to. 5s . cloth boards,

with Chromo Medallion on side.

The Toy Book Keepsake. Comprising My Birthday -- Little
Mouse and other Fables- The Lord's Prayer - Pilgrim Children . 5s. hand

somely bound .

The Little Learner's Toy Book. Comprising The Little

Learner's A B C Picture Book — The Little Learner's First Lessons in Reading

T'he Little Learner's Bible Pictures - The Little Learner's Home Pictures. 4to.

4s. handsomely bound, gilt edges.

Qible Stories and Pictures. Comprising The Story of Joseph
-Stories from the Parables - The Story of Samuel - The ProdigalSon. A greatly

improved series of Toy Books. With simple letterpress in large type. 4s. hand

somely bound, cloth boards, gilt edges.

or

The

The

Bible

.

The

Story of Jack and Nell ; or , The Little Helpers - Story of Little Pippin ; or,

Under the Apple- Tree - The Little Lamb . 4s.cloth boards, gilt edges

he Toy Book of Birds and Beasts. Comprising Domestic

Animals - Wild Animals--Domestic Birds - Wild Birds . With Twenty -four

Coloured Pictures from Drawings by Harrison Weir. 4to . 4s . gilt edges.



SHILLING ILLUSTRATED LARGE -TYPE BOOKS,
SPECIALLY SUITED FOR WORKING PEOPLE.

A full list of this series will be found in the Society's GENERAL CATALOGUE.

19. The Wife's Secret.
28. How shall I go to God ? By Dr.

20. Wives and their Husbands. By
BONAR.

Mrs. GLADSTONE .
29. Old Blind Ned . By M. E. BODDY.

21. Mrs. Warley's Lodger, and other 30. The Sunny Valley.

Stories. By Rev. C. COURTENAY. 31. Golden, all Golden.

32. The Happy Resolve.

33. Little Ruby's Curl.

34. The Sparrow on the

Housetop.

35. Precious Truths in Plain

Words.

36. Ned Cantle, the Oracle.

37. The Lost Ten Pounds .

38. Honestythe best Policy,

and other Stories. Ву

MARY E. ROPES.

39. Mother's Blessing, and

other Stories.

40. Sandy's Faith . A Scotch

Story.

41. Fine -Weather Dick , and

other Sketches. By Miss

C. W. LEAKEY.

42. Mrs. Hastie's Com

forters .

43. Comfort Cottage : Its

Inmates and Friends.

By Mrs. WIGLEY.

44. The Longest WayRound

for the Shortest. By Mrs.

LAMB.

45. Mahala, the Jewish

Slave.

46. The Queen's Colours,

and other Sketches of a

Soldier's Life .

47. Make Hay while the

Sun Shines, and other

Sketches.

48. Rebecca the Peace

maker ; or , Coals of Fire,

and other Narratives.

49. Look on the Sunny Side.

50. JohnRixon'sMoneyBox.

51. Fighting an Omen ; or ,

Happyisthe Bride that

theSun Shines on .

52. The Shepherd of Salis

bury Plain , and other

Reducedfrom No. 54 .
Stories.

22. The Lost Passenger.
53. All Hands on Deck ! A Book for

Seafarers .

23. A Tale of the Grampians.
54. Old John Corbin's Spectacles.

24. Humphrey Pace. By Mrs. PROSSER.
55. Norah and her Kerry Cow .

25. A Present Saviour . By Rev. R.

S. HUTTON, M.A.
57. The Master of Aynhoe.

26. Milly's Trials and Triumphs.

58. The Bar of Iron, and the Con

clusion of the Matter. By the

27. My Wife did it. Rev. CHARLES B. TAYLER, M.A.

14



Shilling Books for the young.
Each volume complete in itself, and Illustrated. 18. cloth boards.

For Nos. 1 to 118 see General Catalogue.

From No. 149, “ Darcy , the Young Acrobat."

119. Pearl ; or, Lost and Found : and 136. Next Door Neighbours. By

Tot, the Child Pilgrim . AGNES GIBERNE.

120. Pictures and Stories for the 137. Mina too ; or, Little Frankie's

Young. Upwards of Sixty Engrav . Bearer . ByMrs. H. B. PAULL.

ings.

121. Our Honolulu Boys. By Mrs.
138. Roving Robin. By NELLIEHELLIS.

J. A. Owen. 139. Elinor Vincent's Discipline.

122. The Eldest of Seven. 140. Bernard Kendal's Fortune.

123. Little Strokes Fell Great Oaks. By Mrs. RUTH LAMB.

124. Charlie's Log. A Story of School- 141. A Slip at Starting ; or, Johnny's
boy Life.

First Place. By EMMA LESLIE.

125. The Blind Boy of the Island . 142. Some Folk in our Village.

126. Field Cout; or, Who Maketh

Thee to Differ ?
145. Selim's Pilgrimage. A Tale of

Hindu Muhammadan Life.
127. Wonders under the Earth . By

JANE BESEMERES. 146. The Mirage of Life . With Illus

128. Adventures of Two Brothers. trations by JOHN TENNIEL.

By G. E. SARGENT. 147. Milly's Mistakes, and What she

129. My Golden Ship. By M. E. Learned by them .

ROPES.
148. Joe Harman's Experiences.

130. As Many as Touched Him. By

the Author of “ It's all Real
149. Darcy, the Young Acrobat.

True , " etc. 150. Margaret's Journal ; or, Steps

131. Mistakes by the Way ; or, Ada's
Upward .

New Home. 151. True to his Vow.

132. Bravely Borne; or, Archie's 152. Norah's Stronghold. By Miss

Cross. By the Author of “ Dick's L. C. SILKE , Author of “ Bravely

Strength ,” etc. Borne, " etc.

133. Margie's Gifts, and How she Used 153. Prince and Page. By MARY E.

them . ROPES.

134. A Bit of Holly. With Illustrations. 154. Hugh Coverdale's Choice.
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