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AT THE FEET OF
SAINT NICHOLAS

I LAY TEIS LITTLE BOOEK,
THAT, BY Hid PHAVERY, IT MAY HELP

EVEX A LITTLE
BOME LITTLE CHILD.



LITTLE BOOKS OF §* NICHOLAS.
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Oremus | or, Little Mildred.

Bomanus Bobiscam; or, The Sailor Boy,
Pater Moster; or, God the Father

Per Feowm Cheistum ; or, God the Son.

Bent Ureator ; or, God the Holy Ghost, (A
Tale especially for Confirmation.}

Ereho; or, Faith as a thing, not a word.
Abe Mariz; or, Our Lady.
@1z pro nobis; or, The Baints,

Covpus Christi; or, The Blessed S
ment. (A Tals eapecially for First Communion.)

10, Bet Geniteix; or, The Maternity of the B.Y.
11. #equiem ; or, The Holy Souls.

13, Miserere; or, Penitence.

13. Beo Gratins ; or, Thaoksgiving.

14. Gunchian Angel.
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CEAPTER 1.

IT was hay harvest.

Over all the land the summer lay like a
garment of gladness, and the whole earth
laughed for joy. The river leapt gladly
along to the sea, and the sea danced wildly,
yet all playfully, in the soft southern gale :
the golden sun shone high in the sapphire
sky, and hardly a cloud rode lightly across
the blue. It was late Juna, and the hay
stood heaped in cocks waiting to be carried ;
the labour was all done.

And it was very hot: so hot that the
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sleepy kine stood dozing idly beneath the
broad shadow of great elm trees, chewing
the cud, and never moving. Only now and
then they would swish round their tails
with a long, slow sweep te brush away a
fly, or leisurely turn their mild eyes in the
direction of gome sound: even the lambs
were still, and lay at rest in the long lush
grass,

It was very still, too.

There was bardly a sound, save that of

the swirling river ; even the throstle's song
was low and distant, and the moaning of
doves made silence yet more still.
. It was the day of God: and even the
weary beasts had rest. Great waggon-
horses lay with half-shut eyes, basking in
the bright sun, most utterly content.

Come with wme to-day, you that are
dwellers in great cities, away into the sweet
meadow-lands, and wander, by brook and
woodland, to a wee village that I know.
Forget sll your weary town sights and
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sounds, and give God glory for the lovely
world that He has made.

There are not more than a hundred honses,
© =it is only & hamlet after all—and they
are houses like the nests of birds, all roofed
with dark-brown thatch, hall overgrown
with straggling creeping plants and cool
dark ivy. Before each door is a belt of
garden, full of soarlet and blue and gold, the
garments of sweet-scented flowers, whose
glory the greatest king of Israel could never
match.

A plessant brook babbles merrily down
the village street, and on the other side
great willows stoop down to cool their long
green fingers in its flood : and then beyond
are hay-fields and green meadows, and be-
yond again the chureb. :

AR! it is n lovely one, that ancient sign
of the love our fathers had for God and His
holy faith: but for thres hundred elow-de-

parting years the sound of those belis has
called to amother worship than that He



