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PREFACE,

ADDRESSED TO PARENTS.

All who have meditated on the art of governing mankind bave been convinced that the
fate of empires depends on the education ef youth. Avristotle.

A morTo from Aristotle may appear pedantic, but it was chosen
merely to oppose such high authority to the following assertions
of Dr. Johnson.

¢ Education,’ says he, ¢is as well known, and has long been as
well known as ever it can be. Endeavouring to make children

rematurely wise is useless labour. Suppose they have more

nowledge at five or six years old than other children, what use
can be made of it ? It will be lost before it is wanted, and the
waste of so much time and'labour of the teacher is never to be re-
paid.”* The remainder of this passage contains such an illiberal
attack upon a celebrated female writer, as ought surely to have
been suppressed by Dr. Johnson’s biographer. When the Dr.
attempted to ridicule this lady for keeping an infant boarding-
school, and for condescending to write clementary books for chil-
dten, he forgot his own eulogium upon Dr. Watts, of whom he
speaks thus : , v

_ ¢ For children ho condéscended-to fay aside the philosopher, the
scholar, and the wit, to write little poems of devotion, and systems
of instruction adapted to their wants and capacities, from the dawn
of reason; to its gradation of advance in the morning of life. Eve-
ry man acquainted with the ’common principles of human action,
will ook with venerition on the writer, who is at one time combat-
ing Locke, and at another time making a catechism for children in
their fourth year. A voluntary descent from the dignity of science
is perhaps the hardest lésson which humility can teach.”

It seems, however, a very easy task to write for children. Those
only who have been interested in the educatiot‘of a family, who
have patiently followed children through the first processes of rea-
soning, who have daily watched over their thoughts and feelings ;
those only, who know with what ease and rapidity the early associ-
ations of ideas are formed, on which the future taste, characier, and

* Boswell’s Life of Johnson.
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happiness depend, can feel the dangers and difficulties of such an
undertaking.

For alength of time education was classed amongst the subjects
of vague and metaphysical speculation ; but, of late, it has attained
its proper station in experimental philosophy.—The sober sense
of Liocke, and the enthusiastic eloquence of Rousseau, have directed
to this object the attention of philosophers and men of genius.
Many theories have been invented, several just observations have
been made, and some few facts have been established.

Dr. Reid remarks, that ¢ if we could obtain a distinct and full
history of all that hath passed in the mind of a child, from the be-
ﬁinning of life and sensation, till it grows up to the use of reason;

ow its infant faculties hegan to work, and how they brought forth
and ripened all the various notions, opinions, and sentiments,
which we find in ourselves, when we come to be capable of reflec-
tion, this would be a treasure of natural history, which would prob-
ably give more light into the human faculties, than all the systems
of philosophers about them, since the beginning of the world.”*

Indeed in all seiences the grand difficulty has been to ascertain
facts—a difficulty, which in the science of education peculiar cir-
cumstances conspire to increase. Here the objects of every exper-
iments are so interesting, that we cannot hold our minds indifferent
to the result. Nor is it to be expected, that many registers of ex-
periment, successful and unsuccessful, should be kept, much less
should be published, when we consider, that the combined powers
of affection and vanity, of partiality to his child and to his theory,
will act upon the mind of a parent, in opposition to the abstract
love of justice, and the general desire to increase .the wisdom and
happiness of mankind.

Notwithstanding these difficulties, an attempt to keep such a reg-
ister has actually been made : it was begun in the year 1776, long
before Dr. Reid’s book was published. The design has from time
to time been pursued to this present year ; and though much has
not been collected, every circumstance and conversation that has
been preserved is faithfully and aceurately related.

These notes have been of great advantage to the writer of the fol-
lowing Stories ; and will probably at some future time be laid be-
fore the public, as a collection of experiments upon a subject
which has been hitherto treated theoretically. .

The following tales have been divided into two parts, as they
were designed for different classes of children. The question,
whether society could subsist without the distinction of ranks, is a
question involving a variety of complicated discussions, which we
leave to the politician and the legislator. At present it is necessa-
ry that the education of different ranks should, in some respects,
be different : they have few ideas, few habits jn common ;. their
peculiar vices and virtues da not arise from the same causes,
and their ambition is to be directed to different objects. But jus-
tice, truth, and humanity, are confined to no particular rank,.and
should be .epforced with equal care and .energy upon the minds of

* Dr. Reid on the Jotellectual Powers of Man..
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zoung people of every station ; and it is hoped that these principles
ave never been forgotten in the following pages.

As the ideas of children multiply, the language of their books
should become less simple ; else their taste will quickly be  dis-
gusted, or will remain stationary. Children, that live with people
who converse with elegance, will not be contented with a style in-
ferior to what they hear from every body near them.

It may be remarked, that almost all language is metaphoric—
from the conversation of the maid in the nursery, who lulls a cross
infant to sleep, to that of the lady in the drawing-room, who, with
silly civility, takes a child upon her lap to entertain it by a repe-
tition of fashionable phrases. Slang (the term is disgracefully
naturalized in our vocabulary) contains as much and as abstract
metaphor, as can be found in the most refined literary language.
Nor have we reason to suppose, that ome kind of metaphor is more
difficult than another to be understood by children ; they frequent-
ly hear the most complicated metaphorical expressions in conver-
sation, such as allude to our fashious and the prejudices of soci-
ety, with which they are utterly unacquainted.

All poetical allusions have, however, been avoided in this book ;
only such situations are described, as children can easily imagine,
and which may consequently interest their feelings. Such exam-
ples of virtue are painted, as are not above their conception of
excellence, and their powers of sympathy and emulation.

It is not easy to give rewards to children, which shall net indi-
rectly do them barm, by fostering some hurtful taste or passion :
In the story of Lazy Lawrence, where the object was to excite a
spirit of industry, care has been taken to proportion the reward to

e exertion, and to point out that people feel cheerful and happy,
whilst they are employed. The reward of our industrious boy,
though it be money, is only money. considered as the means of
gratifying a benevolent wish. In a commercial nation, it is es-
pecially necessary, to separate, as much as possible, the spirit of
industry and avarice ;" and to beware lest we introduce Viee under
the form of Virtue.

In the story of Tarlton and Loveit, are represented the danger
and the folly of that weakness of mind, and easiness to be led,
which too often pass for good nature ; and, in the story of the False
Key, are pointed out some of the evils to which a well-educated
boy, when he first goes to service, is exposed from the profligacy
of his fellow-servants.

In the Birth-day Present, in the History of Mademoiselle Pa-
nache, and in the character of Mrs. Theresa Tattle, the Parent’s
Assistant has pointed out the daagers, which may arise in educa-
tion from a bad servant, a silly governess, and a common acquain-
tance.

"In thé Bairing-out, the errors, to which a high spirit and the love
of patty'are apt to lead, have been made the subject' of correction ;
and "'}t is hoped that the'common fault of ‘making the most mis-
! ¢higvoH¥ chdtacters dppear the most active and the most ingeni-

“ousthd¥ been as mich as possible avoided.’ ‘Unsuccessful cunning
will not be admired, and cannot induce imitation.

N T e ey E A

v
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It bas likewise been pttempted in -these Stories to provide anti-
dotes against ill-humour, the epidemic rage for dissipation, and the
fatal propensity to admire and imitate whatever the fashion of the
moment may distinguish. Were young people, either in public
schools or in private families, absolutely free from bad examples,
it 'would nat be advisable to introduce despicable and vicious char-
acters in books intended for their improvement. But in real life
they must see vice, and it is best that they should be early shock-
ed with the representation of what they are to avoid. There is a
great deal of difference between innocence and ignorance.

To ‘prevent .precepts .of ‘morality -from tiring the ear and the
mind, it was necessary to make the stories, in which they are in-
tvoduced in some measure dramatic ; - to keep alive hope, and fear,
and _curiosity, by some degree of :intricacy. At the same time
care has been taken 10 avord' inflaming the imagination, or exciting
a restless spirit - of adventure, by exhibiting false views of life, and
creating hopes,- w'hlch in the ordimary course.of things, cannot be
realized.

Dr. Johnson—to recur to'him, not from aspirit of contradiction,
biit from a fear that his authority should establish- errors—Dr John-
son says, that ¢ Babies do not like to hear stories of babies like them-
selves 5 that they require.to:have their imaginations raised by tales
of giants and-fairies, and castles'and inchantments’ The fact re-
mains to ‘be proved : but supposing. that they do prefer such tales,
is this a reason why they should be indulged. in reading them 7 ' It
may be said thata little experience in life, would soon convincé
them, that fairies, giants, and enchanters,are not-to be met with:in
the world :Buot why should the mind be filled with: fantastic vis-
ions, instead of useful knowledge ? "Why should so.much valua-
ble:time be lost? Why sheuld we vitiate their taste, and spoil
their appetite, : by suffering them to feed upon sweetmeats ? It is
to be hoped, that the magic of Dr. Johnson’s name will not have
‘power to restore the reign of fairies. -

But even:when -the improbability of -fairy tales is avoided, care
should be taken to keep objects in their just propertions, when we
attempt an imitation of  real:life.

¢ Love, hatred, fear, and anger,are to be raised in the soul,’ says
an eminent poet, by showing their objects out of their true pro-
portion, either greater than the life or less 3 but instruetion. is tobe
given, by showing them what: they really are.’

And surely a writer, who smcerely wishes to increase the hap'-
piness of mankind, will find it easy to give up the. fame, that might
be acquired: by eloquonce, when it is injurious to the cause of truth.

The Stories, enmled, The Little Dog Trusty, The Orange Man
and the Thief, and The Purple Jar, which were given in the form-
er edition, are transferred to a work' for younger children, entitled,
Earry LEssons.



SEIMPLE STUSAN.
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CHAPTER 1.

“ Waked, as her custom was, before the day,
Todo the observance due to sprightly May.”
Dryden.

.

1Ix a retired hamlet on the borders of Wales, between Os-
westry and Shrewsbury, it is still the custom to celebrate the
first of May.—The children of the village who look forward to
this rural festival with joyful eagerness, usually meet on the
last day of April to make up their nosegays for the morning,
and to choose their queen.—Their customary place of meeting
is at a hawthorn, which stands in a little green nook, open on
one side to a shady lane, and separated on the other side by a
thick sweet briar and hawthorn hedge from the garden of an
attorney.

This attorney began the world with—nothing—but he con-
trived to scrape together a good deal of money, every body
knew how. He built a new house at the entrance of the vil-
lage, and had a large, well-fenced garden ; yet, notwithstand-
ing his fences, he never felt himself secure ; such were his li-
tigious habits, and his suspicious temper, that he was constantly
at variance with his simple and peaceful neighbours.—Some
pig, or dog, or goat, or goose, was forever trespassing :—his
complaints and his extortions wearied and alarmed the whole
hamlet.—The paths in his fields were at length unfrequented,
—his stiles were blocked up with stones or stuffed with bram-
bles and briars, so that not a gosling could creep under, or a
giant get over them—and so careful were even the village chil-
dren of giving offence to this irritable man of the law, that they
would not venture to fly a kite near his fields, lest it should en-
tangle in his trees, or fall upon his meadow.

Mr.-Case, for this was the name of our attorney, had a son
and a daughter, to.whose education he had not time ta attend,
as his whole soul -was. inteat upon accumulating for them a
fortune.—For several years he suffered his children to run
wild in the village, but suddenly, upon his being appointed to a
considerable agency, he began to think of making his children
. a little genteel. He sent his son to learn Latin; he hired a

2 :
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maid to wait upon his daughter Barbara, and he strictly forbade
her thenceforward to keep company with any of the poor chil-
dren, who had hitherto been her playfellows :—they were not
sorry for (this prohibition, because she had been their tyrant
rather than their companion : she was vexed to observe, that
her absence was not regretted, and she was mortified to per-
ceive, that she could not humble them by any display of airs
and finery.

There was one poor girl amongst her former associates, to
whom she had a peculiar dislike—Susan Price—a sweet-tem-
pered, modest, sprightly, industrious lass, who was the pride
and delight of the village.—Her father rented a small farm,
and unfortunately for him, he lived near attorney Case. Bar-
bara used often to sit at her gindow watching Susan at work—
sometimes she saw her in the neat garden raking the beds or
weeding the borders; sometimes she was kneeling at her bee-
hive with fresh flowers for her bees—sometimes she was in the
poultry-yard scattering corn from her seive amongst the eager
chickens ; and in the evening she was often seated in a little
honey-suckle arbour, with a clean, light, three-legged deal ta-
ble before her, upon which she put her plain work. Susan had
been taught to work neatly by her good mother, who was very
fond of her, and to whom she was most gratefully attached.—
Mrs. Price was an intelligent, active, domestic woman, but her
health was not robust : she earned money, however, by taking
in plain wark, and she was famous for baking excellent bread
and breakfast cakes. She was respected in the village for her
conduct as a wife and as a mother, and all were eager to show
her attention. At her door the first branch of hawthorn was
always placed on May-morning, and her Susan was usually
Queen of the May.

"It was now time to choose the Queen. The setting sun
shone full upon the pink blossoms of the hawthorn, when the
merry group assembled upon their little green. Barbara was
now walking in sullen state in her father’s garden; she heard
the bugy voices in the lane, and shg concealed herself behind
the high hedge, that she might listen to their conversation.

“Where's Susan {”’—were the first unwelcome words which
she overheard.—‘ Aye, where’s Susan,” repeated Philip, stop-
ping short in the middle of a new tune, that he was playing on
his pipe—* I wish Susan would come ! I want ber to sing me
this same tune over again, I have not it yet.”

¢ And I wish Susan would come, I'm sure,” cried a little
girl, whose lap was full of primroses—‘ Susan will give me
some thread to tie up my nosegays, and she’ll show me where
the fresh violets grow, and she has promised to give me a great
bunch of her dauble cowslips to wear to-morrow.—I wish she
would come.”
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¢ Nothing can be done without Susan !—She always shows
us where the nicest flowers are to be found in the lanes and
meadows,” said they.—¢ She must make up the garlands—
and she shall be Queen of the May !” exclaimed a multitude
of little voices.

‘“ But she does not come !” said Philip.

Rose, who was her particular friend, now came forward, to
assure the impatient assembly, ¢ that she would answer for it
Susan would come as soon as she possibly could, and that she
probably was detained by business at home.”—The litile elec-
tors thought, that all business should give way to theirs, and
Rose was déspatched to summon her friend immediately.

‘ Tell her to make haste,” cried Philip.—¢ Attorney Case
dined at the Abbey to-day—luckily for us ; if he comes home,
and finds us here, may be he’ll drive us away, for he says this
bit of ground belongs to his garden, though that is not true, I'm-
sure, for Farmer Price knows, and says, it was always open to
the road.—The attorney wants to get our play ground, so he
does—I wish he and his daughter Bab, or l\rl)i'ss Barbara, as
she must now be called, were a hundred miles off, out of our
way, I know.—No later than yesterday she threw down my
nine-pins in one of her ill-humours, as she was walking by with
her gown, all trailing in the dust.”

“Yes,” cried Mary, the little primrose girl, ¢ her gown is
always trailing, she does not hold it up nicely, like Susan ; and
with all her fine clothes she never looks half so neat.—Mamma
says she wishes I may be like Susan, when I grow up to be a

reat girl, aad so do I.—I should not like to look conceited as
arbara does, if I was ever so rich.” ]
¢ Rich or poor,” said Philip, « it does not become a girl to
look: coneeited, much less bold, as Barbara did the other day,
when she was standing at her father’s door, without a hat upon
her head, staring at the strange gentleman who stopped here-
about to let his horse drink.—1I know what he thought of Bab
by his loeks, and of Susdn too—for Susan was in her garden,
bending down a branch of the laburnum tree, looking at its
yellow flowers, which were just come out; and when the gen-
tleman asked her how many miles it was from Shrewsbury, she
answered him so modest !—not bashful, like as if she had nev-
er seen nobody before—but just right—and then she pulled on
her straw hat; which was fallen back with her looking up at
the laburnum, and she weat her way homnre, and the gentleman
says to-nde, after she was gone, * Pray, who is that neat niod-
est gu'l P ) . ,

“ But I wisti Susan would' come,” cried Philip, interrupting
himself. - '

Susan was all this time, as her friend Rose rightly guessed,
busy at home. She was detained by her father’s returning la-
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ter than usual—his supper was ready for him nearly an hour
before he came home, and Susan swept up the ashes twice, and
twice put on wood to make a cheerful blaze for him; but at
last, when he did come in, he took no notice of the blaze or
of Susan, and when his wife asked him how he did, he made
no answer, but stood with his back to the fire, looking very
gloomy.——Susan put his supper upon the table, and set his own
chair for him, but he pushed away the chair and turned from
the table, saying—

“1 shall eat nothing, child ! why have you such a fire, to
roast me at this time of the year ?”

“ You said yesterday, father, I thought, that you liked a little
cheerful wood fire in the evening, and there was a great show-
er of hail ; your coat is quite wet, we must dry it.”

“Take it then, child,” said he, pulling it off—1 shall soon
have no coat to dry—and take my hat too,” said he, throwing
it upon the ground.

Susan hung up his hat, put his coat over the back of a chair
to dry, and then stood anxiously looking at her mother, who
was not well ; she had this day fatigued herself with baking,
and now alarmed by her husband’s moody behaviour, she sat
down pale and trembling. He threw himself into a chair,
folded his arms, and fixed his eyes upon the fire—Susan was
the first who ventured to break silence. Happy the father
who has such a daughter as Susan! her unaltered sweetness of
temper, and her playful affectionate caresses, at last somewhat
dissipated her father’s melancholy ;—he could not be prevailed
upon to eat any of the supper which had been prepared for him ;
however, with a faint smile, he told Susan, that he thought he
could eat one of her Guinea hen’s eggs. She thanked him,
and with that nimble alacrity, which marks the desire to please,
she ran to her neat kitchen yard—but, alas! her Guinea hen
was not there !—it had strayed into the attorney’s garden—she
saw it through the paling, and timidly opening the little gate,
she asked Miss Barbara, who was walking slogly by, to let her
come in and take her Guinea hen. Barbara, who was at this
instant reflecting, with no ajreeable feelings, upon the conver-
sation of the village children, to which she had recently listen-
ed, started when she heard Susan’s voice, and with a proud,
ill-humoured look and voice refused her request.—¢ Shut the
gate,” said she, ‘“you have no business in our garden, and as
for your hen, I shall keep it, it is always flying in here, and
plaguing us, and my father says it is a trespasser, and he told
me I might catch it, and keep it the next time it got in, and it
is in now.” Then Barbara called to her maid Betty, and bid
her catch the mischievous hen. :
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“ Oh my Guinea hen! my pretty Guinea hen,” cried Su-
san, as they hunted the frightened, screaming creature from
corner to corner.

, ‘ Here we have got it !” said Betty, holding it fast by the
egs.

“ Now pay damages, Queen Susan, or good bye to your
pretty ‘Guinea hen !” said Barbara, in an insulting tone.

¢ Damages ! what damages ?” said Susan,  tell me what I
must pay.”’

¢ A shilling,” said Barbara. '

¢ Oh if sixpence would do!” said Susan, *I have but six-
pence of my own in the world, and here it is.” '

¢ It won’t do,” said Barbara, turning her back.

‘¢ Nay, but hear me,” cried Susan, *let me at least come in
to look for its eggs. I only want one for my father’s supper ;
you shall have all the rest.”

“ What’s your father or his supper to us; is he so nice that
he can eat none but Guinea hen’s eggs ?”’ said Barbara; ¢ if
you want your hen and your eggs, pay for them and you’ll have
them.” :

I have but sixpence, and you say that won’t do,” said Su-
san with a sigh, as she looked at her favourite, which was in the
maid’s grasping hands, struggling and screaming in vain.

Susan retired disconsolate. At the door of her father’s cot-
tage, she saw her friend Rose, who was just come to summon
her to the hawthorn bush. :

“They are all at the hawthorn, and I’'m come for you, we
can do nothing without you, dear Susan,” cried Rose running
to meet her, at the moment she saw her ; ‘you are chosen
Queen of the May—come, make haste ; but what’s the matter,
why do you look so sad ?”

“ Ah!”" said Susan, ¢don’t wait for me, I can’t come to
you; but,” added she, pointing to the tuft of double cowslips
n the garden, ¢ gather those for poor little Mary, I promised
them to her ; and tell her the violets are under the hedge just
opposite the turnstile, on the right as we go to church. Good
bye, never mind me—I can’t come—I can’t stay, for my father
wants me.”

¢ But don’t turn away your face, I won’t keep you a mo-
ment, only tell me what’s the matter,” said her friend, follow-
ing her into the cottage.

¢ Oh, nothing, not much,” said Susan; ‘enly that I want-
ed the egg in a great hurry for father, it would not have vexed
me—to be sure I should have clipped my Guinea hen’s
wings, and then she could not have flown over the hedge—but
let us think no more about it now,” added she, twinkling away

a tear.
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When Rose, however, learnt that her friend’s Guinea hen
was detained prisoner by the attorney’s daughter, she exclaim-
ed with all the honest warmth of indignation, and instantly ran
back to tell the story to her companions.

“ Barbara! aye! like father, like daughter,” cried Farmer
Price, starting from the thoughtful attitude in which he had
been fixed, and drawing his chair closer to his wife.

“You see something is amiss with me, wife—I'll tell you
what itis.” As he lowered his voice, Susan, who was not sure
that he wished she should hear what he was going to say, re-
tired from behind his chair.—¢ Susan, don’t go ; sit you down
here, my sweet Susan,” said he, making room for her upon
his chair; “Ibelieve I was a little cross when I came in ﬁrst
to-night, but I had something to vex me, as you shall hear.”

“About a fortnight ago, you know, wife,” continued he,
¢ there was a balloting in our town for the militia, now at that
time I wanted but ten days of forty years of age, and the attor-
ney told me, I was a fool for not calling myself plamp forty ;
but the truth is the truth, and it is what I think the fittest to be
spoken at all times, come what will of it—so I was drawn for a -
militia-man, but when I thought how loth you and I would be to

_part, I was main glad to hear that I could get off by paying
eight or nire guineas for a substitute, only I had not the nine
guineas, for you know we had bad luck with our sheep this
year, and they died away one after another ; but that was no
excuse, so I went to Attorney Case, and with a power of diffi-
culty, I got him to lend me the money, for which, to be sure, I
gave him something, and left my lease of our farm with him, as
he insisted upon it, by way of security for the loan. Attorney
Case is too many for me ; he has found what ke calls a flaw in
my ledse, and the lease he tells me is not worth a farthing, and
that he can turn us all out of our farm to-morrow if he pleases ;
and sure enough he will please, for I have thwarted him this
day, and he swears he’ll be revenged on me; indeed he has
begun with me badly enough already. I'm not come to the
worst part of my story yet——""

Here Farmer Price made a dead stop, and his wife and
Susan looked up in his face breathless with anxiety.

“It must come out,” said he with a short slgh 3 “ T must
leave you in three days, wife.”

¢¢ Must you !” said his wife in a faint resigned’ voice. ¢ Su-
san, love, open the window.”

Susan ran to open the window, aud then returned to support
her mother’s head.

When she came a little to herself, she sat up, begged that

her husband would go on, and: that nething might be coiicealed
from her.
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Her husband had no wish indeed to conceal any thing from
a wife he loved so well, but stout as he was, and steady to his
maxim, that the truth was the thing the fittest to be spoken at
all times, his voice faultered, and it was with some difficulty,
that he brought himself to speak the whole truth at this mo-
ment. : : .

The fact was this : Case met Farmer Price as he was com-
ing home whistling, from a new ploughed field ; the Attorney
had just dined at the Abbey—the Abbey was the family seat of
an opulent Baronet in the neighbourhood, to whom Mr. Case
had been agent ; the Baronet died suddenly, and his estate
and title devolved to a younger brother, who had now just ar-
rived in the country, and to whom Mr. Case was eager to pay
his court, in hopes of obtaining his favour. Of the agency he
flattered himself that he was pretty secure, and he thought that
he might assume the tone of command towards the tenants,
especially towards one who was some guineas in his debt, and
in whose lease there was a flaw.

Accosting the Farmer in a haughty manner, the Attorney
began with, ¢ So, Farmer Price, a word with you, if you
please, walk on here, man, beside my horse, and you’ll hear
me. You have changed your opinion, I hope, about that bit of
land, that corner at the end of my garden.”

¢¢ As how, Mr. Case ?” said the Farmer.

¢ As how, man—why you said something about it’s not be-
longjing to me, when you heard me talk of enclosing it the oth-
er day.” ' "

“ So I did,” said Price, * and so I do.”

Provoked and astonished at the firm tone in which these
words were pronounced, the Attorney was upon the point of
- swearing, that he would have his revenge ; but as his passions
were habitually attentive to the letter of the law, he refrained
from any hasty expression, which might, he was aware, ina
court of justice, be hereafter brought against him.

¢ My good friend, Mr. Price,” said he, in a soft voice, and
pale with suppressed rage—he forced a smile—* I’m under
the necessity of calling in the money I lent you some time ago,
.and you will please to take notice, that it must be paid to-mor- -
row morning. I wish you a good evening. You have the
money ready for me, I dare say.”

¢ No,” said the Farmer, “not a guinea of it ; but John
Simpson, who was my substitute, has not left our village yet,
I'll get the money back from him, and go myself, if so be it
must be so, into the militia—so I will.”

The attorney did not expect such a determination, and he
represented in a friendly hypocritical tone to Price, ¢ that he
had no wish to drive him to such an extremity, that it would be
the height of faly in him to run his head against a wall for no
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purpose.  You don’t mean to take the corner into your own
garden, do you, Price ?” said he.

«“1,” said the Farmer, ¢ God forbid ! it’s none of mine, I
never take what does not belong to me.”

“ True, right, very proper, of course,” said Mr. Case ; “but
then you have no interest in life in the land in question ?”

“ None.” '

¢« Then why so stiff about it, Price ; all I want of you is to
say ki

% To say that black is white, which I won’t do, Mr. Case ;
the ground is a thing not worth talking of, but it’s neither yours
nor mine ; in my memory, since the new lane was made, it has
always been open to the parish, and no man shall enclose it
with my good will.—Truth is truth, and must be spoken ; jus-
tice is justice, and should be done, Mr. Attorney.”

¢ And law is law, Mr. Farmer, and shall have its course to
your cost,” cried the - Attorney, exasperated by the dauntless
spirit of this village Hampden.

Here they parted.—The glow of enthusiasm, the pride of
virtue which made our hero brave, could not render him insen-
sible. As he drew nearer home many melancholy thoughts
pressed upon his heart, he passed the door of his own cottage
with resolute steps, however, and went through the village in
search of the man who had engaged to be his substitute. He
found him, told him how the matter stood, and luckily the man,

- who had not yet spent the money, was willing to return it, as

- there were many others had been drawn for the militia, who,

- he observed, would be glad to give him the same price, or
-more for his services.

The moment Price got the money, he hastened to Mr.
Case’s house, walked strait forward into his room, and laying
the money-down upon his desk, ¢ There, Mr.” Attorney, are
your nine guineas, count them, now I have done with you.”

‘“ Not yet,”- said the attorney, jingling the money trium-
phantly in his band ; ¢ we’ll give you a taste of the law, my good
Sir, or P'm’ mistaken.—You forgot the flaw in your lease, which
I have safe in this desk.”

¢« Ah, my lease,” said the Farmer, who had almost forgot to
ask for it till he was thus put in mind of it by the attorney’s
imprudent threat. -

“ Give me my lease, Mr. Case ; I’ve paid my money, you
have. no right to keep the lease any longer, whether it is a bad
one or a good one.”

¢ Pardon me,” said the attorney, locking his desk, and put-
ting the key into his pocket,—* possession, my honest friend,”
cried he, striking his hand upon the desk, ¢ possession is nine
points of the law. Good night to you. I cannot in conscience
return a lease to a tenant in which I know there is a capital
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flaw; it is my duty to show it to my employer, or, in other
words, to your new landlord, whose agent I have good reasons
to expect I shall be.  You will live to repent your obstinacy,
Mr. Price. Your servant, Sir.”

Price retired melancholy, but not intimidated.

Many a man returns home with a gloomy countenance, who
has not quite so much cause for vexation.  °

When Susan heard her father’s story, she quite forgot her
Guinea hen, and her whole soul was intent upon her poor mo-
ther, who, notwithstanding her utmost exertion, could not sup-
port herself under this sudden stroke of misfortune.—In the
middle of the night Susan was called up ; her mother’s fever
ran high for some hours, but towgrds morning it abated, and
she fell into a soft sleep, with Susags hand locked fast in hers.

Susan sat motionless, and breathed softly, lest she should
disturb her. The rush-light which stood beside the bed, was
now burnt low, the long shadow of the tall wicker chair flitted,
faded, appeared and vanished, as the flame rose and sunk in
the socket. Susan was afraid, that the disagreeable smell
might waken her mother, and gently disengaging her hand,
she went on tiptoe to extinguish the candle—all was silent, the
grey light of the morning was now spreading over every object ;
the sun rose slowly, and Susan stood at the lattice window,
looking through the small leaded cross-barred panes at the
splendid spectacle. A few birds began to chirp, but as Susan
was listening to them, her mother started in her sleep, and
spoke unintelligibly.—Susan hung up a white apron before the
window to keep out the light, and just then she heard the sound
of music at a distance in the village. As it approached nearer,
she knew that it was Philip playing upon his pipe and tabor ;
she distinguished the merry voices of her companians, ¢ carol-
ling in honour of the May,” and soon she saw them coming to-
wards her father’s cottage, with branches and garlands in their -
hands. She opened quick, but gently, the latch of the door,
and ran out to’ meet them. .

“Here shre is!—Here’s Susan !” they exclaimed joyfully,
¢« Here’s the Queen of the May. And here’s her crown !”
cried Rose, pressing forward ; but Susan put her finger upon
her lips, and pointed to her. mother’s window—Philip’s pipe
stopped instantly. :

¢ Thank you,” said Susan, ¢ my mother is ill, I can’t leave
ber, you know.” Then gently putting aside the crown, her
companions bid her say who should wear it for her.

¢« Will you, dear Rose ?” said she, placing the garland upon
her friend’s head—It’s a charming May morning,” added
she, with a smile ; ¢ good bye. =~ We shan’t hear your-voices
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or the pipe whan you have turned the corner into the village,
so you need only stop till then, Philip.”

< T shall stop for all day,” said Philip, “I’ve no mind to play
any more.”

# Grood bye, poor Susan ; itira pity you can’t come with

us,” said all the children, and little Mary ran after Susan to
the cottage door.
- «J forgot to thank you,” said she, ‘for the double cow-
slips ; look how pretty they are, and smell how sweet the
violets are in my bosom, and kiss me quick, for I shall be left
kehind.”

Susan kissed the little breathless girl, and returned seftly te
_ the side of her mother’s bed."

« How grateful that chil® is to me for a cowslip only ! How
can I be grateful enough to such a mother as this ?” said Su-
san to herself, as she bent over her sleeping mother’s pale
countenance.

Her mother’s unfinished knitting lay upon a table near the
bed, and Susan sat down in her wicker arm chair, and went
on with the row, in the middle of which her hand stopped the
preceding evening. ‘

¢ She taught me to knit, she taught me every thing that I
know,” thought Susan, *“ and best of all, she taught me to love
her, to wish to be like her.”

Her mother, when she awakened, felt much refreshed by
her tranquil sleep, and observing that it was a delightful morn-
ing, said, ¢ that she had been dreaming she heard music, but
that the drum frightened her, because she thought it was the
signal for her husband to be carried away by a whole regiment
of soldiers, who had pointed their bayonets at him. But that
was but a dream, Susan ; I wakened, and knew it wasa -
dream, and I then fell asleep, and have slept soundly ever.
since.”

. How painful it is to waken to the remembrance of misfor.

tune.—Gradually as this poor woman collected her scattered
thoughts, she recalled the eircumstances of the preceding even-
ing; she was too certain, that she had heard from her hus-
band’s own lips. the words, I must leave you in three days, and
she wished that she could sleep again, and think it all a dream.

“ But' he’ll want, he’ll want a hundred things,” said she,

. starting up ; “ I must get his linen ready for him. Pm afraid
it’s very late ; Susan, why did you let me lie so long ?”

¢ Every thing shall be ready, dear mother, only don’t hurry
yourself,” said Susan.

.~ And indeed her mother was ill able to bear any hurry, or to
do any work this day.

Susan’s affectionate, dexterous, sensible actwity was never
more wanted, or more effectual. She readily,
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she obeyed so exactly, and when she was left to her own dis-
cretion, judged so prudently, that her mother had little trouble
and no anxiety in directing her ; she said that Susan never did
too little, or too much.

Susan was mending her father’s linen, when Rose tapped
softly at the window, and beckoned to her to come out ; she
went out.

¢« How does your mother do, in the first place ?” said Rose

¢ Better, thank you.”

¢ That’s well, and I have a little bit of go
besides—here,” said she, pulling out a glove
was money, “ we’ll get the Guinea hen back
all agreed about it. This is the goney that hi
us in the village this May morning ; at every
silver—see how generous they have been, twelve shillings 1 as-
sure you. Now we are a match for Miss Barbara. You
won’t like to leave home—I"ll go to Barbara, and you shall see
your Guinea hen in ten minutes.”

Rose hurried away, pleased with her commission, and eager
- 10 accomplish her business.

Miss Barbara’s maid Betty was the first person that was vis-
ible at the attorney’s house.

Rose insisted upon seeing Mrs. Barbara herself, and she was
shown into a parlour to the young lady, who was reading a
dirty novel, which she put under a heap of law papers as they
entered. ,

« Dear, how yon staréled me ! is it only you ?” said she to
her maid, but as soon as she saw Rnse behind the maid she put
on a scornful gir.

«“ Could not ye say I was not at home, Betty,~Well, my
good girl, whax brings you here ; something o borrow or beg,

suppose.”

May every ambassador—every ambassador in as good a
cause, answer with as much dignity and moderation as Rose re-
plied to Barbara upon the preseat occasion. -

She assured her, that the person from whom she came did
not send her either to beg or borrow, that she was able to pay
the full value of that for which she came to ask ; and produc-
ing her well-filled purse : “I believe that this s = very good
shilling,” said she, “ If you doen’t like it I will chaage it ; and
now you will be so good as to give ae Susan’s Gusinea hen ; ; it
is in her name I ask for it.”

¢ No matter in whose name you ask for it,” repked Barbars,
4 you will not have it—take up your shilling if you please.—I
would have taken a shilling yesterday, if it had heen paid at the,
time properly ; but I told Susan,thatxfuwasmtpndthenl\
should keep the il:een’ s:l 30 1 shall, I promise her.—Youmay

t t T $0. ‘
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The attorney’s daughter had, whilst Rose opened her nego-
tiation, measured the depth of her purse with a keen eye, and
her penetration discovered that it contained at least ten shil-
lings ; with proper management she had some hopes that the
" Guinea hen might be made to bring in at least half the money.

Rose, who was of a warm temper, not quite so fit a match
as she had thought herself for the wily Barbara, incautiously
exclaimed, * Whatever it cost us, we are determined to have
Susan’s favourite hen ; so if one shilling won’t do, take two,
and if two won’t-do, why take three.”

The shillings sounded provokingly upon the table, as she
threw them down one after another, and Barbara coolly replied,
¢ Three won’t do.” .

¢ Have you ne conscience, Miss Barbara ? then take four.”

Barbara shook her head. A fifth shilling was instantly prof-
fered but Bab, who now saw plainly that she had the game
in her own hands, preserved a cold cruel silence.

Rose went on rapidly, bidding shilling after shilling, till she
had completely emptied her purse. : .

The twelve shillings were spread upon the table—Barbara’s
avarice was mavyed, she consented for this ransom.to liberate
her prisoner. : '

Rose pushed the money towards her, but just then recollect-
ing that she was acting for others more than for herself, and
doubting whether she had full powers to conelude such an ‘ex-
travagant bargain, she gathered up the public treasure, and
with newly-recovered prudence observed, that she must go
back to consult her friends. :

Her generous little friends were amazed at Barbara’s mean-
ness, but with one accord declared, that they were most willing,
for their parts, to give up every farthing of the money. They
all went to Susan in a body, and told her so.

¢ There’s oure purse,” said they, ¢ do what you please
with it.” . .

They would not wait for one word of thanks, but ran away,
. leaving only Rose with her to settle the treaty for the Guinea
hen.

There is a certain manner of accepting a favour, which shows
true generosity of mind. Many know how to give, but few
know how to accept a gift properly.

Susan was touched, but not astonished, by the kindness of
her young friends, and she received the purse with as much

simplicity as she would have given it. .

"~ ¢« Well,” said Rose, * shall I go back for the Guinea hen ?”

% The Guinea hen!” said Susan, starting from a reverie
into which she had fallen as she contemplated the purse, ¢ Cer-
tainly I do long to see my pretty Guinea hen once more, but I
was not thinking of her just then—1 was thinking ofq.fathet.”
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“Now Susan had heard her mother often in the course of this
day, wish, that she had but money enough in the world to pay
John Simpson for going to serve in the militia instead of her
husband. ¢ This to be sure will go but a little way,” thought
Susan, “ but still it may be of some use to my father.” She
told her mind to Rose, and concluded by saying decidedly,
that ¢ if the money was given to her to dispose of as she pleas-
ed, she would give it to her father.”

“It is all yours, my dear good Susan,” cried Rose, with a
look of warm approbation; ¢this is so like you '—But I'm
sorry that Miss Bab must keep your Guinea hen. I would not
be her for all the Guinea hens, or guineas either, in the whole
world. Why, I’ll answer for it, the Guinea hen won’t make
her happy, and you’ll be happy even without—because you are
good—Let me come and help you to-morrow,” continued
she, looking at Susan’s work. ¢ If you have any more mend-
ing work to do—1I never liked work till I worked with you—I
won’t forget my thimble or my scissors,” added-she, laughing,
—*though 1 used to forget them when I was a giddy girl. 1
assure you I am a great hand at my needle now—try me.”

Susan assured her friend that she did not doubt the powers
of her needle, and that she would most willingly aceept of her
services, but that, unluckily, she had finished all the needle-
work thaigwas immediately wanted.

“But do you know,” said she, ¢ T shall have a great deal
of Business to-morrow—but I won’t tell you what it is that I
bave to do, for I am afraid I shall not succeed ; but if I do"
succeed, I’ll come and tell you directly, because you will be so
glad of it.” v

" Susan, who had always been attentive to what her mother
taught her, and who had often assisted her when she was
baking bread and cakes for the family at the Abbey, had now
formed the courageous but not presumptuous idea, that she
could herself undertake to bake a batch of bread.—One of the
servants from the Abbey had been sent all round the village in
the morning, in search of bread, and had not been able to procure
any that was tolerable. Mrs. Price’s last baking failed for
want of good barm, she was not now strong enough to-attempt
another herself ; and when the brewer’s boy came with eager-
ness fo tell her that he had some fine fresh yeast for her, she
thanked him, but sighed, and said.it would be of no use to her,
she was too ill for the work. Susam modestly requested per-
mission to try her hand, and her mother would not refuse her.*
Accordingly she went to work with much prudent eare, and
when her bread the next morning came out of the oven it was

* This eircumstance is founded on fact.
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excellent—at least her mother said so, and she was a good
judge. It was sent to the Abbey, and as the family there had
not tasted any good bread since their arrival in the country,
they also were earnest and warm in its praise. Inquiries were
made from the house-keeper, and they heard, with some sur-
prise, that this excellent bread was made by a young girl of
twelve years old. The housekeeper, who had kmown Susan
from a child, was pleased to have an opportunity of speaking in
her favour.

¢ She is the most industrious little creature, ma’am, in the
world,” said she to her mistress, *little I can’t so well call
her now, since she’s grown tall and slender to look at, and glad
1 am she’s grown up likely to look at, for handsome is that
handsome does—and she thinks no more of her being hand-
some than I do myself—yet she has as proper a respect for her~
self, ma’am, as you have ; and I always see her neat, and with
her mother, ma’am, or fit people, as a girl should be ; as for
her mother, she doats upon her, as well she may, for 1 should
myself if I had half such a daughter: and then she has twe
little brothers, and she’s as good to them, and my boy Philip
says, taught ’em to read more than the school-mistress, all with
tenderness and good nature ; but I beg your pardon, ma’am, 1
cannot stop myself when I once begin to talk of Susan.”

* You have really said enough to excite my curiosity,” said
her mistress, ¢ pray send for her immediately, we can see her
before we go out to walk.”

The benevolent housekeeper despatched her boy Philip for
Susan.  $usan was never in such an untidy state, that she
could mt obey such a summons without a long preparation.—
She had, it is true, been very busy, bat orderly people can be
busy and neat at the same time. She put on her usual .
straw hat, and accompanied Rose’s mother, who was going with
a basket of cleared muslin to the Abbey.

‘The modest simplicity of Susan’s appearance, and the art-
less good sense and propriety of the answers she gave to all
the questions that were asked her, pleased the ladies at the
Abbey, who were good judges. of character and manners.

Sir Arthur Somers had two sisters, sensible, benevolant wo-
men ; they were not of that race of fine ladies whe are misera~
ble the moment they coms to the country; nor yet were they
of that bustling sort, who quack and direct all their poor neigh-
bours, for the mere love of managing, or the want of something
to do. They were judiciously generous, and whilst they wish-
ed to diffuse happiaess, they were not peremptory in requiring
that people should be happy precisely their own way. With
these dispositions, and with a well-informed brother, who,
though he never wished to direct, was always willing to assist
in their efforts to do good, there were reasonable hopes, that
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these ladies would be a blessing to the poor villagers among
whom they were now settled.

As soon as Miss Somers had spoken to Susan, she inquired
for her brother ; but Sir Arthur was in his study, and a gentle-.
man was with him on business.

Susan was desirous of returning to her mother, and the la-
dies therefore would not detain her. Miss Somers told her
with a smile, when she took leave, that she would call upon her
in the evening at six o’clock.

It was impossible that such a grand event as Susan’s visit to
the Abbey could long remain unknown to Barbara Case and
her gossiping maid. They watched eagerly for the moment of
her return, that they might satisfy their curiosity.

¢ There she is, I declare, just come into her garden,” cried
Bab, “Pll run in and getit all out of her in a minute.”

Bab could descend, without shame, whenever it suited her
purposes, from the height of insolent pride to the lowest mean-
ness of fawning familiarity. : '

Susan was gathering some marigolds, and somve parsley for
her mother’s broth. :

“ So, Susan,” said Bab, who came close up to her before
she perceived it, *“how goes the world with you to-day ?”

¢ My mother is rather better to-day, she says, ma’am——thank
you,” replied Susan, coldly, but civilly.

“ Ma’am, dear, how polite we are grown of a sudden !” cried
Bab, winking at her maid.—‘‘ One may see youw’ve been in
good company this morning—Hey, Susan—come let’s hear
about it ?”—¢ Did you see the ladies themselves, or was it on-
ly the housekeeper sent for you,” said the maid. . Y4

“ What room did you go into ?” continued Bab; “Did you
see Miss Somers, or Sir Arthur ?”

¢ Miss Somers.”

“La! she saw Miss Somers ! Betty, I must hear aboutit.—
Can’t you stop gathering those things for a minute, and chat a
bit with us, Susan ?”?

«] can’t stay,indeed, Miss Barbara, for my mother’s broth is
just wanted, and I'm in a hurry.” Susan ran home.

¢¢ Lord, her head is full of broth now,” said Bab to her maid,
¢ and she has not a word for herself, though she has been
abroad. My papa may well call her Simple Susan—ifor sim-
ple she is, and simple she will be all the world over; for my
part I think she’s little better thar® a downright simpleton ; but
however, simple or not, I’ll get what'I want out of her; she’ll
be able to speak may be when she has settled the grand matter
of the broth. Tl step in and ask to see her mother ; that will
put her in a good humour in a trice.”

Barbara followed Susan into the cottage, and found ber oc-
cupied with the grand affair of ‘the broth.
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“Isitready,” said Bab, peeping into the pot that was over

the fire, ¢ dear, how savory it smells! I’ll wait till you go in
. with'it to-. your mother, for I must. ask her how she does my-
‘self.” :

“ Will you please to sit down. then, Miss,” said Simple Su-
-san, with a smile, for at this instant: she forgot sthe Guinea hen.
‘¢ have but just: putthe parsley into the broth, but it will .seon
»be ready.” :

"During this- mterva.l Bab employed herself much to her own
satrsfacﬂon, in cross-questioning Susan.. She was rather pro-

_ voked indeed that she could not learn exactly how each of the
‘ladies was drest, and what there was to be for dinner at the Ab-
bey 3 ‘and she was curious beyond measure to find out what Miss
Somers meant, by saying that she would call at Mr. Priee’s cot-
tage at six o’clock in the evening. ¢ What:do you think
she could mean ?”

¢ I thought she meant what she said,” rephed Susan, “ that

she  would come here at six o’clock.”

¢ Aye, that’s as plain as a pike-staff,” said Barbara, ¢ but
what else did she mean, think you? People you know don’t al-

ways mean exactly, downright, neither more nor less:than they
sa ”

, }:‘ Not always, said Susan, with an arch smlle, whlch con-
vinced Barbara that she was not quite a simpleton.

“ Not always,” repeated Barbara, colouring—¢ Oh, then, I
_suppose you have some guess at what Miss Somers meant.”

% No,” said Susan, * I was not thinking about Miss Somers,

when I sand* not always

¢« How nice that broth does look,” resumed Barbara, after a

use.

Susan had now poured the broth into a basin, and as she
strewed over it the bright orange marigolds, it looked very.
-tempting; she tasted it, and added now a little salt, and now

a little more, till she thought it was just to her mother’s taste.

¢« Oh, I must taste it,” said Bab, taking the basin up greedily.
-« Won't you take a spoon,” said Susan, trembling at the large
mouthfals which Barbara sucked up with a terrible noise.

“Take a spoonful, indeed!” exclaimed Barbara, setting down

the basin in high anger.—¢ The next time I taste your broth
you shall affront me, if you dare! The next time I set my
foot in this house, you shall be as saucy to me as:you please.”
And she flounced out of the 'house, repeatmg “ Take aspoon,
pig, was what you meant tb say.”

- Susan stood in amazement at the - beginning of this- speeeh,
but the concluding words explained to her the mystery._

Some years before this time, when Susan was a very little
girl, and could scarcely speak plain, as she was eating a basin
of bread and milk for her supper at the cottage door, a great




PARENT’S ASSISTANT. 25
®
pig came up, and put his nese into the basin. = Susan was wil-
ling, that the pig should have some share of the bread and milk,
butas she ate with a spoon, and he with his large mouth, she
presently discovered that he was likely to have more than his
share, and o a simple tone of expostulatiod, she said to him,
 Take a poon, pig.”* The saying became proverbial in_the
village; Susan’s little companions repeated it, and applied it
upon many occasions, whenever any one claimed more than
his share of any thing good. Barbara, who was then not Miss
Barbara, but plain Bab, and who played with all the poor chil-
dren in the neighbourhood, was often reproved in her unjust
methods of division by Susan’s proverb. Susan, as she grew
up, forgot the childish saying, but the remembrance of it rank-
led in Barbara’s mind, and it was to this that she suspected Su-
san had alluded, wheu she recommended a spoon to her whilst
she was swallowing the basin of broth.
¢ La, Miss,” said Barbara’s maid, when she found her mis-
tress in a passion upon her return from Susan’s, “1I only won-
dered you did her the honour to set your foot within her *
doors. What need have you to trouble her for news about the
Abbey folks, when your own papa has been there all the morn-
ing, and is just come in, and can tell you every thing.”
Barbara did not know that her father meant to go to the Ab-
bey that morning, for Attorney Case was mysterious even to
his own family about his morning rides. ~He never chose to
be asked where he was going, or where he had been, and this
made his servants more than commonly inquisitive to trace him.
Barbara, against whose apparent childishness and real cun-
ning, he was not sufficiently upon his guard, had often the art
of drawjng him into conversation about his visits. She ran
into her ‘father’s parlour, but she knew, the moment she saw
his face, that it was no time to ask questions; his pen was
across his mouth, and his brown wig pushed obliquely upon his
contracted forehead—the wig was always pushed crooked when-
ever he was in a brown, or rather a black study. Barbara,
who did not, like Susan, bear with her father’s testy humour
from affection and gentleness of disposition, but who always
humoured him from artifice, tried all her skill to fathom his
thoughts, and when she found that iz would not do, she went
to tell her maid so, and to complain that her father was so
cross, there was no bearing him.
It is true that Attorney Case was not in the happiest mood
possible, for he was by no means satisfied with his morning’s
work at the Abbey. Sir Arthur Somers, the new man, did net-

* This is a trane aneclote,
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syit him, and he bggan to be rather apprehensive, that he should
not suit Sir Arthur.—He had sound reasons for his doubtsp -

", Sir Arthur, Somers was an excellent lawyer, and a perfectly

honest man.— This seemed to our Attorney a contradiction in

terms s—in the cotyse of his practice the case had not egcur-

red, and he had no precedents ready to direct his proceedings.

. Bir. Arthyr Samers was & man of wit and eloquence, yet of
p‘la’m dealing and humanity. The Attorhey could not persuade
himself to believe that the benevolence was any thing but en-
lightened cunning, and the plain dealing he one minute dread-
ed as the. master-piece of art, and the next déspised as the
charaeterigtic, of folljly. In short, he had not yetdecided wheth-
gr. e was an honest man or a knave.—He had settled accounts
withhim, for his late agency, he had talked about sundry mat~
ters of business, he constantly perceived that he could not im-
pose upon Sir Arthur ; but that he could know all the mazes of
the lawy and yet prefer the straight road, was incomprehensible.
. Mt.Case paid him some compliments on his great legal
abilities, his high reputation at the bar. '

. %“Lhave left.the bar,” replied Sir Arthur, coolly.
... The attorney looked in unfeigned astonishment, when a man
was actually making £3000 per annum at the bar, that he should

leave it. . v .

., $1 am come,” said he, “to enjoy the kind of domestic life
which I prefer to all others—in the country, amongst people
whose happiness I hope to increase.” ;.
.. At this speech the Attorney changed his ground, flattering
‘himgelf that he should find his man averse to business, and ig-
noxant of country affairs. He talked of the value of land, and
of new leases. 3 . o

~ Sir Arthur’ wished to erlarge his domain, to make a ride
round it. . A map of the domain was upon’ the table, Farmer
Price’s garden came exactly across the new road for the ride.
‘Sir Arthur looked disappointed, and the keen Attorney seized
the r@om.gn‘t to inform him that ¢ Price’s whole land was at his

1 0. ,

’ T oo . . P

« At my disposal ! how so ?”’ cried Sir Arthur eagetly ; it
will nat-be;out. of l_eg_se I believe these ten years. [I'lllook in- -
to the rent roll again, perhaps I am mistaken.” =

“ You are mistaken, my good Sir, and you are not. mistak-
en,” said Mr. Case, with a shrewd smile; ¢the land will not
bg - gut, of lease these ten years in one sense, and in
;anpther it is out of lease g4 this time being. ~ To come ta the
pomtiat oneg, the legse is ab origine null and void. ' T have de-
neq;qlgq cp,pya‘!\f!gy in hle,;b‘od of it }:pledgé my c"r;ed;t up-
sop, it,, Sir, 1, can’t stand a single term in law or equity.” =

'i‘tfxe ’Dﬁqtttogxn%élyE 'tﬁtgéivéd, that " gt these qu’d%,’Sif Arthur’s

PUoLue Y i ' :
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eye was fixed with a look of earriest aftention. ;‘ Now I hive
him® said the cunning tempter to him'sdlf. * -7 o
- “# Naither in’ law nor equity ' repéatéd Sir 'Atthiiir, with"ap-
parknt incredulity—+ Are you sure of that, Mr: Case "=
Y9 Burs' As 1'told you before,: Sir, Pd mkggé'iﬁy ‘wholé cre-
;iﬁﬁ'tig(:’? the thing—1’d stake my existence.” 7= " o
" % That's something,” said'%i' Arthur, as if he was ponder-
ing’upon the matter. * L o
“T'hé¢ Attorney went on with all the eagerness of a keen man,
who sees a chance at one stroke of winning a rich friend, and of
ruining a poor enemy ; he explained with legal valubility, and
téchnical amplification, the nature of the mistake in Mr. Price’s
lease. It was, Sir,” said he, *alease for the life of Peter
Price, Susanna his wife, and to the survivor or survivors of
them, or for the full ime and term of twenty years, to be com-
puted from the first day of May then next ensuing.—Now, Sir,
this you see is a lease in reversion, which the late Sir Benjamin
Somers had not, by his settlement, a right to make. Thisis a
curious mistake, you see, Sir Arthur, and in filling' up those
printed leases there’s always a good chance of some flaw ; I
find it perpetually, but I never found a better than this in the
whole course of my practice.” ' L 7

Sir Arthur stood in silence. , .o
“ My dear Sir,” said the Attorney, taking him by the but-
ton, “yot have no scruple of stirring in this business ?” "'~
¢ A little,” said Sir Arthur. ‘ : S
“ Why then that can be done away in a moment ; your name
shall not appear in it at all; you have nothing to do but to make
over the lease to me—I make all safe to you with my bond.—
Now being in possession, I come forward in my own ‘proper
person.’ Shall I proceed 2” R
“No—TYou have said enough,” replied Sir Arthur.” =
“ The case indeed lies in a nut-shell,” said the ‘attorney,
who had by this time worked himself up to such a pitch of pro-
fessional enthusiasm, that, intent upon his vision ‘of g law-suit,
he totally forgot to observe the impression his words made upon
Sir Arthur. o
“There’s only one thing we have forgotten all this time,”
said Sir Arthur. e e
¢ What can that be, Sir?” S
¢‘That we shall ruin this poor man.” " * ~» * :"'0 - ¢ .o
Case was thunder-struck at these words, ‘ or “rather By the
look which ‘accompaitied them.  He recolléctéd, that he had
laid ' Bimself open, Béfre he was sure of Sit* Arthur’s teal'chad-
gctef. . ',lg'e’'soft‘eni‘e‘\ia t%ndésﬁid"h?' sliplt’%{ﬂ_‘ﬁ ge{'&?;&’ cetbiinly
more consydération in the'¢ase of ailybut d liigfout 'Q%LW
fellow, a3 he knew Price ‘tb be.’ ", """‘ﬁ" M s
“If he be litigious,” said Sir Arthur, “J shall eertainly be

U
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glad o get him fairly out. of . the parish as sapn as possibles—
When you go home, you will be so good, Sir, as: 1o send*yte
his lease, that I ma'y saﬁsfy myself before we stir in this, busl-
ness.” - - )

The. attemey, bnghtemng Up, prepared. to. take leavéo but»he
could not persuade himself to take his departure, wn;hout. mak-
ing one push at Sir Arthur about the agency. - - o

1 will not trouble you, Sir Arthur, with this lease of Prme’ 2
salg’ he; <Dl leave it with your agent.—Whom shall I apply
to | o :

“ To myself, S:r, if you please,” replied Sir Arthur. :

The  ceurtiers of Lewis the X1Vth could not have looked
more astounded than our attorney, when they received from
their monarch a similar answer. It was this unexpected reply
of Sir Arthur’s which had deranged the.temper of Mr. Case,
which had caused his wig to stand so crooked upon his fore-
head, and which had rendered him impenetrably silent to his
inquisitive daughter Barbara—After walking up and down his
room, eonversing with himself for some time, he concluded,
that the agency must be given to somebody, when Sir Arthur
should go to attend his /duty in parliament; that the agency,
even for the winter season, was not a thing to be neglected, and
that, if he managed well, he might yet secure it for himself.—
He had often found, that small timely presents werked. won-
derfully upon his own mind, and he judged of others by him-
self. - The. tenants had been in the reluctant but constant prac-
tice «of 1 making him  continual petty offerings, and he re-
solved to try the same course with Sir Arthur, whose resolution
to - ‘be -his lown: agent he dhoughtfargued a close, saving, avari-
cious: disposition, - A

He had hedrd the housekeeper at the Abbey mqmrmg, as he
passed through the servants, whether there was any lamb to be
gotten? : She said that Sir Arthur was remarkably fond of
lamb, and that she wished she could get a quarter for him. .

Immediately he sallied into his kitchen, as soon as the, idea
~ struck him, and asked .a shepherd, who was waiting there, whe-~
ther he knew. of a'nice fat lamb to be had any where in the neigh-
bourhood.

¢ I know of onej?* cried Barbara, « Susan Price has a pet
lamb, that’s. as fat:as. fat can be.” ,

The attorney eagerly’ caught at these words, and speedlly de- -
v:sed a schemeofor: iebtaining, Susas’s. lamb for nothing. .

‘It~ 'would bk sémethirig strange if an attorney..of his talqnts
ami standing iwas:rot-an;aver-match for: Simple Susan. , He .
prowled forth in search of his prey ; he found Susan packmgﬂ.
up drer fatherisilitde; wandsobe; -and:when she looked up assshe
kitelt, he saw-thatshe had been in tears.: .. . .. . .

“'anns your: thother to-day, Susan.2” C D



PARBNT'S ASSYSPANT. ' 29

<« Wdrse; Sir -uMy fasher goes’ m-mmraw/"" Tl e
“vThat’gaPny : SN LY B TR S A YITe [y AT RE TPV |
It ean®t be heﬂped " sandisusannwith A sugjw Fonis vz
¢ It can’t be helped—how do you know that ?” said he. .-«

s:Sipd dear Sirt ”* cried she, looking wpat thitw, .and @'sudden

ray of"hope beamed in hermgendousc tenhnce' g e
¢ And if you could help it, Susand” 127 7 a0 pene o
Susan' chs*ped her hands in sﬂence, more’ expressrve thr

wordsi - Ll e
“ You can help it, Susan ” o
She started up in an ‘ecstacy. . Cet Ny @V

¢ What would you give now to- have your: faxhemat»homb
for & whole week longer ?” I S
< Any' thing I—but I have nothing.” -
“Yes, but you have a lamb,” said the hard-hearted astomey :
¢« My poox livdle lamb ¥ said Susan, “but what gOud dani ’
that do ?”
“¢ What good can any lamb do ?—is not lamb: good 0. 68t P“
Why do you look so pale, girl ?  Are not sheep: killed every -
day, and don’t you eat mutton ? Is your lamb better than any
body’s else, think you ?” P
] don’t know, but I love it better.” -+ - o e
¢ More fool you.” : WL
“ It féeds out of my hand, it follows me abom I have al-r »
ways taken -care of it, my mother gaveit to mes” ) > g e =
¢ Well, say no more about it then, if- you love: your: lamb bet-l :
ter than your father and your mother both, keep [t, *and good
mérning ‘to you.” ot o haves
“Stay, oh stay !” cried Susan, catchmg the skmv of -his edat
with an eager and trembling hand ;—* a whole wesk; did.yow: -
say' ? - My mother may get better in that time. —{Noj bdb 1idt
love my ‘lamb half so well.” The struggle of v mind-ciasedss .
and- withia placid countenance and calm voice, -“Jake thec :

lamb,”" said she. . —!i'—;, poiid B dpo S
~Where is it ?” said the attorney. et
“ Grazing in the meadow by the river snde HE oA
“ It waust be brought up before night-fall fonithebmuhem‘resm
member.” e

“ I shall not forget it,” said Susan steadily.. Butas sbon

as her persecutor had turned his back and quitted. the houde; .

she' sat-doewn, and hid her face in her hands.~ Shewas sodn

roused by the sound of her mother’s feeblecoiee; who:was: -

cailnhg »Sughn from' ithies inner rtoom: whete«she day. Susan
werit in, but'did not undraw the curtain as:she:stead hesiderahens
bed. doEq in e G ol vy i o diser gl ol bojw 010
< Are wu there, ldveﬂbauuhdcawdhcmnnmwd}mddmay asequ
#ou, and tell me—I thought:k heardsdrmlstmbgwmmé Jst!

now talkmg to my child.—Sourething’s amiss,Susany’ ssidther

L]
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nifother, raising herself as well as she was'able " in the 1bed “to
exiniitie her-daughter’s countenance. - '

A4 Weuld You' thitik it amisé ‘then, my ' denr moﬁaer, smd
Sisaly; stooping’ ¢6'kies her; < would you ‘think R amlss, Yf my
- father was to stay with us a week longer 7’ " -

«“/Basan, you' don’t say 80 P* .

“ He is indeed a whole Week —but how burnmg hof. your
Ban& sl e

¢« Are you sure he will stay ? How do you know ¢  Who
told you so ?—Tell me all quick.”

+ ¢« Attorney Case told me so ; he can: get him a week’s long-
‘er-leave-of absence, and he has promlsed he will.”

“‘God ‘bless him for it for ever and ever !” said the poor
wom"dn,' Joining her hands. ¢ May the blessing of heaven 'be
with him !”

Susan closed the curtains and was sdent——she could not say
Amen.: -

.- She ‘was called out of the room "at: tlus moment, for a mes-
senger was come from the Abbey for the bread bills.—It was
she who always made out the bills, for though she had -net had
4 'great  number of lessons from the writing-master, she had
taken so much pains to learn, that she could write a very neat,
légible hand, and she found this very useful ; she was not, to
be sure, partlcularly inclined to draw out a long bill at this in-
" stant, but business must be done. She set to work, ruled her
lines for the‘pounds, shillings, and pence, made out the bill for
the Abbey, and despatched the impatient messenger ; then she
resolved to make out all the bills for the neighbours, who had
many of them taken a few loaves and rolls of her baking. “1I
hed ‘better get all my business finished,” said she to herself,
“before I go down to the meadow to take leave of my poor
lamb.”~ - This was sooner said than done ; for she found that
she had a great number of bills to write, and the slate on which
she had entered the account was not immediately to be -found,
and when it was found, the figures were almost rubbedout ;
Barbara had sat down upon it ; Susan pored over the number
of loaves, and the names of the persons who took them, and
she wrote, and cast up sums, and corrected and re-corrected
them, till her head grew quite puzzled.

The table was covered with little square bits of paper, on
which she had been writing bills over and over agaxn, when her
father came in with a bill in his hand, . .. .

« How’s this, Susan ?” said be: jmet How -can.- ~you be so
careless, child ? ? What is- your - headsrunning:upon ¢ Here
look at the bill you were sending up to-the ‘Abbey ! I met the
messenger, and luckily asked to see how much it was. —Look
@O0 00 so cho n s s 2w oot ot i 1k
ad thouad o bounnutot L et e tQ.v;m_ G U



PARENT'S ASSISTANT, ' 31

Sysan . looked and blushed ; it was waittea,. % Sir, Apﬂmr
Somers to John Price debwr six,, dozen : lawhs, sp much.”.
She altered it, and returned it to her fatlgep 3: bus he ,hadnaken
up some of the papers which lay upm the. table,— Wha\t1 ago
all these, child ?* - i m oy

¢ Some of them are wrong, an'd lve wnmgthe;n om agmn ”
said - Susan. : VIS IR

«Some of them ! all of them, 1 thmk seem to be wmng, if
I cam read,” said her father, rather angrily 3 and he poxnhed v
out to her sundry strange mistakes.

Her head indeed had been rumning upon herm }amb
She corrected all the mistakes with so much patiepce, and bore
to be blamed with so much good humour, that her father at
last said, that it was impossible ever to scold Susan wnhoqtrbw
ing in the wrong at the last,

As soon as all was set right, he took the bills, and saldfhe

would go round to the neighbours, and collect the money him-
self, for that he should be very proud to have it to say: tp tliem,
that it was all earned by his own little daughter.. . .

Susan resolved to keep the pleasure of telling him. uf lus
week’s reprieve till he should come home to sup, as he had
promised to do, in her mother’s room.—She was not . sorry. tp
hear him sigh-as he passed the knapsack, which she had baeen'
packing up for his journey.

« How delighted he will be when he hears the geodgewq j?’
said she to herself “butI know he will be a llttlwsorry o
for my poor lamb.” d e
»As she had now settled all her business, she thogght she could
have time to go down to the meadow by the river side to see
her favourite ; but just as she had tied on her straw hat the vxlw
lage clock struck four, and this was the hour at which she always
went to fetch her little brothers home from a dame-school agar
the village. She knew that they would be disappointed. if
she was later than usual, and she did not like- w;i&epr them
waiting, because they were very patient, good boys-; se she put
off the visit to her lamb, and went 1mmed1amly for he;' bm&hﬂlﬁ

e . N IR U AN L~

CHAPTER II.

" aE¢nin thespnng,cndplay-umeéflﬁeyéar, E ‘7,‘"" G j"";n':
That calls the unwonted villager abroad,’ e i 19 T
.t 'With all Mér Raié ones; asportive train] -7 w00 4o
S ~ «; 'Fo gather kipg-cupa ia the yellow mead,: ! CRS Ty 227 15
AR M"”*»"TM“‘W““‘"‘ o 9O {1 ods 15 ook
. wapﬂ v
coad- o Lo RO HYe vioad higre REIJICET LY

TaE dame-school Whlch was about-a mile from the himlet,
was not a splendid mansion, but it was reverenced as much by
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the young race of village-scholars, as if it had been the most
stately edifice in the land ; it was a low roofed, long, thatched
tenement, sheltered by a few reverend oaks, under which many
generations of hopeful children had in their turn gambolled.
The close-shaven green, which sloped down from the hatch
door of the school-room, was paled round with a rude paling,
which, though decayed in some parts by time, was not in any
place broken by violence. The place bespoke order and
peace. The dame who governed here was well obeyed, be-
cause she was just, and well beloved, because she was ever
glad to give well-earned praise, and pleasure to her little
subjects.

Susan had once been under her gentle dominion, and had
been deservedly her favourite scholar ; the dame often cited
her as the best example to the succeeding tribe of emulous
youngsters.

Susan. had scarcely opened the wicket, which separated the
green before the school-room door from the lane, when she
heard the merry voices of the children, and saw the little troop
issuing from the hatchway, and spreading over the green.
<~ % Oh! there’s our Susan!” cried her two little brothers,

running, leaping, and bounding up to her, and many of the oth-
er rogy girls and boys crowded round her, to talk of their plays,
for Susan was easily interested in all that made others happy ;
but she could not make them comprehend, that, if they all spoke
at once, it ‘was not possible that she could hear what was said.
The ' voices were still raised one above another, all eager to
establish some important observation about nine-pins, or mar-
bles, or tops, or bows and arrows, when suddenly music was
heard, unusual music, and the crowd was silenced. The mu-
sic seemed to be near the spot where the children were stand-
ing, and they looked round to see whence it could come.

Susan pointed to the great oak tree, and they beheld, seated

under its'shade, an old man playing upon his harp.
. The children all approached—at first timidly, for the sounds
were solemn, but as the harper heard their little footsteps coming
towards him, he changed his hands and played one of his most
lively tunas. The circle closed, and pressed nearer and nearer
to him ; some who were in the foremost row whispered to
each other, “ Heis blind! What a pity !” and * He looks
very ‘poor, what a ragged coat he wears ! said others. « He
taust be very old; for all his hair is . white, and he must have
travelled a great way, for his shoes are qune worn out,” ob-
sérved adother.

All these remarks were made w}nlst he-was. mmg his barp,
{or when he once more began to play not a word was uttered.

. He seemed pleased- by their simple - exclamations of wonder
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and delight, and: eager to- amuse his young audience, he played
now a gay and now a pathetic air, to.sit their several humours. -

Susan’s voice, which was soft and sweet, expressive of en-
tleness and good-nature, caught his.ear the mament.she
he-turned his face eagerly to the: place. where she stqod, and it
was -observed; that whenevar sha said. that she liked asy iune
partictiarly, he played it over again.

“F am blind,” said the old man, * and cannot s,ee your
faces, but I know you all asunder by your voices, and 1 can
guass prewy well & all your humours and  chaxacters hy yowr
voices.”

¢« Can you so mdeed  cried Susan’s little bmther William,
who- had statiened  himself between the. old man’s knees.
“ Then you heard my sister Susan. speak just now,—GCan yqu
tell us: what sort of a person she is 27 :

“Thes } can, I think, without being a con}uron, said the -
old man; kfting the boy up. on his knee, * your sister Susan is
good-natured.”

The boy clapped his hands

“ And good-t

 Raght,” said litde leh&m with a louder cla.p of applause.

5 And- very foud of the litle boy who sits upon my knee.”

“ Qright ! right! quite right ! exclaimed the child, and
“ guie right: ! echoed an all sides.

“ Bus how onmae you to knaw so much, when you are hlind, ?”
ssid William, examining the ald man attentively, . . ,

* Husls,” said John, who wasia year alder than his brather,
zlnddve:y sags, “ you should net put kim. in mingd of his heing

in b2

¢ Fhongh 1 am blind,” said the haxper, “Ican heax, y:ou
knaw, and I heard from your sister herself all that T told
of her, that she was good-tempered and goodsnatuged, and Qud
of yau, ™, n, .

¢ Qh, that’s wmng»—-you did nat hear ali thas ffom hesself,
I'm sure,” said- John, “ for -nobady ever hears her praising
herself,”

“Did not Ikear her toll- you, when you first came round
me, that she was iu & great:burry to- go home, but that she
would stay. a little while, since you wished it so m,uch—Was
nat: that goodwnatured 7 apd when you said you did not like
the tune- she hked best, she was not angry with you, but said,
¢then play Willigsa' vﬁ.rat, if yqu please.’-Was not that 5@\0@
tompered £ .

« Oh,” imerrupted Wnlhasm, “its all true ; bt how did.
miﬁl owishat ashe was. foad of me ”

< That is such » difficalt question,” said the hawper,. « tﬁht
Lmdte siene to.eensider.”—He tuned bis harp. as,he.@om

. \
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dered, or seemed to ponder ; and at this instant, two boys,"

who had been searching for birds nests in the hedges, and who
had heard the sound of the harp, came blustering up, and push~
ing their way through the circle, one of them exclaimed,

-4 What’s going on here >—Who are you, my old fellow ?—
A ~blind harper ; well, play us a tune, if you can play ever a
gobd one——play me—let’s see, what shall he play, Bob ?”
added he, turning to his companion.  * Bumper Squire Jones.”

The old man, though he did not seem quite pleased with the

peremptory manner of the request, played, as he was desired,
¢ Bumper Squire Jones ;' and several other tunes were after-
wards bespoke by the same rough and tyrannical voice.

- The little' children shrunk back in timid silence, and eyed
the great brutal boy with dislike.

"This boy- was the son of attorney Case, and as his father"

had neglected to correct his temper when he was a child, as

he grew up.it became insufferable ; all who were younger and"

weaker ‘than himself, dreaded his approach, and detested him
as a tyrant.. -

"When 'the old harper was so tired, that he could play no
more; a lad, who usually carried his harp for him, and who was
withitsicall; came up, and held his master’s hat to the company,
saying; ‘“Will you be pleased to remember us.” The chil-
dren readily produced their half-pence, and thought their wealth
well bestowed upon this poor good-natured man, who had taken
so much pains to entertain them, better even than upon the
gingér-bredd-woman whose stall they loved to frequent. The

hat ‘was held some time to the attorney’s son before he chose

to'sed it 3 tat last he put his hand surlily into his waistcoat pock-
etj'and: pulled out a shilling ; there were sixpenny worth of
halfpence: ‘in: the hat, “ I'll take these halfpence,” said he,
“ and here’s a shilling for you.” '

© #-God bless you, Sir,” said the lad, but as he took the shil-

Eni, which the young gentleman had slily put into the blind

-hand; he-saw-that it was not worth one farthing.

_ ¢ 1 -am: afraid it.is not good, Sir,” said the lad, whose busi-
ness'it-was to/examine the money for his master.

4T arm afraid: them you’ll get no other,” said young Case,
with an insulting laugh.

"« It never will do, Sir,” persisted the lad, “look at it your-
self, the édges areall yellow ; you can see the copper, through
i€ 'quite plai.p i Biry. nobody- will take it from us.”

“ That’s your affair,” said the brutal boy, pushing away his
“hahds;. %you.mbay -pass ity you -know; as well as 1 do, if you
ook sharpissyost vhave ,taken it .from me, and I shan’t take it
baék again, 1 promise you,'" . ;.

[EEE Dot oSy . o
- At whisperiof 4 that’s ¥ery. unjust,” was heard.—The listle
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assembly, though under evident constraint, could no longer
suppress their indignation.

“ Who says it’s unjust ?” cried the tyrant sternly lookmg
down upon his judges.

Susan’s little brothers had held her gown fast to preven’t her
from moving at the beginning of this contest, and- she was now
so much interested to see the end of it, that she stood. still, with-
out making any resistance.

“Is any one here amongst yourselves a judge of snlver,
said the old man.

““ Yes, here’s the butcher’s boy,” said the attorney’s son,
¢ show it to him.”

He was a sickly lookmg boy, and of a remarkably pea(;eable
disposition.

Young Case fancied that he would be afraid to- gwe judg-
ment against him ; however, after some moments’ hesitation, and
after turning the’ shllhng round several times, he pronounced,
‘ that, as far as his judgment went, but he did not.pretend to
be downright certain sure of it, the shilling was not aver and
above good.” Then turning to Susan, to screen himself from
manifest danger, for the attorney s son looked upon him with a
vengeful mein, “ But here’s Susan here, who understands. sil-
ver a great deal better than I do, she takes a power of it for
bread, you know.”

« I leave it to her,” said the old harper ; nf she says the
shilling is good, keep it, Jack.”

The shilling was handed to Susan, who, though she: had mth
becoming modesty ' forborne all interference, did not hesitate,
when she was called upon, to speak the truth ;: ‘.1 thinks that
this shilling is a bad one,” said she, and the gentle but.finm
tone in which she pronounced the words, for a mommt qwed
and silenced the angry and brutal boy. =

“ There’s another, then,” eried he ; 5 « [ have: satpendes and
shillings too in plenty, thank my stars.’

Susan now walked away with her two little: bwtliess, and all
the other children separated to go to their several homes.!

The old harper called to Susan, and begged, that, if she:was
going towards the village, she would be so kmd as‘to show hlm
the way.

His lad took up his harp, and little Wlll:am eook tﬁe old
man by the hand, « I1l lead him, ¥-ean lead him,” said. he ;
and , John ran on" before them, to gather‘ kmg-migs m, the
mebltéw.. ' it g 2o

Thete 'was a small rivalet’ Wlnethmy haditos oross,‘andv
the pldnk Which served for'a bridgdéveritiwas rathers mastow,

’Susan \gas afraid to trust the old blind marto-his listhe nonduc-
‘tot'; ‘she’ thé¥éforre ‘Went:on thé tottéting plank first hedself/and
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then led the old harper carefully over ; they wete now come
to a gate, which opened upon the high road to the village.

“ There is the high road straight before you,” said Susan to
the lad, who was carrying his master’s harp, *you can’t miss
it; now 1 must bid you a good evening, forI’'m in a great
hurry to get home, and must go the short way across the fields
here, which would not be so pleasant for you, because of the
stiles—Good bye.”

The old harper thanked her, and went along the high road,
whilst she and her brothers tripped on as fast as they could by
the short way across the fields.

“ Miss Somers, 1 am afraid, will be waiting for us,” said
Susan ; “you know she said she would call at six, and by the
length of our shadows’m sure it is late.”

When they came to their own cottage door, they heard many
voices, and they saw, when they entered, several ladies stand-
ing in the kitchen.

“ Come in, Susan, we ‘thought gfu had quite forsaken us,”
said Miss Somersto Susan, who advanced timidly. 1 faney -
you forgot, that ‘we promised to pay you a visit this evening ;
but you nreed mot blush s0 much ag'out the mutter, there is no
great harm ‘done, we have only been here about five minutes,
and we have been well employed in admiring your neat garden,
and your orderly shelves. Isit you, Susan, who 'keep these
these things in such mice order !” continued Miss Somers,
looking round the kitchen. _

Before Susan couldreply, littte William pushed forward, and
answered,

“ Yes, Ma’am, it is my sister Susan that keeps every thing
iteat, and she always comes ‘to school for us too, which wa3s
what caused her to be so late. Because as how,” continued
John, ¢ she was loth to refuse us the hearing a blind man play
on the harp—it was we kept her,’and we hopes, Ma’am, as yo
are—as you seem so gobd, you won't take it amiss.” :

Miss gomers and ‘her sister smiled at the affectionate sim-
plicity, with which Susan’s little brothers undertook her de-
fence, and they were, from this slight circumstance, disposed
to think yet more favourably of a family, which seemed so weH
united. :

They took Susanalong with them through ‘the village ; ‘'man
caine to their ‘doors, and far from envying, all secretly wishe
Susan well as she passed. . . :

“ I fancy we shall find what we want here,” said Miss
Somers, stopping beforea shop, where unfolded sheets of pins
and glass, buttons glistened rin the window, and where: rolls of
many, egloured ribbons .appeared ranged in tempting order.
She went ‘i, and was rejoiced to see the shelves at the back
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of the counter well furnished with glossy tiersof stuffs, and gay,
neat, printed linens and calicoes. o e

¢ Now, Susan, choose yourself a gown,” said Miss Someérs ;
“ you set an example of industry and good conduct, of which
we wish to take public notice, for the benefit of others.” "

The shopkeeper, who was father to Susan’s friend Rdse,
looked much satisfied by this speech, and as if a compliment
had been paid to himself, bowed low to Miss Somers, and then
with alertness, which a London linen draper might have ad-
mired, produced piece after piece of his best goods to his
young customer—unrolled, unfolded, held the bright stuffy-and
callendered calicoes in various lights. Now stretched’ his arm
to the highest shelves, and brought down in a trice what seem-
ed to be beyond the reach of any but a giant’s arm ; now dived
into some hidden recess beneath the counter, and brought to
light fresh beauties, and fresh temptations. ' :

Susan looked on with more indifference than most of the
spectators.—She was thinking much of her lamb, and more of
her father. Con

Miss Somers bad put a bright guinea into her hand, and had
bid her pay for her own gown ; but Susan, as she looked - at
the guinea, thought it was a great deal of money to lay out
upon herself, and she wished, but did not know how to ask,
that she might keep it for a better purpose.

Some people are wholly inattentive to the lesser feelings, and
incapable of reading the countenances of those on whom they
bestow their bounty.—Miss Somers and her sister were ot of
this roughly charitable class. o

« She does not like any of these things,” whispéred Miss
Somers to her sister. e

Her sister observed, that Susan looked as if het thoughits
were far distant from gowns. co Wb

“If you don’t fancy sny of these things,” daid the civil *
shopkeeper to Susan, « we shall have a new assorthent of ‘cal-
icoes for the spring season soon from town.” ~* -~ -

% Oh,” interrupted Susan, with a smile and @ blush, “ these
are all pretty, and too good for me, but— -

s But what, Susan ?” said Miss Somers: > ¢ Pell-us what
i$ passing in your little mind.” , .

Susan hesitated. - ' Geteae e

“ Well then, we will not press you ; you are scarcely-ac- -
quaiated with us yet, when you are, you will not-be afrdid, -
hope, to speak your wind:~Put this shining yelow courtet,”
continued she, pomting to’ the gainea,"* in' your pocket;” sind
make whatuse - of it -you please. Fromr'what-we ktiow,apd"
from what wa:have hearduof Yyott, we are pérshatled’thar yet *
will make a good useof #:P ac Vs oaepr LW DGR E T9W e

.
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“] think, Madam,” said the master of the shop, with a
shrewd good-natured look, “1I could give a pretty good guess
myself what will become of that guinea—but I say nothing.”

“ No, that is right,” said Miss Somers, ¢ we leave Susan
entirely at liberty, and now we will not detain her any longer.
Good night, Susan, we shall soon come again to your neat
cottage.”

Susan curtseyed with an expressive look of gratitude, and
with a modest frankness in her countenance, which seemed to
say, “ I would tell you and welcome what I want to do with
the guinea—but I am not used to speak before so many people ;
‘when you come to our cottage again you shall know all.”

 When Susan had departed, Miss Somers turned to the oblig-
ing shopkeeper, who was folding up all the things he had open-
ed, “ You have had a great deal of trouble with us, Sir,” said
she, ¢ and since Susan will not choose a gown for herself, I
must.”—She selected the prettiest, and whilst the man was
rolling it in paper, she asked him several questions about Susan
and her family, which he was delighted to answer, because he-
had now an opportunity of saying as much as he wished in her
praise.

“No later back, Ma’am, than last May morning,” said he,
‘ as my daughter Rose was telling us, Susan did a turn, in her
quiet way, by her mother, that would not displease you if you
were to hear it.  She was to have been Queen of the May,.
ladies, which, in our little village, amongst the younger tribe, is.
a thing, ladies, that is thought of a good deal—but Susan’s mo-
ther was ill, and Susan, after sitting up with her all night, would
not leave her in the morning, even when they brought the erown
to her.~—She put the crown upon my daughter Rose’s head with
her own hands, and to be sure Rose loves her as well as if she
was her own sister ; but I don’t speak from partiality, for 1
am no relation whatever to the Prices, only a well-wisher, as
every one, I believe, who knows them is.——I’ll send the parcel
up to the Abbey, shall I, ma’am ?” .

«If you please,” said Miss Somers, ‘and let us know as
soon asyou receive your new things from town. You will, I
hope, find us good customers, and well-wishers,” added she
with a smile, “for those who wish well to their neighbours
surely deserve to have well-wishers themselves.” -

A few words may encourage the benevolent passions, and
may dispose people to live in peace and happiness ;—a few
~ words may set them at variance, and may leag ‘to misery and
lawsuits.—Attorney Case and Miss Somers weré both equally
convinced of this, and their’ practice was uniformly" ‘consistent

- -with their principles. L
But now to return to Susan.—She put the bright guinea care-
fully into the glove with the twelve shillings,which she had receiv-
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ed from her companions on May-day. Besides this treasure,
she calculated, that the amount of the bills for bread could
not be less than eight or nine and thirty shillings, and as her
father was now sure of a week’s reprieve, she had great hopes,
that, by some means or other, it would be possible to make up
the whole sum necessary to pay for a substitute. ¢ If that
could but be done,” said she to herself, how happy would
my mother be !—She would be quite stout again, for she cer-
tainly is a great deal better since morning, since 1 told her that
father would stay a week longer.—Ah ! but she would not
have blessed attorney Case though, if she had known about my
poor Daisy.”

Susan took the path that led to the meadow by the water
side, resolved to go by herself, and take leave of her innocent
favourite. But she did not pass by unperceived ; her little
brothers were watching for her return, and as soon as they saw
her, they ran after her and overtook her as she reached the
meadow.

“ What did that good lady want w1th you ?” cried William ;
but looking up in his sister’s face, he saw tears in her eyes,
and he was silent, and walked on quietly.

. Susan saw her lamb by the water-side.

¢“ Who are those two men?” said William. ¢ What are
they going to do with Daisy 2”

The two men were attorney Case and the butcher.—The
butcher was feeling whether the lamb was fat.

Susan sat down upon the bank in silent sorrow ;—her httle
brothers ran up to the butcher and demanded whether he was
goi ‘g to do any harm to the lamb.

The butcher did not answer, but the attorney replied. * It
is not your sister’s lamb any longer, it’s mine—mine to all in-
tents and purposes.”

“ Yours !” cried the children with terror ; “and will you
kill it ?”

<¢ That’s the butcher’s business.”

The little boys now burst into piercing lamentations ; they
pushed away the butcher’s hand, they threw their arms round
the neck of the lamb, they Lissed its forehead—it bleated.

¢ It will not bleat to-morrow ! said William, and he wept
bitterly.

The butcher looked aside, and hastily rubbed his eyes with
the corner of his blue apron.

The attorney stood unmoved ; he. pulled up the head of the
lamb, which had just stopped to crop a mouthful of clover.—
2 | have no time to waste,” said he ; ¥ butcher, you’ll account
wnth me “If it’s fat—the sooner the better., Pve no more to
say.”  And he walked off, deaf to.the pravers of the poor
children. s .
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As soon as the dttorney was outof sight, Susan rose from the
Bank where she was seated, came up to her lamb, and stooped-
to gather some of the fresh dewy trefoil, to let it eat out of
her hand for the last time.~~FPoor Daisy licked her well-known
band.

* Now, let us g6,” said Susan.
¢« PIl wait as long as you please,” said the butcher.

. Susan thanked him, but walked away quickly, without loek-
ing again at her lamb.

Her little brothers begged the man to stay a few minutes,

for they had gathered a handful of blue speedwell and yellow
crowsfoot, and they were decking the poor animal.
- As it followed the boys through the village, the children eol-
lected as they passed, and the butcher’s own son was among
the number. Susan’s steadimess about the bad shilling was
full in this boy’s memiory, it had saved him a beating ; he went
directly to his father to beg the life of Susan’s lamb.

“1 was thinking about it, boy, myself,” said the butcher ;
“it’s a sin to kill a pet lamb, Pm thinking—any way it’s what
P’m not used to and don’t faney doing, and Fll go and say
as much to attorney Case-—but he’s a hard man ; there’s but
one way to deal with him, and that’s the way I must take,
though so be I shall be the loser thereby, but we’ll say nothing
to the boys, for fear it might be the thing would not take, and
then it would be wotse again to poor Susan, whois a good girl,
and always was, as well she may, bging of a good breed, and'
well reared from the first.” ‘

¢ Come, lads, don’t keep a crowé» and a scandal about my
door,” continued he, aloud to the ghildren ; ¢ turn the lamb
i here, John, in the paddock, for to-night, and go your ways
home.” :

The crowd dispersed, but murmured, and the butcher went
to the attorney. ¢ Seeing that all you want is a good, fat,
tender lamb, for a present for Sir Arthur, as you told me,”
said the butcher, “ I could let you have what’s as good and
better for your purpose.”

¢ Better—if it’s better I’'m ready te hear reason.”

The butcher had a choice, tender lamb, he said, fit to eat
the next day, and as Mr. Case was impatient to make his
offering to Sir Arthur, he accepted the butcher’s proposal,
though with such seeming reluctance, that he actually squeezed
out of him, before he would complete the bargain, 8 bribe of a
fine sweetbread.

. In the mean time Susan’s brothers ran home to tell her, that
ber lamb was put into the paddock for the night ; this was all
they knéw, and even this was some comfort to her.—Bose, her

friend, was with her, and she had before her the pleasure

of telling her father of his week’s reprieve—her mother was _
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better, and even said she was determined to sit up to supper in
her wicker arm-chair.

Susan was getting things ready for supper, when little Wil-
liam, who was standing at the house-door, watching in the dusk
for his father’s return, suddenly exclaimed, ¢ Susan ! if here
is not our old man !”

““Yes ! said the old harper, “1 have found my way to you ;
the neighbours were kind enough to show me where-abouts
you lived, for though I didu’t know “your name, they guessed
who I meant by what I said of you all.”

Susan came to the door, and the old man was delighted to
hear her speak again.

¢ If it would not be too bold,” said he, “I'm a stranger in
this part of the country, and come from afar off ; my boy has
got a bed for himself here in the village, but I have no place—
could you be so charitable to give an old bhnd man a night’s
lodging ?”

Susan said she would step and ask her mother, and she soon
returned with an answer, that he was heartily welcome, if he
could sleep upon the children’s bed, which was but small.

The old man thankfully entered the hospitable cottage—he -
struck his head against the low' roof as he stepped over the
door sill.

¢« Many roofs that are twice as high are not half so good,”
said he.

Of this he had just had experience at the house of attorney
Case, where he had asked, but had been roughly refused all
assistance by Miss Barbara, who was, according to her usual
custom, standing staring at the hall door.

The old man’s harp was set down in farmer Price’s kitchen,
and he promised to play a tune for the boys before they went
to bed ; their mother giving them leave to sit up to supper
with then' father. :

He came home with a sorrowful countenance, but how soon
did it brighten, when Susan, with a smile, said to him, ¢ Fath-
er, we’ve good news for you ! good news for us all '—You have
a whole week longer to stay with us, and perhaps,” continued
she, putting her little purse into his hands, ¢ perhaps with what’s
here, and the bread bills, and what may somehow be got to-
gether before a week’s at an end,  we may make up the nine
guineas for the substitute, as they call him'; who knows, dear-
est mother, but we may keep him with us’ forever ’—As she
spoke, she threw her arms round her father, who pressed her
to his' bosom without speaking, for his heart was full. He was
some little time, before e tould perfectly believe that what he
heard” ‘Trueg But thé‘révrved smlles of his w1fe, the nom

o 6

By Tt O NS SR S PN



42 EDGEWORTH’S WORKS,

joy of his hittle boys, and the satisfaction that shone in Susan’s

countenance, convinced him that he was not in a drear. .

.- Asthey sat. dewn.to supper, the old harper was made wel-
¢ome to-hisshare of .the cheerful, though frugal meal. v
=1 Susan's father, as soon .as supper was finished, even before
he would let the harper play a tune for his boys, opened the
lisle purse, which Susan had given to him ; he was surprised
at the sight of the twelve shillings, and still more, when he
eame to the bottom of the purse, to see the bright golden
guinea. -

. ¢ How did you come by all this money, Susan ?” said he.

¢ Honestly and handsomely, that I am sure of beforehand,”
sdid her proud mether, *but how I can’t make out, except by
the baking.—Hey, Susan, is this your first baking ?”

. ¢ Oh, no, no,” said her father, ¢ 1 have her first baking snug
here, besides, in my pocket. I kept it for a surprise to do
your mother’s heart good, Susan. Here’s twenty-nine shillings
and the Abbey bill, which is net paid yet, comes to tea more.—
What think you df this, wife 7 have we not a right to be proud

.of our Susan?  Why,” continued he, turning to the har-
per, 1 ask your pardon for speaking out so free before strdn--
gers in praise of my own, which I know is not manaerly ; but
the truth is the fittest thing to be spoken, as I think, at al}
tines, therefore here’s your good health, Susan P=~why, by
and by she’ll be worth her weight in gold—in silver at least.—
Bat tell us, child, how came you by all this riches? and how
eomes it that I .don’t go to-morrow ?—All this happy news
.miakes me so gay in myself, I'm afraid I shall hardly under-
stand it rightly.—But speak on, child—first bringing us a bot-
tle of the good mead you made last year from your own honey.”
- Susan: did not much like to tell the history of her guinea
.hen—of the gawn—and of her poor lamb—part of this wduld
‘seem as if she was vaunting of her own generosity, and part of
it she did not like to recollect. But hér mother pressed to
know the whole, and she related it as simply as she could.—
‘When she came to the story of her lamb, her voice faltered,
-and every body present.was touched.—The old harper sighed
onece, and eleared his throat several times—he then asked for
‘his barp, and; after tuning it for a considerable time, he recol-
lected; for hehad: often fits of absence, that be . sent for it to
. play the tune he had promised to she boys. _

.- 'This harpes came from a great distanee,.from the mountdigs
.of Wales; to.cantend:. with: several other: eompetitors for a
‘prize;-which had: been advertised by & mugical socipfy about.a
“year beforauthis time. i, There. wes: to. be a,gplendid hall given
~upen the)decasion at: Shrewshiiry, which wag about- five miles
from oup village.: . Thei prize was ten guingas for the best per-

I

v ettha slipaonio ot o oo e e

St Wl



PARENT’S ASSISTANT. 43

former on the harp, and the pnze Was now 0’ be decided in a
few days.

" All this intelligence Barbara had long since gamed fwm ‘her
maid, who often went to visit in the town of Shrewsbury, and
she had long had her imagination inflamed with the idea of this
splendid music meeting and ball. * Often had she sighed.to be
there, and often had she revolved in her:mind schemes: for in~
troducing herself to some genteel neighbours, who might take
her to the ball in their carriage.—How rejoiced, how .trium-
phant was she, when this very evening, just about the time
when the butcher was bargaining with her father about Susan’s
lamb, a livery servant from the Abbey rapped at the door, and
left a card of invitation for Mr. and Miss Barbara Case.

¢ There,” cried Bab, ¢ I and papa are to dine and drink
tea at the Abbey to-morrow.—Who knows ?—I dare say,.when
they see that I’m not a vulgar-logking person, end all that—
and if T go cunningly to work with Miss Somers—as 1 shall—
to be sure, 1 dare say, she’ll take me to the ball with her.”.

« To be sure,” said the maid, ¢ it’s the least one may ex-
pect from a lady that demeans herself to visit Susan Price, and
goes about a shopping for her; the least she can do for youis
to take you in her carriage, which costs nothing, but is Just a
common civility to -a ball.”

¢« Then pray, Betty,” continued Miss Barbara, don’t. for-
get to-morrow, the first thing you do, to send off to Shrews-
bury-for my new boanet—I must have it to dixe in, at the Ab-
bey, or the ladies will think nothing .of me~-and, Betwty, re-
member the mantua-maker too. - I must see and coax papa,
to buy me a new gown against tthe hall. I ean see, you know,
something of the fashions to-morrow at the Abbey, I shall loek
the ladies well ober, 1 promise you.—And, Betty, I have thought
of -the most charming present for Migs Somms 28 pape says,
it’s good never to go empty-handed to a great howse, I’ll make
‘Miss Somers, who is fond, as her maid :told yoeu, of such things
—7T’ll make Miss Somess a present of that-Guinea hen of §i-
‘san’s j—it’s of no use to.me, so do you carry it up parly in the
'morm?g to the Abbey with my comphm&nta.-m——'l‘hm’s the
thing.”

In full confidence ithat her present, a.nd fber hnnnet, mmld
"operate effectunlly in her favour, Miss Barbere pad ber firit
visit at the Abbey. She: expected to see wonders,: she was
~dresséd in all the finery, which she bad heard from: ber waid,
who had heard from ithe “preatice- .ofia Shoewshury mﬂ}inm',
‘was dhe thing ‘in London; ‘ssd -she was much surpwsesl awd
" disa) , 'when she was shown into-the voom: whete -the
Misses'Somens, and the'ladies at: the:: xbbay&wewsmg, o s8e
that they did not, in' ey :one purt of Aivein dressy agreanvith e
_picture her imagination had formed.of fashwnable hdms She
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was embarrassed when she saw books, and work, and drawings
upon the table, and she began to think, that some affront was
meant to her, because the company did not sit with their hands
before them. When Miss Somers endeavoured to find out con-
versation that would interest her, and spoke of walks, and flow-
ers, and gardening, of which she was herself fond, Miss Barba-
ra still thought herself under-valued, and soon contrived to ex-
pose her ignorance most completely, by talking of things which
she did not understand.

- Those who never attempt to appear what they are not—
those who do not in their manners pretend to any thing unsuit-
ed to their habits and situation in life, never are in danger of
being laughed at by sensible, well-bred people of any rank ; but
affectation is the constant and just object of ridicule. :

Miss Barbara Case, with her mistaken airs of gentility, aim-
ing to be thought a woman, and a fine lady, whilst she was in
reality a-child, and a vulgar attorney’s daughter, rendered her-
self so thoroughly ridiculous, that the good-natured, yet dis-
cerning spectators, were painfully divided between their sense
of comic absurdity, and a feeling of shame for one who could
feel nothing for herself. :

One by one the ladies dropped off—Miss Somers went out
of the room for a few minutes to alter her dress, as it was the
custom of the family, before dinner.  She left a portfolio. of
pretty drawings and good prints, for Miss Barbara’s amuse-
ment: but Miss Barbara’s thoughts were so intent upon the
harper’s ball, that she could not be entertained with such
trifles. , - :

How unhappy are those, who spend their time in expecta-
tion ! they can never enjoy the present moment.

Whilst Barbara was contriving means of interesting Miss
Somers in her favour, she recollected, with surprise, that not
one word had yet been said of her present of the Guinea hen.

Mrs. Betty, in the hurry of her dressing her young lady in
the morning, had forgotten it, but it came just whilst Miss So-
mers was dressing, and the house-keeper came into her mis-
tress’s room to announce its arrival.

“ Ma’am,” says she, “here’s a beautiful Guinea hen just
come, with Miss Barbara Case’s compliments to you.”

Miss Somers knew, by the tone in which the house-keeper
delivered this message, that there was something in the busi-
ness, which did not perfectly please her. = She made no an-.
swer, in expedtation that.the housekeeper, who was a. woman
of a very opén -temper, would- explain her cause of dissatisfac- .
tion.—Ih- this- she .was, not mistaken, the hqusekeeper came
closa up-fo. tha dressing-table, and ¢ontinued, * Luever like to
speak till I’m: sure, ma’am, and I’m. not quite swxe, fo say cer-

thin, in’ this; case, »ma’amy but still 1 think it. right to tell you,
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which can’t wrong any body, what came across my ‘mind about
this same Guinea hen, ma’am, and you can inquire into it, and
do as you please afterwards, ma’am. Some time ago we had
fine Guinea fowls of our own, and I made bold, not thinking,
to be sure, that all our own would die away from us, as they
have done, to give a fine couple last Christmas to Susen Price, -
and very fond and pleased she was at the time, and I’'m sure’ -
would never have parted with the hen with her good will ; but -
if my eyes don’t strangely mistake, this hen, that comes from
Miss Barbara, is the self-same identical Guinea hen that ¥
gave to Susan. And how Miss Bab came by it is the thing
that puzzles me. If my boy Philip was at home, may be, as
he’s often at Mrs. Price’s (which I don’t disapprove,) he might
know the history of the Guinea hen. I expect him home this
night, and, if you have no objections, I will sift the affair.”

¢ The shortest way, I should think,” said Henrietta, ¢ would
be to ask Miss Case herself about it, which 1 will do this even-
in ", .

)

“If you please, ma’am,” said the housekeeper, coldly, for
she knew that Miss Barbara was not famous in the village for
speaking truth.

Dinner was now served.—Attorney Case expect:d to smell
mint sauce, and, as the covers were taken from off the dishes,
looked around for lamb—but no lamb appeared.—He had a*
dexterous knack of twisting the conversation to his point.

Sir Arthur was speaking, when they sat down to dinner of a- -
new carving-knife, which he lately had had made for his sisterj; °
the attorney immediately went from carving-knives to poultry,
thence to butcher’s meat, some joints he observed were much’
more difficult to carve than others; he never saw a man carve
better than the gentleman opposite him, who was the curate of
the parish. ¢ But, Sir,” said the vulgar attorney, “I must °
make bold to differ with you in one point, and I'll appeal to Sir -~
Arthur.  Sir Arthur, pray, may I ask, when you carve a‘fores
quarter of lamb, do you, when you raise the shouldery throw
in salt or not ?” . s

This well-prepared question was not-ost upon Sir Arthur ;
the attortiey was thanked for his intended present, but mortified
and surprised, to hear Sir Arthur say, that.it was & constant -
rule of his never to aceept of any presents from his' neighbours.
« If we were to aceept a lamb from a rich neighbour on my &5~ -
tate,” said he,  “I am -afraid we should mortify many of our- -°
poor-tenants, ‘who: cdn have littde: to offer, thiough, perbaps,
they miay bear us thorough good: will aotwithstandimgidtyo ¢isv -

Afver thediudies sloft-the dining-room, assthey iwerelwalking -
up and “dow:thé large hall, Miss Barbire hud: aifaitoppartus:
nity of ‘imitatihg her keew father’s method of comversing; LOwe -2
of the ladiesebserved; thatthid hall would be & chwrmivg place *
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for musie—Bab brought in harps, and harpers, and the harp-
er’s ball in a breath.—* I know se much about it, about the
bail I mea\n,” said she, “because a lady in Shrewsbury, a friend
of papa’s, offered to take me with her, but papa did not like to
give her the trouble of'sending so fer for me, though she has a
coach of her own.’

Barbara fixed her eyes upon Miss Somers as she spokc but
she could not read her countenance as distinctly as she wished,
because Miss SBomers was at this moment letting down the veil
of her hat.

# Shall we walk out before tea ?”’ said she to her compan-
ions. “{ have a pretty Guinea hen to show you.”

Barbara, secretly drawing propitious omens from the Guinea
ken, followed with a cenfidential step.

The pheasantry was well filled with pheasants, peacocks, .
and Susan’s pretty litle Guinea hen appeared well, even in
this high company—it was much admired. Barbara was in
glory—but her glory was of short duration. Just as Miss Som-
ers was going to inquire into the Guinea hen’s history, Philip
came up, to ask permission to have a bit of sycamore, to turn
a nutmeg-box for his mother.

Philip was an ingenious lad, and a good turner for his age ;

- ®ir Arthur had put by a bit of sycamore on purpose for him,
and Miss Somers told him where it was to be found. He
thanked her, but in the midst of his bow of thanks his eye was
struckby the sight of the Guinea hen, and he involuntarily ex-
claimed, ¢ Susan’s Guinea hen, I declare *

¢ No, it’s not Busan’s Guinea hen,” said Miss Barbara, col-
ouring furiously. ¢ It is mine, and I’ve made a present of it
to Miss Somers.”

At "the sound of Bab’s voice Philip turned-—saw her—and
indignation, unrestrained by the presence of all the amazed
spectators, flashed in his countenance.

“ What is the matter, Philip ? said Miss Somers, in a paci-
fying tone ,—-but Philip was not inclined to be pacified.

“ Why, ma’am,” said he, ¢ may I speak out?” and, with-

out waiting for permission, he spoke out, and gave a fuli ‘true,
and warm aecount of Rose’s embassy, and of Mass Barbara’s
cruel and avaricious proceedings.

Barbara denied, prevaricated, stammered, and at- Iast was
overcome with confusion, for which even the anost mdu}gent
spectators could searcely pity her.

Miss Somers, however, mindful of what was due t0 her guest,
was anxious o despatch Philip for his piece of syearsore.-

Bab recovered ‘herself -#s soon as he ivas out-of sight; but
she farther exposed #erself’ by exelaiming, *1'm sure ' Twish
this pitiful Guinea hesn ‘had 'never ¢ome into iy pessession. - L
‘wish Susan had kept it at home, as she should have done !”
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“ Perhaps she will be more careful now, that she has receiv-
ed so strong a lesson,” said Miss Somers. ¢ Shall we try
her ?* continued she j « Philip will, I dare say, take the Gin-
¢a hen back to Susan, if we desire it.”

“If yoa please, nia’am,” said Barbara, sullenly ; ¢ I have
pothing more to do with it.” .

So the Guinea hen was delivered to Philip, who set off joy-
fully withi lLis priae, and was soon in sight of farmer Price’s
ecettage.

He stopped when he came to the deor ; he recollected
Rose, and her generous ftiéndship for Susdn ; he was deter-
mined, that she should have thé pleasure of restoring the Guin-
€4 hient 3 be rin inte the village, all the childfen who had given
up their little purse on May-day were assembled on the play-
green ; they were delighted to see the Guined hen once more
—Philip took his pipe and tabor, and they marched i innocent
trivinph towatrds the white-washed cottage. _

¢ Let mie eome with you——let me come with you,” said
the butcher’s boy to Philip. ¢ 8top ene minute ! my father
has something to say to you.”

He darted into his father’s house. The little proeession
stopped, and in & few minutes, the bleating of alamb was heard.
Through a back passage, whieh led into the paddock behind
the Roude, they suw the butcher leading a lamb.

“ It is Paisy !” exclaimed Rose.——¢ It’s Daisy !” repeat-
ed all het eothpatiions. ¢ Susan’s lamb ! Susan’s lamb ! and
there was an universal shout of joy.

¢« Well, for my part,” said the good. butcher, as 5ooh as he
could beé heard, « For my part, I would net be so cruel as at-
winey Case for the whole world.—These poor brute beasts
don’t kiow aforebdand what’s goinng to happen to them ; and as
for dying, it’s what we must all de some time or another ; but te
keep wringing the hearts of the living; that have as much sense
4s one’s self, is what I clll oruel ; and is not this what attorney
Case has been deing by poor Susan, and her whole family,
ever suice he took a spite against them? But, at any,rate,
here’s Sesin’s lamb safé and sound ; I'd have taken it back
sovuer, but ¥ was off before ddy to the fair, and am but just
come ba¢k ; however, Diisy hes been as well 6ff in.my pad-
deck, a# hé would have been in the field by the water side.

The obliging shopkeeper, who showed the pretty calicoes to
Susan, was now at his deor, and when he saw the lanib, heard
thas it Wwes. Swsan’s, and Jearnt its history, he..said- that he
would add. his mite,.and he gaye-ithe children soine: ends of
naow,: vibben, with which; Rose decorated; her friend’s Jasob.,

Thp pipe dnd talior now .onee riore began. to playyand the
procession : moved on. in:joyful order, after Siving the huwmane

Fooor e
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butcher three cheers.—Three cheers which were better de-
served, than * loud huzzas” usually are.

Susan was working in her arbour, with her little deal table
before her ; when she heard the sound of the music, she put
down her work and listened ; she saw the crowd of children
coming nearer and nearer ; they had closed round Daisy, so
that she did not see it, but as they came up to the garden-gate
she saw Rose beckon to her.—Philip played as loud as he
could, that she might not hear, till the proper moment, the
bleatmg of the lamb.

Susan opened the garden wicket, and at this signal the crowd
divided, and the first thing that Susan saw in the midst of her
taller friends was little smiling Mary, with the Guinea hen in
her arms.

“Comeon ! Come on!” cried Mary, as Susan started with
joyful surprise, ¢ you have more to see.’

At this instant the music paused ; Susan heard the bleating
of a lamb, and scarcely daring to believe her senses, she
pressed eagerly forward, ahd beheld poor Daisy !—she burst
Into tears. :

1 did not shed one tear when I parted with you, my dear
little Daisy !” said she ; ¢ it was for my father and mother ; I
would not have parted with you for any thing ‘else in the whole
+ world.—Thank you, thank you all,” added she to her compan-
ions, who sympathlzed in her joy, even more than they had
sympathized in her sorrow.—¢ Now if my father was not to go
away from us next week, and if my mother was quite stout, I
should be the happiest person in the world !”

As Susan pronounced these words, a voice behind the lmle
listening crowd cried, in a brutal tone, ¢ Let us pass, if you
_ please, you have no rnght to stop up the public road !” This
was the voice of attorney Case, who was returning with his
daughter Barbara from his visit to the Abbey.—He saw the
_ lamb, and tried to whistle as he passed on ; Barbara also saw .
the Gumea hen, and turned her head d#nother way, that she
might avoid the contemptuous reproachful looks of those; whom
. she only affected to despise. ~Even her new bonnet, in which
she had expected to be so much admired, was now only ser-
. viceable to hide her face, and conceal her mortiﬁcation.

. %1 am glad she saw the Gumea hen,” cried Rose, who now
held it in her hands. :

.- “Yes,” said Philip, ¢ she’ll not forget May-day in a hurry.”?

R Nor 1 nelther, 1 -hope,” said Susan, looking round upon

. her companions with a most affectionate smlle, ¢ 1 hope, whilst

I live, I shall never forget ybur goodness to me last May-day.
Now. I’ve my pretty Gumea hen safe once more, I should think
of returning your money.” :



PARENT’S ASSISTANT. 49

“No! no! no!” was the general cry. ¢ We don’t want
the money—keep it, keep it—you want it for your father.”

% Well,” said Susan, ‘I am not too proud to be obliged. I
will keep your money for my father. ~ Perhaps some time or
other I may be able to earn—". "

¢ Oh,” interrupted Philip, ¢ don’t let us talk of earning, don’t
let us talk to her of money now ; she has not had time hardly
to look at poor Daisy and her Guinea hen.—Come, we had
belsft ”go ahout our business, and let her haye them all to her-
self.

The crowd maved gway in consequence of Philip’s considy
erate advice ; but it was observed that he was the very last to
stic from the garden-wicket himself. He stayed, first, to in-
form Susan, that it was Rose who tied the ribbons on Daisy’s
bead ; then he stayed a little longer to let her into the history
of the Guinea hen, and to te]l her who it was, that brought the
bep home frem the Abbey. '

Rose held the seive, and Susan was feeding her long-lost
Iaqu,r_ite, whilst Philip leaned over the wicket prolonging his
narration.

“ Now, my pretty Guinea hen, my naughty Guinea hen, that
flew away from me, you ghall never serve me so again—I must
gut your njice wings, {ut I won’t hurt you.” '

“ Take care,” cried Philip, ¢ you’d better, indeed you’d
better let me hold her, whilst you cut her wings.” T

When this operation was suceessfully performed, which it
certainly could never have been, if Philip bad not held the hep
for Susan, he recollected that his mother had sent him with a
wessage to Mrs. Price. v : '

. 'Thjs message led to another quarter of an hour’s delay ; for
he had the whole history of the Guinea hen to tell over again
40 Mrs. Price, and the farmer himself luckily came in whilst it
was going on, so it was but civil to begin it afresh, and then the
farmer was so rejoiced to see his Susan so happy again with her
two litle favourites, that he declared he must see Daisy fed
himself, and Philip found that he was wanted to hold the ju
Sull of milk, out of which farmer Price filled the pan for Daisy !
happy Daisy ! who lapped at his ease, whilst Susan caressec
Bim, and thapked her fond father and ber pleased mother.

< But, Philip,” said Mrs. Price, * Fll hold the jug—you’ll
be late with your message to your mether ; we'll nqt,dpl;g,in
you any longer.” .

. Philip dgp;nted. and a3 he et opt of the garden-wiclet
be Jaoked yp, and spw Bﬁ and her maid Betty staring out of
1 this e immediately turned back to

the window, as nsual ; gn |
ry whether he bﬂ{ hut the gate fast, lest the Guinea hen

mﬁ;!?y ¥ 494 all pgain Joso the hapds of fie enemy.
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Miss Barbara, in the course of this day, had felt considerable
mortification, but no contrition. She was vexed that her mean-
ness was discovered, but she felt no desire to cure herself of
any of her faults. ‘The ball was still uppermost in her vain
selfish soul.

“ Well,” said she, to her confidante Betty, ¢ you hear how
things have turned out ; but if Miss Somers won’t think of ask-
ing me to go with her, I've a notion 1 know who will.—As
papa says, it’s a good thing to have two strings to one’s bow.”

Now, some officers, who were quartered at Shrewsbury, had
become acquainted with Mr. Case ; they had got into some
quarrel with. a tradesman in the town, and attorney Case had
promised to bring them through the affair, as the man threaten-

-ed to take the law of them. Upon the faith of this promise,
and with the vain hope, that by civility they might dispose him
to bring in a reasonable bill of costs, these officers sometimes
invited Mr. Case to the mess, and one of them, who had lately
been married, prevailed upon his bride sometimes to take a lit-
tle notice of Miss Barbara. It was with this lady, that Miss Bar-
bara now hoped to go to the harper’s ball.

¢ The officers and Mrs. Strathspey, or more properly Mrs.
Strathspey and the officers, are to breakfast here to-morrow,
do you know,” said Bab to Betty.—¢ One of them dined at
the Abbey to-day, and told papa, they’d all come ; they are
going out, on a party, somewhere into the country, and break-
fast here in their way.—Pray, Betty, don’t forget that Mrs.
Strathspey can’t breakfast without honey, 1 heard her say so
myself.”

- % Then, indeed,” said Betty. ¢ I'm afraid Mrs Strathspey
vnll be hkely to go without her breakfast here, for not a spoon-
ful of honey have we, let her long for it ever so much.”

“ But, surely,” said Bab, “ we can contrive to get some
honey in the neighbourhood. »

¢ There’s none to be bought, as I know of,” said Betty.

“ But is there none to be begged or borrowed ” said Bab,
laughing ; “ do you forget Susan’s bee-hive. Step over to het
in the morning, with my compliments, and see what you can
do ; tell her it is for Mrs, Strathspey.”

In the morning Betty went with Miss Barbara’s compliments
to Susan, to beg some honey for Mrs. Strathspey, who could
not breakfast without it.

Susan did not like to part with her honey, because her mo-
ther loved it, and she therefore gave Betty but a small quanti-
ty ; when Barbara saw how little Susan sent, she called her a
miser, and said she must have some more for Mrs. Strathspey.

“T’ll go myself and speak to her ; come you with me, Bet-
ty,” said the young lady, who found it at present convenient to

Y
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forget her having declared, the day that she sucked up the
broth, that she never would honour Susan with another visit.

= ¢ Susan,” said she, accosting the poor girl, whom she had
done every thing in her power to injure, * I must beg a little
more honey from you for Mrs. Strathspey’s breakfast. You
know, on a partlcular occasion, such as thls, neighbours must
help one another.”

% To be sure they should,” added Betty.

Susan, though she was generous, was not weak ; she was
willing to give to those she loved, but not disposed to let any
thing be taken from her, or coaxed out of her, by those she
had reason to despise. She civilly answered, that ¢ she was
sorry she had no more honey to spare.” Barbara grew angry,
and lost all command of herself, when she saw that Susan,
without regarding her reproaches, went on looking through the
glass pane in the bee-hive.—* I'll tell you what, Susan Price,”
said she, in a high tone, ¢ the honey I wrll have, so you may
as well give it to me by fair means—Yes or no !—Speak ! will
you give it me or not ; will you give me that piece of the hon-
eycomb that lies there ?”

* That bit of honey-comb is for my mother’s breakfast,”
said Susan, “ I cannot give it you.”

“ Can’t you ?” said Bab, ¢ then see if I don’t get it.”

She stretched across Susan for the honey-comb, which was
lying by some rosemary leaves, that Susan had freshly gathered
for her mother’s tea. Bab grasped, but at her first effort she
reached only the rosemary ; she made a second dart at the
honey-comb, and in her struggle to obtain it, she overset the
bee-hive. The bees swarmed about her—her maid Betty
screamed, and ran away. Susan, who was sheltered by a
laburnum-tree, called to Barbara, upon whom the black clus-
ters of bees were now settling, and begged her to stand still,
and not to beat them away. ¢ If you stand quietly, you won’t
be stung perhaps.” But instead of standing quietly, Bab buf-
fetted, and stamped, and roared, and the bees stung her terri-
bly ; her arms and her face swelled in a frightful manner. She
was helped home by poor Susan, and treacherous Mrs. Betty,

who, now the mischief was done, thought only of exculpating
* herself to her master.

¢ Indeed, Miss Barbara,” saxd she, ¢ this was quite wrong
of you, to go and get yourself into such a scrape. Ishall be
turned away for it, you'll see.’

¢ I don’t care whether you are turned away or not,” said
Barbara. “Inever felt such pain in my life. Can’t you do
something for me. I don’t mind the pain either so much as
being in such a fright. Pray, hew am I to be fit to be seen at
breakfast by Mrs. Strathspey ; and I suppose I can’t go to the
ball either, to-morrow, after all !”
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% No, that you can’t expect to do indeed,” said Betty the
comiforter. “ You need not think of balls, for thoge lomps and
swellings won’t go off your face this week.—That’s not what
pains me, but I’'m thinking of what your papa will say to nte,
when he sees you, Miss.”

Whilst this amiable mistress and maid were in their adversi-
ty, reviling one another, Susan, when she saw that she could
be of no farther use, was preparing to depart, but at the heuse-
door she was met by Mr. Case.

Mr. Case had revolved things in his mind, for his second visit
at the Abbey pleased him as little as his first, from a few words
Sir Arthur and Miss Somers dropped, in speaking of Susan
and farmer Price. Mr. Case began to fear, that he had mis-
taken his game in quarrelling with this family. The refusal of
his present dwelt upon the attorney’s mind. and he was aware,
thatif the history oF Susan’s lamb ever reached the Abbey, he
was undone ; he now thought, that the most prudent course he
could possibly follow would be, to hush up matters with the
Prices with all convenient speed. Consequently, when he met
Susan at his door, he forced a gracious smile.

«How is your mother, Susan ?” said he. ¢ Is there any
thing in our house can be of service to her? I’ glad to see
you here. Barbata! Barbara! Bab!” cried he; * come

.down stairs, child, and speak to Susan Price.” And, asno
Barbara answered, her father stalked up stairs directly, opened
the door, and stood amazed at the spectacle of her swelled
visage.

Betty instantly began to tell the story her own way. Bab
contradicted her as fast as she spoke. The attorney turned
the maid away upoh the spot ; and partly with real anger, and
partly with -politic affectation of anger, he demanded from his
daughter, how she dared to treat Susan Price soill; ¢ when
she was so neighbourly and obliging as to give you some of her
honey, couldn’t you be content without seizing upon the honey-
comb by force. This is scandalous behaviour, and what, I as-
sure you, I can’t countenance.” '

‘Susan now interceded for Barbara ; and the attorney, soften-
ing his voice, said that Susan was a great deal too good to her,
“as indeed you are, Susan,” added he, ¢ to every body. 1
forgive her, for your sake.”

tsan curtseyed, in great surprise, but her lamb could not
be forgotten, and she left the attorney’ house as soon as she
could, to make her mother’s rosemary-tea for breakfast.
~ Mr. Case saw that Susan was not so simple as to be taken it
by a few fair words.  His next attempt was to conciliate far-
mer Price ; the farmer was a blunt honest man, and his ¢ ::n- -
tenance remained inflexibly contemptuous, when the atto:ney
addressed him in his softest tone.
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8o stood matters the day of the long-expected harper’s ball.
Miss Barbara Case, stung by Susan’s bees, could not, after all
her manceuvres, go with Mrs. Strathspey to the ball.

The ball-room was filled early in the evening ; there was &
numerous assembly ; the harpers, who contended for the prize,
wete placed under the music-gallery at the lower end of the
room j—amongst them was our old blind friend, who, as he was
not go well clad as his competitors, seemed to be disdained by
many of the spectators—Six ladies and six gentlemen, were
now appointed to be judges of the performance. They were
seated in a semicircle, opposite to the harpers. The Misses
Somers, who were fond of music, were amongst the ladies in
the semicircle, and the prige was lodged in the hands of Sir
Arthur. There was now silence. The first harp sounded,
and as each musician tried his skill, the audience seemed to
think that each deserved the prize. The old blind man was
the last; he tuned his instrument, and such a simple pathetic
straih was heard as touched every heart. All were fixed in de-
lighted attention, and when the music ceased, the silence for
some moments continwed>—The silence was followed by an uni-
versal bux of applause. The judges were unanimous in their
opinions, and it was declared, that the old blind harper, who
played the last, deserved the prize.

The simple, pathetic air, which won the suffrages of the
whole assembly, was his own composition ; he was pressed to
give the words belonging to the music, and at last he modestly
offered to repeat them, as he could not see to write. Miss .
Somirs’s ready pentil was instantly produced, and the old har-
per dictated the words of his ballad, which he called ¢ Susan’s
{amentation for her lamb.’

Miss Somers looked at her brother from time to time, as she
wrote, and Sir Arthur as soon as the old man had finished, took
him aside and asked him some questions, which brought the
whole history of Susan’s lamb, and of attorney Case’s cruelty,
to Yight. :

The attorney himself was present, when the harper began to
dietate his ballad ; his colour, as Sir Arthur steadily looked at -
him, varied continually ; till at length, when he heard the words,
¢ Susan’s lamentation for her lamb,’ he suddenly shrunk back,
skulked through the crowd, and disappeared. We shall not
follow him, we had rather follow our old friend, the victorious

er.

No soomer had he received the ten guineas, his well-merited
prizs, than he retired into a small room belonging to the people
of the house, asked for pen, ink, and paper, and dictated, in a
low voice, to his boy, who was a tolerable good scribe, a letter,
which he ordered him to put directly into the Shrewsbury post-
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office ;' the boy ran with the letter to the post-office, he was but
just in time, for the postman’s horn was sounding.

The next morning, when farmer Price, his wife, and Susan
were sitting together, reflecting that his week’s leave of absence.
was nearly at an end, and that the money was not yet made up
for John Simpson, the substitute, a knock was heard at the
door, and the person, who usually delivered the letters in the
village, put a letter into Susan’s hand, saying, a penny, if
you please—here’s a letter for your father.”

“ For me !” said Farmer Price, ¢ here’s the penny then;
but who can it be from, I wonder ; who can think of writing to
me, in this world 7 He tore open the letter, but the hard name
at the bottom of the page puzzled him—¢ your obliged friend,
—Llewellyn.” < And what’s this,” said he, opening a paper
that was enclosed in the letter, “it’s a song, seemingly; it
must be somebody that has a mind to inake an April fool of me.”
., “Baut itis not April, it is May, father,” said Susan.

¢ Well, let us read the letter, and we shall come at the truth
—all in good time.”—

Farmer Price sat down in his own chair, for he could not
read entirely to his satisfaction in any other, and read as follows :

¢ My worthy friend,

“T am sure you will be glad to hear, that I have had good
success this night. 1 have won the ten guinea prize, and for
that I am in a great measure indebted to your sweet daughter
Susan, as you will see by a little ballad I enclose for her.—
Your hospitality to me has afforded me an opportunity of learn-
ing some of your family history. You do not, I hope, forget
that I was present, when you were counting the treasure in
Susan’s little purse, and that I heard for what purpose it was
all destined. You have not, I know, yet made up the full sum
for your substitute, John Simpson, therefore do me the favour
to use the five guinea bank note, which you will find within the
ballad. You shall not find me as hard a creditor as attorney
Case. Pay me the money at your own convenience ; if it is
never convenient to you to pay it, I shall never askit. 1 shall
go my rounds again through this country, I believe, about this
time next year, and will call to see how you do, and to play the
new tune for Susan and the dear little boys.

¢ I should just add, to set your heart at rest about the money,
that it does not distress me at all to lend it to you ; I am not
quite so poor as I appear to be; butit is my humour to go
about as I do ; I see more of the world under my tattered garb
than, perhaps, I should ever see in a better dress. There are
many of my profession, who are of the same mind as myself, in
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this respect, and we are glad, when it lies in our way, to doany
kindness to such a worthy family as yours—So fare ye well. *
“ Your obliged friend, ,
' E LLEwELLYN.”

Susan now, by her father’s desire, opened the ballad, he pick-
ed up the five guinea bank note, whilst she read with surprise,
¢ Susan’s lamentation for her lamb.” Her mother leaned over
her shoulder to read the words, but they were interrupted be-
fore they had finished the first stanza, by another knock at' the
door. It was not the postman with another letter, it was Sir
Arthur and his sisters. '

They came with an intention, which they were much disap-
pointed to find that the old harper had rendered vain—they
came to lend the farmer and his good family the money, to pay
for his substitute.

¢ But since we are here,” said Sir Arthur, ¢ let me do my
own business, which I liked to have forgotten. Mr. Price will
you come out with me, and let me show you a piece of your
land, through which [ want to make a road. Look there,”
said Sir Arthur, pointing to the spot, “I am laying out a ride
round my estate, and that bit of land of yours stops me.”

“ Why so, Sir ?” said Price, *“the land’s mine, to be sure,
for that matter ; but I hope you don’t look upon me to be that
sort of person, that would be stiff about a trifle or so.”

“ Why,” said Sir Arthur, ¢ 1 had heard you were a liti-
gious, pig-headed fellow ; but you do not seem to deserve this
character.”

¢« Hope not, Sir,” said the farmer ; ¢ but about the matter
of the land, I don’t want to make no advantage of your wishing
for it, you are welcome to it, and I leave it to you to find me
out another bit of land convenient to me, that will be worth
neither more nor less, or else to make up the value to me some
way or other. I need say no more about it.” x

“ 1 hear something,” continued Sir Arthur, after a short
sllence, ¢ I hear something, Mr. Price, of a flaw in your lease.
I would not speak to you of it whilst we were bargaining about
yourq]and, lest I should over-awe you ; but tell me whatis this

w 21

¢ In truth, and the truth is the fittest thing to be spoken at all
times,” said the farmer, ¢ I didn’t know myself what a flaw,
as they call it, meant, till I heard of the word from attorney
Case’;and I take it, @ flaw is neither more nor less than a mis-
take, as one should say ; now, by reason, a man does not mdke
a mistake on purpose ; it seems to me to be the fair thing, that
if a man finds out his mistake, he might set it right ; but at-
torney Case says, this’is not law, and I’ve no more to say.
The man who drew up my lease made a mistake, and if I must
suffer for it, I must,” said the}farmer. - ¢ However I can show
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you, Sir Arthur, just for my own satisfaction and yours, a few
lines of a memorandum on a slip of paper, which was given me
by your relation, the gentleman who lived here before, and let
me my farm. You’ll see, by that bit of paper, what was
ameant ; but the attorney says, the paper is not worth a button
in a court of justice, and I don’t understand these things, All
I understand is the common honesty of the matier. [’ve ne
more to'say.”

¢ This attorney, whom you speak of so often,” said Sir As-
thur, “you seem to have some quarrel with him. Naw, would
you tell me frankly, what is the matter between——>

“The matter between us then,” said Price, *“is a little bit of
grouand, not worth much, that there is open to the lane at the end
of Mr. Case’s garden, er, and he wanted to take it in. Now
I told him my mind, that it belonged to the parish, and that 1
never would wnllmgly give my consent to his cribbing it jn that
way. Sir, I was the more loth to see it shut into his garden,
which moreover is large enow of all conscience withous it, be-
cause you must know, Sir Arthur, the children in our village
are fond of making a little play-green of it, apd they have a
custom of meeting on May-day at a hawthorn that stands ip
the middle of it, and altogether I was very loth to see ’em tarn-
ed out of it by those who hed no right.”

“Let us go and see this nook,” said Sir Asthyr ; “itis net
far off, is it?”

¢ Oh no, er, just hard by here

When they got to the ground, Mr. Case, who saw them walk-
ing together, was in a hurry to join them, that he might put a
stop 10 any explanations. Explanations were things of which
he had agreat dread, but fortupately he was ypon this aceasion
4 litde too late.

#Is this the nook in djspute,” said Sir Arthur.

“Yes ; this is-the whole thing,” said Price.

“ Why, Sir Arthur, don’t let u$ talk any fmore shoyt 1t ”»
said the pelitic attorney, with an assumed..air pf generasty,
“ let it belong to whom it will, I give it up to you.”

“ So great a lawyer, Mr. Case, os you are,” replied $ir As-
thur, “ must know, that a man cannot glve up that to which ke
. hasno legal tifle ; and in this case, it is impossible that, with
the best 1mennons to oblige me in the world, you ean give up
this bit of lend to me, beeause it is mine already, as 1 B-
vince you effectuelly, by & map of the adjeining: lmda%
have fortunately safe amongst my papers. This piece of groupd
belonged to the farm on the opposite side of the xead, and it
was cut off when the lane was made.” ¢

“Very passible, I stare say you are quite corract, you mast
know best,” said the attorney, 4rembling for the agency.
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- % 'Then,” said Sir Arthur, ¢ Mr. Price, you will observe,
that I now promise this little green to the children, for a play-
ground, and I hope they may gather hawthorn many a May-
day at this their favourite bush.”

Mzr. Price bowed low, which he seldom did, even when he
received a favour himself. :

¢ .And now, Mr. Case,” said Sir Arthur, turning to the attor-
ney, who did pot know which way to leok, “you sent me a
dease to look over.”

“ Ye—ye—yes,” stammered Mr. Case. ¢ I thought it my
duty to do so; net out of any malice or ill-will to this good man.”

“ You have done him no injury,” said Sir Arthur, ecolly.—
I am ready to make him a pew lease, whenever he pleases,
of his farm, and I shall be guided by a memorandum of the
original bargain, which he basin his possession. 1hope I nev- '
er shall take an unfair advantage of amy ome.”

* Heaven forbid, Sir,” said the attorney, sanctifying his face,
“that ] should suggest ‘the taking an unfair advantage of amy
man, rich or poor—but to break a bed lease, is not taking am
unfaie advawsage.” : .

¢ You reaHy think so ?” said Sir Arthur.

" ¢ Gertainly I do, and I heope I have not hazarded your good
opinion, by speaking my mind concerning the flaw, so plaindy.

I always understaod, that there eauld be nothing ungéndaman-

,}ikait:,tbewcyof busiaess, ia taking advantage of a flaw in @
ease.

< Now,” said Sir Arthur, ¢ you have pronounced judgment,

" wndesiguedly, in your own case.—You intended ¢ send ‘me
this poor man’s lease, but yeur son, by some mistake, brought
me your own, and 1 have discovered a fatal error in it.”

¢ A fatal error !” said the alarmed attorney.

“Yes, Sir,” said Sir Arthur, pulling the lease out of his
poeket ; “ here it is—you will observe, that it is neither sigmed .
por sealed by the grantor.”

« But you won’t take advantage of me, surely, 8ir Arthur,”
said Mr. Case, forgetting his own principles.

« I-shall not take advantage of you as you would have taken of

" this honest man. In both cases I shall be guided by memoxan-
duﬁ which I have in my possession. 1 shall not, Mr. Case, de-
frad™ you of one shilling of your property. I am ready at a fair
nhm pay the exact value of your house and land, but, up-
on th¥®Bondition, that you quit the parish within one month.”

Astomey Case submitted, for he knew that he could not le-
gally sesist. He was glad to be let off so easily, and he bowed,
and sneaked away, secretly comforting himself with the hope,

‘that when they came 46 the valuation of ¢he house and land, he

8 TR - o
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should be the gainer, perhaps, of a few guineas ; his reputation
he justly held very cheap. '

“Youare a scholar, you write a good hand, you can keep
accounts, cannot you ?”” said Sir Arthur to Mr. Price, as they
walked home towards his cottage. ¢ I 'think I saw a-bill of
your little daughter’s drawing out the other day, which was
very neatly written. Did you teach her to write ?” _

¢ No, Sir,” said Price, I can’t say I did that, for she most-
ly taught it herself, but I taught her a little arithmetic, as far as
I knew, on our winter nights, when I had nothing better to do.”

“Your daughter shows that she has been well taught,” said
Sir Arthur, “and her good conduct and good character speak
strongly in favour of her parents.”

“You are very good, very good indeed, Sir, to speak in this
sort of way,” said the delighted father.

“ But I mean to do more than pay you with words,” said
‘Sir Arthur. “You are attached to your own family, perhaps
you may become attached to me, when you come to know me,
and we shall have frequent opportunities of judging of one ano-
ther. I want no agent to squeeze my tenants, or to do my
dirty work. I only want a steady, intelligent, honest man, like
you, to collect my rents, and I hope, Mr. Price, you will have
no objection to the employment.” ’

I hope, Sir,” said Price, with joy and gratitude glowing in
his honest countenance,  that you’ll never have no cause to re-
pent your goodness.” '

 And what are my sisters about here ?”’ said Sir Arthur, en-
tering the. cottage, and going behind his sisters, who were busily
engaged in measuring an extremely pretty coloured calico.

“It is for Susan ! my dear brother,” said they.

- “I knew she did not keep that guinea for herself,” said
Miss Somers; 1 have just prevailed upon her mother, to tell
me what became of it. Susan gave it to her father.—But she
must not refuse a gown of our choosing this time, and I
am sure she will not, because her mother, 1 see, likes it.—And
Susan, 1 hear, that, instead of being Queen of the May this
year, you were sitting in your sick mother’s room. Your mo- -
ther has a little colour in her cheeks now.”

“Oh, ma’am,” interrupted Mrs. Price, *I’'m quite we}l—
joy, 1 think, has made me quite well.”

¢ Then,” said Miss Somers, “I hope you will begble to
come out on your daughter’s birth-day, which I hear™1s the
25th of this month.—Make haste and get quite well before
that day, for my brother intends, that all the lads and lasses of
the village shall have a dance on Susan’s birth-dg§f.”

“Yes,” said Sir Arthur, ¢ and I hope, on thht day, Susan,
you will be very happy with your little friends upon their play-
green. I shall tell them, that itis your good conduct, which
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has obtained it for them ; and if you have any thing to ask, any
little favour for any of your companions, which we can grant,
" mow ask, Susan ; these ladies look as if they would not refuse
you any thing that is reasonable ; and I think you look as if
you would not ask any thing unreasonable.” '
- 8ir,” said Susan, after consulting her mother’s eyes,  there
is to be sure, a favour I should like to ask, it is for Rose.”

“ Well, I don’t know who Rose is,” said Sir Arthur, smiling,
“but go on.” :

‘¢ Ma’am, you have seen her, I believe ; she is a very good:
girl indeed,” said Mrs. Price.

‘¢ And works very neatly indeed,” continued Susan, eager-
ly to Miss Somers, “and she and her mother heard you were.
looking out for one to wait upon you.” :

¢ Say no more,” said Miss Somers,  your wish is granted ;
tell Rose to come to the Abbey to-morrow morning, or rather
come with her yourself, for our housekeeper, I know, wants to
talk to you, about a certain cake. ‘She wishes, Susan, that you
should be the maker of the cake for the dance, and she has
good things ready looked out for it already, I know. * It must
be large enough for every body to have a slice, and the house-
keeper will ice it for you. Ionly hope your cake will be as
good as your bread.—Fare ye well.” -

How happy are those who bid farewell to a whole family, si-
lent with gratitude, who will bless them aloud when they are far
out of hearing ! '

¢ How do I wish, now,” said farmer Price, ¢ and it’s almost
" a sin for one, that has had such a power of favours done him,
.to wish for any thing more ; but how I do wish, wife, that our

good friend the harper, Susan, was only here at this time, being
it would do his old warm heart good. Well, the best of it is,
we shall be able, next year, when he comes his rounds, to pay
him his money with thanks, being all the time, and forever, as
much obliged to him as if we kept it, and wanted it as badly as
we did, when he gave it so handsome.—I long, so I do, to see
him in this house again, drinking, as he did, just in this spot, a
glass of Susan’s mead, to her very good health.”
¢ Yes,” said Susan, “and the next time, he comes, I can
ive him one of my Guinea hen’s eggs, and I shall show
my lamb Daisy,” o

« Tpue, love,” said her mother, ¢ and he will play that tune,
and sing that pretty ballad—where is it, for I have not finish-
edit.” .

¢ Rose ran away with it, mother ; and I’ll step after her and
bring it back to you this minute,” said Susan.

Susan found her friend Rose at the hawthorn, in the midst
of a crowded circle of her companions, to whom she was read-
ing *“Susan’s lamentation for her lamb.” :
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¢« The words are something-—but the tane-~I must have the
tune,” cried Philip. “Pll ask my mother to ask Sir Ar-
thur, to try end rout out which way that good old man
went after the ball; and if he’s above ground we'll have
him back by Susan’s birth day, and he shall sit here, just ex-

* actly here, by this our bush, and he shall play<~1 mean if he
pleases—that there tune for us, and I shall learn it—1I meah if
I can—in a minute.”

The good news, that farmer Price was to be employed to
collect the rents, and that attorney Case was to leave the par-
ishin a month, soon spread over the village. Many came out
of their houses to have the pleasure of hearing the joyful ti-
dings confirmed by Susan herself ; the crowd on the play-green
increased every minute.

“Yes,” cried the mumphmt Philip, «1I tell you it's all true,
every word of it, Susan’s too modest to say it herself~~but 1
tell ye all, Sir Arthur gave us this play-green for ever, on ac-
count of her being so good.”

You see, at last, attorney Case, with all his cunning, has not
proved a match fof ¢ Simple Susan.”



T ARLION.

- Youne Harpy was educated by Mr. Freeman, a very good
master, at one of the sunday schools in Hampshire. He was
honest, obedrent, active, and good-natured ; so that he was es-
teemed and beloved by his master, end by his companions.
Beloved by all his companions who were good, he did not de-
sire to be loved by the bad ; nor was he at all vexed or asham- :
ed, when idle, mischievous, or dishonest boys attempted to
plague or ridicule him. = His friend Loveit, on the contrary;
wished to be universally liked ; and his highest ambition was to
be thought the best natured boy in the school :—and so he was.
He usually wemt by the name of poor Loveit, and every body
pitied him when he get into disgrace, which he frequently did ;
for though he had a good disposition, he was often led to do
things, which he knew to be wrong, merely because he could
never have the ocourage to say, no ; because he was afraid to -
offend the ill-natured, and could not bear to be laughed at by
fools. : :

One fine autumm evening, all the boys were permitted to go
out to play i a pleasant green meadow near the school. "Love-
it, and another boy called Tarlton, began to play a game at bat~
tledore and shuttlecock, and a large party stood by to look on
for they were the best players at battledore and shuttlecock in
the school, and this was a trial of skill between them. When
they had kept it up to three hundred and twenty, the game be-
came very interesting : ‘the arms of the combatants grew so
tired, that they could scarcely wield the battledores ;—the shut-
tlecock began to waver in the air; now it almost touched the
ground, and now, to the astonishment of the spectators, mount-
ed again high over their heads; yet the strokes became
feebler and feebler; and *now Loveit!” ¢pow Tarkon !”
resounded on all sides.  ¥For another minute the victory was
doubtful ; but at length, the setting sun shining full in Loveit’s
face so dazgled his eyes, that he could no longer see the shut-
tlecock, and it fell at his feet. '

After the first shout for Tarlton’s triumph was over, every
body exclaimed,  Poor Loveit !—he’s the best natured fellow
in the world Ysswhat a pity that he did not stand with his back
to the sun.” " ’
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“Now I dare you all to play another game with me,” cried
Tarlton, vauntingly ; and as he spoke, he tossed the shuttle-
cock up with all his force : with so much force, that it went
over the hedge, and dropped into a lane, which went close be-
hind :!le field, «“ Hey-day !” said Tarlton, ¢ what shall we do
now ?”

The boys were stnct]y forbidden to go into the lane ; and it
was upon their promise not to break this command, that they
were allowed to play in the adjoining field.

No other shuttlespck was to be had, and their play was stop-
ped. They stood on the top of the bank peeping over the
" hedge. “I seeit yonder,” said Tarlton; I wish any body
would get it.  One could get over the gate at the bottom of
the field, and be back again in half a minute,” added he, look-
ing at Loveit. ¢ But you know we must not go into the lane,”
said Loveit hesitatingly. = ¢ Pugh'!” said Tarlton, “ why now
what harm could it do?”—¢1 don’t know,” said Loveit,
drumming upon his battledore ; “but—"  “ You don’t know, -
man ! why then what are you afraid of? T ask you.” Loveit
coloured, went on drumming, and again, in a lower voice, said
“ he didn’t know.” But upon Tarlton’s repeating in a more
insolent tone, ‘I ask you, man, what you’re afraid of ?”” he
suddenly left off drumming, and looking round, said  he
was not afraid of any thing that he knew of.”— Yes, but you
. are,” said Hardy, coming forward. “ Am L,” said Loveit;
¢ of what, pray, am I afraid ?” ¢« Of doing wrong !”  Afraid
of doing wrong !” repeated Tarlton, mimicking Hardy, so that
he made every body laugh. ¢ Now hadn’t you better say
afraid of being flogged ?”—¢ No,” said Hardy, coolly, after
the laugh had somewhat subsided, ¢ I am as little afraid of be-"
ing flogged as you are, Tarlton; but I meant—¢ No matter-
what you meant ; why should you interfere' with your wisdom,
and your meanings; nobody thought of asking you to stir a
step for us ; but we asked Loveit, because he’s the best fellow
in the world.”—¢ And for that very reason you should not ask
him, because you know he can’t refuse you any thing.” ¢In-
deed though,” cried Loveit, piqued, “there you’re mistaken,
for I could refuse if I choseit.” * Hardy smiled ; and Loveit,
half afraid of his contempt, and half afraid of Tarlton’s ndlcule,
stood doubtful, and again had recourse to his battledore, which
he balanced most curiously upon his fore-finger. ¢ Look at
him !—now do look at him !’ cried Tarlton ; ¢ did you ever in
your life see any body look so silly —Hardy has him quite un--
der thumb; he’s so mortally afraid of Parson Prig, that he:
dare not, for the soul of him, turn either of hisgyes from the -
tip of his nose; look how he squints !”—¢& p't squint I’

said Loveit, looking up, ¢ and nobody has ' his thumb ;
.and what Hardy said, was only for fear I/, QY Eetinto dis-
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grace :—he’s the best friend I have.”  Loveit spoke this with
more than usual spirit, for both his heart and pride were touch-
ed. ¢ Come along, then,” said Hardy, taking him by the arm
in an affectionate manner ; and he was just going, when Tarl- -
ton called after him, * ¢ Ay, go along with its best friend and
take care it does not get into a scrape ;—good by, Little Pana-
do !”’—¢ Who do they call Little Panado ?”’ said Loveit, turn-
. ing his head hastily pack. ¢ Never mind,” said Hardy, ¢ what
does it signify ?”—¢ No,” said Loveit, * to be sure it does not
signify, but one does not like to be called Little Panado: be-
sides,” added he, after going a few steps firther, ~* they’ll all
thimk it so ill-natured.—I. had better go back, and just tell
them, that I’'m sorry I can’t get their shuttlecock ;—do come
back with me.”—* No,” said Hardy, ¢ I can’t go back: and
you’d better not.” ¢ But I assure you, I won’t stay a minute ;
wait for me,” added Loveit ; and he slunk back again to prove
that he was not Little Panado. '

Once returned, the rest followed of coursé ; for to.support
his character for good-nature he was obliged to yield to the en-
treaties of his companions ; and to show his spirit, leaped over
the gate, amidst the acclamations of the little mob :—he was
quickly out of sight.

¢ Here,” cried he, returning in about five minutes, quite out
of breath, “I’ve got the shuttlecock ; and Pll tell you what
Pve seen,” cried he, panting for breath. ¢ What ?” cried ev-
ery body eagerly. ¢ Why, just at the turn of the corner, at
the end of the lane,”—panting. ¢ Well,” said Tarlton, im-
patiently, “do go on.”—¢ Let me just take breath first.”—
“ Pugh ! never mind your breath.”—¢ Well, then, just.at the
turn of the corner, at the end of the lane. as I was looking
about for the shuttlecock, I heard a great rustling somewhere
near mre, and so I looked where it could come from; andI
saw in a nice little garden, on the opposite side of the way, a
boy, about as big as Tarlton, sitting in a great tree, shaking the
branches ; and at every shake, down there came such a shower
of fine large rosy apples, they made my mouth water : so I cal-
led to the boy, to beg one; but he said he could not give me
one, for that they were his grandfather’s; and just at.that min-
ute, from behind a gooseberry bush, up popped the uncle—the
grandfather poked his head out of the window ; so I ran off as
fast as my legs would carry me, though I heard him bawling
after me all the way.” '

¢ And let him bawl,” cried Tarlton, “he shan’t bawl for.
nothing ; I’'m determined we’ll have hme of his fine large ro-
sy apples before I sleep to-night.”—A? this speech a general
silence ensued ; every body kept their eyes fixed upon Tarl-
ton, except Loveit, who looked down, apprehensive that he
should be drawn on much farther thaa he intended.—¢ Oh, in--
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deed ! said he to himself, ¢ as Hardy told me, I had better not
- have come back ¥*

Regardless of this confusion, Tarlton conunued, ¢ But be-
fore I say any more, I hope we have no spies amongst us. If
there is any one of you afraid to be flogged, let hine march off
this instant !”—Loveit eoleured, bit his lips, wished te go, but
had not courage to move first.—He waited to see what every
body else would do ;—nobody stirred ;—so Loveit stood still.
. ¢« Well, then,” cried Tarlton, giving his hand to the boy
next him, lhen to the next, your word and honour that you
won't betray me ; but stand by me, and I'H stand by you.”—~
Each boy gave his hand, and his promise ; repeating ¢ stand -
by me, and il stand by you.”—Loveit hung back tiH the last ;
and had almost twisted off the batton of the boy’s coat who
. sereened him, when Tarhon came up, holding out his hand,

¢ Come Loveit, lad, you’re in for it : stand by me and I'll stand
by you.”—¢ Indeed, Tarlton,” expostulated he, without look-
ing him in the face, “1 do wish you’d give up this scheme ; I
dare say all the apples are gone by this time ;—I wish you
would—Do pray, give up this scheme.”-— What seheme,
man ! you haven’t heard it yet; yom may as well know your
" text before you begin preaching.” The corners of Loveit’s
mouth could not refuse to smile, though in his heart he felt not
the slightest inclination to Jaugh. ¢ Why I don’t know you, I
declare I don’ know you to~-day,” said Tarlton; ¢ you used
to be the best natured; most agreeable lad in the world, and
would do any thing one asked you ; but you’re quite altered of
-late, as we were saying just now, when you skutked away with
Hardy : come, do man, phick up a hetie spinit, and be .ene of
us or you’ll make us all Rate you.” < Hate me!” repeated
. Loveit with terror ; * no, surely you won’t el Aate me !" and
he mechanically stretched out his hand, which Tarkon. shook
violently, saying, “Ay, now, that's right.” ¢y, now, that's
wreng !” whispered Loveit’s conscience ; but his conscience
- was of no use to him, for it was always overpowered by the
voice of numbers; and though he had the wish; he never had
the power, to do right. «Poor Loveit! 1 knew he would not
refuse us,” cried his companions; and even Tarltom, the mo-
ment he shook hands with him, despised him. It is certain
that weakness of mind is desplsed both by the 5ood and by
the bed.

The league being thus formed, Tarlton assumed all the airs
of & commander, explaised his schemes, and laid ‘the plan of
attack upon the poor old man’s apple-tree. It was the only
one he had in the world. We shall net dwell upon their eon~
sultation, for the amusement of contriving such expeditions is
S'ften the chief thiag which induces idle boys to engage in

erm
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~ "There was a small window at the end of the back stair-case,
through which, between nine and ten o’clock at night, Tarlton,
accompanied by Loveit and anather boy, crept out. It wasa
mooun-light night, and, after crossing the field, and climbing the

gate, directed by Loveit, who now resolved to go through the

affair with spirit, they proceeded dawn the lane with rash, yet

fearful steps. At a distance Loveit saw the whitewashed cot-

tage, and the apple-tree beside it: they quickened their pace,

-and with some difficulty scrambled through the hedge which

fenced the garden, though not without being torn and scratched
by the hriars. Every thing was silent. Yet now and then at

~every rustling of the leaves they started, and their hearts beat

wiglently. Ouce as Loveit was climpbing. the apple tree, he

_thought he heard a door in the cottage open, and earnestly

-

begged his companions to desist and return home. ‘This hows
ever-he could by no -means persuade them to do, until they
had (lled their pockets with dpples 9  then, to his great joy,
they returned, crept in at the staircase window, and each re-

-tired, as softly as possible, to his own apartment. -

. Loveit slept in the room with Hardy, whom he had left fast

.asleep, and whom he now was extremely afraid of wakening.

All the apples were emptied out of Loveit’s pockets and lodg-

. 6d with Tarlton till the morning, for fear the smell should be-

. tray the seoret to Hardy. The room door was apt to creak,

but it was. opened with sueh precaution, that no noise eould
be heard, and Loveit found his friend as fast asleep as whea
he lefi big.. - o ' -

~ % Ah,” said he to himself, “how quietly he sleeps ! I wish
1 had been sleeping t00.” The reproaches of Loveit’s.con-
seience, however, served no other purpose but to torment him ;

‘he had not safficient strength of mind to be good. The very

next night, in spite of all his fears, and all his penitence, and
all his resolutions, by a little fresh ridicule and persvasion, he
was induced to accompany the same party on a similar ‘expes
dition. We must observe, that the necessity for continuing
their depredations became stronger the third day ; for though
at first only a small party had been in the secret, by degrees it
was divulged to the whole school : and it was necessary to se~
cure secresy by sharing the booty. L
Every one was astonished that Hardy, with all his quickness
and penetration, had not yet discovered their proceedings ; but
Lm;stt ocould not help suspectin%,‘ that he was not guits so ig-
norafit as he appeared to be. oveit had strictly kept his
promise of secresy, but he was by no means an artful boy ; and
in talking to his friend, conscious that he had something to con-
ceal, he was perpetually on the point of betraying himself ; then
recolleeting his engagement, he blushed, stammered, bungled
9 . , o
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and upon Hardy’s asking what he meant, would answer with a
silly guilty countenance, that he did not know; or abruptly
break off, saying, ¢ Oh nothing ! nothing at all !”

It was in vanﬂhat he urved Tharlton to permit him to con-
sult his friend; a gloom overspread Tarlton’s brow when he
began to speak on the subject, and he always returned a per-
emptory refusal, accompanied with some such taunting expres-
sion as this—¢ 1 wish we had nothing to do with such a sneak-
ing fellow. He’ll betray us all, 1 see, before we have done
with him.”—¢ Well,” said Loveit to himself, *so I am abused
after all, and called a sneaking fellow. for my pains; that’
rather hard to be sure, when I've got so little by the job.”

~In truth he had not got much, for in the division of the
booty only one apple, and a half ‘of another which was only
balf ripe, happened to fall to his share ; though to, be
sare, when they had all eaten their apples, he had the satisfac-
tion to hear every body.declare they were very sorry they had
forgotten to offer some of theirs to * poor Loveit !»

In the mean time the visits to the appletree had been now
too frequently repeated to remain concealed from tlie old man,
who lived in the cottage. He used to examine his only tree
very frequently, and missing numbers of rosy apples which he
had watched ripening, he, though not much prone to suspicion,
began to think that there was something going wrong; es-
pecially as a gap was made in his hedge, and tbere were seve-
ral small footsteps.in his flower beds.

The good old man was not at all inclined to give pain to any
lmng creature, much less to children, of whom he was particu~,
larly fond. Nor was he in the least avaricious, for though he
was not rich, he had enough to live upon, because he had been .
very mdustnous in his youth; and he was always very read Iy
to part.with the little he had ; nor was he a cross old man.
any thing would have made hun angry, it would bave been the
seeing his favourite tree robbed, as he had promised himself
the pleasure of giving his red apples to. his. grand-chlldren on
his blrth~day. - 'However he looked up at the tree in. sorrow
rhther ' than in anger, and leaning upon his staff, he began to
consider what he had best do.

-~ «If I complain to their master,” said he to himself, *they

will certainly be flogged, and that T should be sorry for ; ; yet
they rmust not be let to go on stealing, that would be worse
still, for that would surely bring them to the gallows in the end.
Let me see :—oh, ay, that will do ; I will borrow farmer Kent’s
dp% bl keep them 6ff, Tl answer forit.”

armer Iéeht lent his dog Barker, cautioning his nexghbout

at the samé tune, to be sure to chain him well, for he was the
fiercest dhastiff’ in England. The old man, with farmer Kent’s
assistance,’ chained hlm fast to the trunk of the apple-tree.
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. Night came, and Tarlton, Loveit, and his companions re-
turned at the usual hour. Grown bolder now by frequent suc-
cess, they came on talking and laughing. But the moment
they had set their foot in- the garden, the dog started up ;. and,
shaking his chain as he sprang forward, barked with unremit-
ting fury. They stood still as if fixed to the spot. There
was just moonlight enough to see the dog. ¢ Let us try the
other side of the tree,” said Tarlton.  But to whichever side
they turned, the dog flew round in an instant, bagking with in-
creased fury. ) o )
¢ He’ll break his chain and tear us to pieces,”. cried Tarl-
ton ; and struck with terror, he immediately threw down the
basket he bad brought with him, and betook himself to flight
with the greatest precipitation.—* Help me! oh, pray, help
me ! I can’t get through the hedge,” cried Loveit in a' Jament-
able tone, whilst the dog growled hideously, and sprang for-
ward to the extremity of his chain.—Ican’t get out! Oh;
for Heaven’s sake, stay for me one minute, dear Tarlton.”
He called in vain, he was left to struggle through his difficul-
ties by himself, and of all his dear friends not one turned back
to help him. At last, torn and terrified, he got through the
hedge and ran home, despising his ¢ompanions for their selfish~
ness. Nor could he help observing, that Tarlton, with all his
vaunted prowess was the first to run away from the appearance
of danger. The next morning he could not help reproaching.
the party with their conduct.—* Why could not you, any of
7ou, stay one minute to help me ?” said he. "¢ We did not
{’ you call,” answered one. - “Iwas so frightened,” said
another, * I would not have turned back for the whole world.”
—* And you, Tarlton ?*—“1,” said Tarlton, ¢ Had not I
enough to do to take care of myself, you blockhead ! Every.
one for himself in this world!” ¢ So I see,” said Loveit,
gravely. ¢ Well, man! is there any thing strange in that ?”—
« Strange ! why yes, I thought you all loved me ?” ¢ Lord;
love you, lad ! so we do; buat we love ourselves better.”—"
« Hardy would not have served me so, however,” said Loveit,.
turning away in disgust. -Tarlton was alarmed,—% Pugh !™
said he, * what nonsense have you taken into your brain ?—
Think no more about it. We are all very sorry, and beg your
pardon ; come, shake hands, forgive and forget.” Loveit
gave his hand, but gave it rather eoldly—*I forgive it
with all my heart,” said he, *Dbut I cannot forget it so soon !”.
—*¢ Why then you are not such a good-humoured fellow as we.
thought. ygu were. Surely you eannot bear malice, Loveit?”"
preixtj"’,smjled,z and allowed that be ce;'ﬁa;ﬂlg(_gqi_ﬂq not bear.
love ,?qa;and would do any thing in the world for you.”. " P,
Loveit, ‘ flattered in his foible, began to believe that they did

Well then, come ; _ you know at. 6"&@@% ‘we.alll
P ”l\

4
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love him at the bottom, as they said, and even with his eyes
open consented again to be duped. :
¢« How strange it is,” thought he, <that I should set such .
value upon the love of those I despise ! When ’'m once out of
this scrape, I'll have np more to do with them, I’'m determined.”
Compared with his friend Hardy, his new associates did in-
deed appear contemptible : for all this time Hardy had treated
him with uniform kiadness, avoided te pry into his secrets, yet
seemed ready to receive his confidence if it had been offered.
After school in the evening, as he was standing silently bes
side Hardy, who was ruling a sheet of paper for him, Tarlton,
in bis brutal manner, came up, and seizing him by the arm,
cried, . ©“ Come along with me, Loveit. I’'ve something to say
to you.”—¢1 can’t come now,” said Loveit, drawing away his
arm.—* Ah, do come now,” said Tarlton in a veice of persua-
sion— Well, I'll come presently.”—¢ Nay, but da, pray;
there’s a good fellow, come now, because I've something to
say to you.”—¢ What is it you've got to say to me? . I wish
you’d let me alone,” said Loveit; yet at the same time he
suffered himself to be led away. . :
Tarlten took particular pains to humour him and bring him
igto temper again; and even though he was not very apt to
part with his playthings, went so far as to say, ¢ Loveit, the
other day you wanted a top; I’ll give you mine if you desire
it.”—Loveit thanked him, and was overjoyed at the thoughts
of possessing this tep. ¢ But what did you want to say to me
just now P~ Aye we’ll talk of that presently—not yet—
when we . get ouwt. of hearing.”—¢ Nobody is near us,” said
Loveit.—¢ Come a little fartber, however,” said Tarlton,
ooking round suspiciously.—¢ Well now, well ?”’—¢ You know
the dog that frightened us so last night ?”—¢ Yes.”—«“ It will
never frighten us again.”—“Won'tit { how, so ?’—*Look here,”
said Tarlton, drawing fram his pocket something wrapped in a
blye handkerchief.”—*¢ What’sp‘:chat_?,’_’ . Tarlton opepx?ed ite—
“ Raw meat !” exclaimed Loveit, “ How ocame you by it ?”—
¢ Tom, the servant boy, Tom got it far me, and I'm to give
him sixpence.”—¢ And is it for the dag ?”— Yes; I vowed
I'd berevenged op him, and afterall this be’ll never bark egain.”
— Never bark agein! What do you mewa i~ it. peisen?”
exclaimed Loveit, starting back with horrer. ¢ Only poison
for a dog,” said Tarlton cenfused ; - ¥ou could pot look mare
shocked if it was poison for. a Christian,” Lovei stood for
nearly @ minute in profound silence. ., . ‘. Tagiten,”. said he at
lnst, in g changed tone and altered mignner, <1did mot kmow
you ; I will have no meore to de with yau.”—— Nay, but stay,”
sid Tarlton, catching hold of his arm, ¢ stay; 1 was only jek-
ing.”—* Let go my _erm, you were in garnest.”’—< But then
that was before I kmew there was any harm. If you thisk
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thére’s any harm ?”’— If”” * said Loveit.—¢ Why you know,
I might not know ; for Tom told me it’s a thing that’s often
done; ask Tom.”—¢T'll ask nobody ! Surely we know better
what’s right and wrong than Tom does.”—* But only just ask
him to hear what he’ll say.”—* | don’t want to hear what he’ll
say,” cried Loveit, vehemently. ¢ The dog will die in agonies
—in horrid agonies ; there was a dog poisoned at my father’s,
I saw him in the yard. Poor creature ! he lay, and howled,
and writhed himself !”" ¢ Poor creature!—Well there’s no
harm done now,” cried Tarlton, in a hypocritical tone. But
though he thought fit to dissemble with Loveit, he was thor-
oughly determined in his purpose.

Poor Loveit, in haste to get away, returned to his friend
Hardy ; -but his mind was in such agitation, that he neither
talked nor moved like himself; and two or three times his
heart was so full that he was ready to burst into tears.

“ How good-natured you are to me,” said he to Hardy, as
he was trying vainly to entertain him ; “but if you knew”—
Here he stopped short, for the bell for evening prayer rang,
and they all took their places and knelt down.  After prayers,
as they were going to bed, Loveit stopped Tarlton—¢ Well !”
asked he, in an inquiring maaner, fixing his eyes upon him;

- Well ! replied Tarlton in an audacious tone, as if he
meant to set his enquiring - eye at defiance ;—** what da you
mean to do to-night !”—“To go sleep, as you do, I sup-
pose,” replied Tarlton, turning away abruptly and whistling as
he walked off.

« Oh, he has certainly changed his mind ! said Loveit to
hmself, ¢ else he tould not whistle.”  About ten minutes af-
ter this, as he and Hardy were undressing, Hardy suddenly re-
collected that he had left his new kite out upon the grass.
“Oh,” said he, “ it will be quite spoiled before morning !”—
 Call Tom,” said Loveit, ¢ and bid him bring it in for you in a
minate.” They both went Whe top of the stairs to call
Tom ; 'no one answered. They called again louder, ¢ is Tom
below #’—% I'm here,” answered he at last, coming out of
Tarlton’s room with a look of mixed embarrassment and ef-
fromery. Aad as he was receiving Hardy’s commission, Loye-
it saw the corner of the blue handkerchief hanging out of his
pocket. This excited fresh suspicions in Laoveit's mind ; but,
without saying one word, e immediately stationed hitmself at
the window in his room, which looked out towards the lane ;
and as the moon wa4 risen, he could see if any one passed that
way. “ What are you doing there ?” said Hardy, after he °
had been watching somie time ; “ why don’t you come to bed ?”
Loveit retarned no answer, but continued standing at the win-
dow. ~ Nor dld he watch long in vain : presently he saw Tom

1
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gliding slowly along a by-path, and get over the gate into the
lane. . v .
“He’s gone to do it!” exclaimed Loveit aloud, with an
emotion which he could not command. ¢ Who’s gone ! to do
what ?” cried Hardy, starting up.  “ How cruel, how wick-
ed!” continued Loveit. ¢ What’s cruel—what’s wicked ?
speak out at once !” returned Hardy, in that commanding tone,
which, in moments of danger, strong minds feel themselves en-
titled . to assume towards weak ones.  Loveit instantly, though
in an incoherent manner, explained the affair to him. Scarce-
ly had the words passed his lips, when Hardy sprang up; and
began dressing humself without saying one syllable. ¢ For
Heaven’s sake, what are you going to do ?”” said Loveitin great
anxiety.  “ They’ll never forgive me! don’t beray me !
they’ll never forgive me ! pray speak to me ! only say you won’t
betray us !”—¢ I will not betray you, trust to me,” said Har-
dy; and he left the room, and Loveit stood in amazement :
whilst, in the mean time, Hardy, in hopes of overtaking Tom
before the fate of the poor dog was decided, ran with all pos-
sible speed across the meadow, and then down the lane. He
came up with Tom just as he was climbing the bank into the
old man’s garden. Hardy, too much out of breath to speak,
seized hold of him, dragged him down, detaining him with a
firm grasp whilst he panted for utterance—¢ What, master
Hardy, is it you ? what’s the matter ? what do you want ?”—
‘] want the poisoned meat that you have in your pocket.”—
¢ Who told you that I had any such thing ?” said Tom, clap-
ping his hand upon his guilty pocket. ¢ Give it me quietly,
and I'll let you off.”—* Sir, upon my word I bav’n’t! I didn’t!
I don’t know what you mean,” said Tom trembling, though he
was by far the strongest of the two ; * indeed 1 don’t know what
you mean.”—¢ You do,” said Hardy, with great indignation,
and a violent struggle immediately commenced. The dog,
now alarmed by the voices, began to bark outrageously. Tom
was terrified lest the old man should come out to see what was
‘the matter ; his strength forsook him, and flinging the hand-
kerchief and meat over the hedge, he ran away with all his
speed. The handkerchief fell within the reach of the dog,
who instantly snapped at it ; luckily it did not come untied.
Hardy saw a pitchfork on a dunghill close beside him, and
seizing upon it, stuck it into the handkerchief. The dog pull-
ed, tore, growled, grappled, yelled ; it was impossible to get
the handkerchief from between his teeth ; but the knot was
" Joosed, the meat, unperceived by the dog, dropped out ; and
while .he dragged off the handkerchief in triumph, Hardy with
- imexpressible joy plunged the pitchfork into the poisoned meat,
and bore it away. | : ) o
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Never did hero retire with more satisfaction from a field of
battle.  Full of the pleasure of successful benevolence, Hardy
tripped joyfully home, and vaulted over the window-sill, when
the first object he beheld was Mr. Power, the usher, standing
at the heid of the stairs, with a candle in his hand. R

" ¢ Come up, whoever you are,” said Mr. William Power, in
a stern voice ; “ I thought I should find you out at last. Come
up, whoever you are !”  Hardy obeyed without reply.—¢ Har-
dy !” exclaimed Mr. Power, starting back with astonishment ;
“ is it you, Mr. Hardy ?” repeated he, holding the light to his
face. ¢ Why, Sir,” said he in a sneering tone, * I'm sure, if -
Mz, Freeman was here, he wouldn’t believe his own eyes ; but
for 'my part, I saw through you long since, I never liked saints
for my share. Will you please to do me the favour, Sir, if it
is not too much trouble, to empty your pockets.’—Hardy obey-

id-in silence. ¢ Hey dey ! meat ! raw meat ! what next ¥
—=¢That’s all,” said Hardy, emptying his pockets inside out.
“ This is all,” said Mr. Power, taking up the meat.— Pray,
- 8ir,” said Hardy eagerly, ¢ let that meat be burned, it is
poisoned,”—¢ Poisoned !” cried Mr. William Power, letting
it drop out of his fingers ; * you wretch ! looking at him with
a menacing air, * what is all this ? Speak.” Hardy wassi-
lent. "« Why don’t you speak !” cried he, shaking him by the
shoulder impatiently.  Still Hardy was silent. ¢ Down upon
your knees this minute, and confess all, tell me where you've
been, what you’ve been doing, and who are your accomplices,
for I know there is a° gang of you: so,” added he, pressing
heavily upon Hardy’s shoulder, ‘“ down upon your knees this
minute, and confess the whole, that’s your only way now to get
off yourself. I you hope for my pardon, I can telt you it’s not
to be had without asking for.”—¢ Sir,” said Hardy in a firm
but respectful voice, “ I have no pardon to ask, I have'nothing
to confess, I am innocent ; but if I were not, I would never try
to'get off myself by betraying my companions.”—* Very well,
Sir ! very well ! very fine ! stick to it, stick to it, I advise you
—and we shall see. And how will you look to-morrow, Mr.
Innocent, when my uncle the Doctor comes home ?”—: As I
do now, Sir,” said Hardy, unmoved. His composure threw
Mr. Power into a rage too great for utterance. ¢ Sir,” ‘con-
tinued Hardy, ¢ ever since I have been at school, I never told
a lie, and therefore, Sir, I hope you will believe me now.
Upon my word and honour, Sir, I have done nothing wrong.**
—= Nothing wrong ?. Better and better ! what, when F catch-
ed you ‘going out at night #’—¢ Thatto be surk' was wrong,*
dﬂiI Hardy, recollecting himself ; ¢ but exceptthdt—"" ¢« Ex
cept that, Sir! I will except nothing. Come along with e}
yohng geiitleman, your timé for pardon is-past.” " Sayirig thesé
words, he pulled Hardy along a narrow passage: to a $mall clog<
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et, set apart for desperate offenders, and usually known by the
name of the Black Hole. ¢ There, Sir, take up your lodging
there for to-night,” said he, pushing him in‘; * to-morrow I'lt
know more, or I'll know why,” added he, double locking the
door with a tremendous noise upon his prisoner, and locking
also the door at the end of the passage, so that no one could
have access to him. ¢ So now I think I bave you safe !” said
Mr. William Power to himself, stalking off with steps which
made the whole gallery resound, and which made many a guilty
heart tremble. The conversation which had passed between
Hardy and Mr. Power at the head of the stairs had been anx-
iously listened to, but only a word or two here and there had
been distinctly overheard.—The locking of the black hole door
was a terrible sound—some knew not what it portended, and
others knew #00 well ;. all assembled in the morning with faces
of anxiety. Tarlton’s and Loveit’s were the most agitated.
Tarlton for himself ; Loveit for his friend, for himself, for
every body. KEvery one of the party, and Tarlton at their
head, surrounded him with reproaches ; and considered him
as the author of the evils which hung over them. ¢ How
could you do so? and why did you say any thing to Hardy
about it ! when you had pramised too ! Oh what shall we all
do ! what a scrape you have brought usinto ! Loveit, it’s all
your fault !”—¢ Al my fault !” repeated poar Loveit, with a
sigh ; “well, that is hard.” :

“ Goodness ! there’s the bell,” exclaimed a number of
voicesatonce. “ Now for it !” They all stood in a half cir-
cle for morning prayers ! they listened,—¢ Here he is com-
ing ! No——Yes——Here heis!” And Mr. William Power,
with a gloomy brow, appeared and walked up to his place at
the head of the room. They knelt down to prayers, and the
moment they rose, Mr. William Power, laying his hand upon
the table, cried, “ Stand still, gentlemen, if you please.”
Every body stood stock still ; he walked out of the circle ;
they guessed that he was gone for Hardy, and the whole room
was in commotion. Each with eagerness asked each what
none could answer,—* Has he told ?”—< Whai has he told 7
~—¢ Who has he told of ?” ¢ I hope he has not told of me ?*
cried they.  * I’ll answer for it he has told of all of us,” said

Tarlton. ¢ And I'll answer for it he has told of none of us,”
answered Loveit, with a sigh. ¢ You don’t think he’s such a
fool, when he can get himself off,” said Tarlton.

At this instant the prisoner was led in, and as he passed
through the circle, every eye was fixed upon him ; his eye
turned upon no one, not even upon Loveit, who pulled him by
the coat as he passed—every one felt almost afraid to breathe.
¢ Well Sir,” said Mr Power, sitting down in Mr. Freeman’s
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elbow chair, and placing the prisoner opposite ta him ;— well,
Sir, what have you to say to me this morping ¢~ Nothing,
Sir,” answered Hardy, in a decided yet modest manner ;
“ nothing but what I said Jast night.”~ Noghing morg #”’—
- % Nothing more, Sir.”—~* But 1 have something more to sy
to you, Sir, then ; and 3 great deal more, I promise you, be-
fore I have done with you ; and then seizing him in a fury, he
was just going to give him a severe flogging, when the school-
room door opened, and Mr. Freeman appeared, followed by
an old man whom Loveit immediately knew, He leaned up+
on his stick as he walked, and in his other hand carried a has-
ket of apples. When they came within the circle, Mr. Free-
man stopped short— Hardy !” exclaimed he, with a voice of
unfeigned surprise, whilst Mr. William Power stoad with hig
hand suspended. ¢ Aye, Hardy, Sir,” repeated he. ¢ I;
told him youw’d not believe your ‘own - eves.”—Mr, Freg-
man advanced with a slow step. ¢ Now, Sir, give me
leave,” s3id the wysher, eagerly drawing him aside and
whispering. ¢ So, Sir,” said Mr. F. when the whisper
was done; addressing himself t¢ Hardy - with a voice and map<
ner, which, had he been guilty, must have pierced him to the
heart, “I find 1 have been deceived in you—itis but three
hours ago that I told your uncle I never had a boy in my schaol
in whow | placed so much confidence ; but, after all this shoy
of honowr and integrity, the moment my back is turned, you
are the first to set an example of disobedienee to my erders,
Why do I talk of disebeying my commands, you are § thief !
¢ 1. Sir!” exclaimed Hardy, no longer able to repress his
feelings.— You, Sir,—you and some others,” said Mr. Free-
mag, dooking round the room with a pepetrating glance—* you
and some others—" ¢ Aye, Sir,” interyupted Mr. William
Power, © get that out of hiwm if you cap——ask him—,”  «]
will agk him nothing, I shall neither put his truth or his honour
to she trial 5 truth and honour are not to be expected amongst
thieves.” ¢ ] gm pot a thief! I have pever had any thing to do .
with thieves,” cried Hardy, indignandy. ¢ Have not you rob-
bed this old man ? don’t you know the taste of these apples ?”
said Mr. Freeman, taking ane out of the basket. * No, Sir, 1
do not; ] never touched one of that old man’s apples.”'—
« Never towched one of them ! I suppose this is some vile
equivoration ; you have done worse. you have had the bar-
barity, the bageness, to aitempt to poisen his dog ; the poisoned
meat was found in your pocket last night.”——¢ The poisoned
meat was found in my pocket, Sir ! but I never attempted to
‘poison the dog, I saved his life.”—¢ Lord bless him,” said
the old man. “ Nonsense ! cunning i” said Mr. Power. « [
hope you won’t let him impose upan you so, Sir,” . ¢ No, he
cannot impose upon me, 1 have a proof he is little prepared
10 )
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for,” said Mr. Freeman, producing the blue handkerchief in
which the meat had been wrapped.

" Tarlton turned pale ; Hardy’s countenance never changed.
== Don’t you know this handkerchief, Sir ?”—¢ I do, Sir !”
—¢ Is it not your’s ?”’—* No, Sir.”—¢ Don’t you know whose
itis ?” cried Mr. Power. Hardy was silent. )

“ Now, gentlemen,” said Mr. Freeman, ¢ I am not fond of
punishing you ; but when I do it, you know it is always in
earnest. 1 will begin with the eldest of you ; I will begin with
Hardy, and flog you with my own hands till this handkerchief
is owned.” ¢ I’m sure it’s not mine ;” and ¢ I’m sureit’s
none of mine ;” burst from every mouth, whilst they looked at
each other in dismay, for none but Hardy, Loveit, and Tarlton
knew the secret.—* My cane !” said Mr. Freeman, and Pow-
er handed him the cane—Loveit groaned from the bottom of
his -heart—Tarlton leaned back against the wall with a black
countenance—Hardy looked with a steady eye at the cane.

¢ But first,” said Mr. Freeman, laying down the cane, ¢ let
us see ; perhaps we may find out the owner of this handker-
chief another way,” examining the corners : it was almost torn
_ to pieces, but luckily the corner that was marked remained.

“J.T.!” cried Mr. Freeman. Every eye turned upon the
guilty Tarlton, who, now, as pale as ashes and trembling in
every limb, sunk down upon his knees, and in a whining voice
begged for mercy. ¢ Upon my word and honour, Sir, Ill tell
you all ; I should never have thought of stealing the apples if
Loveit had not first told me of them ; and it was Tom who -
first put the poisoning the dog into my head ; it was he that
carried the meat; wasn’t it 2 said he appealing to Hardy,
whose word he knew must be believed—¢ Oh dear Sir ! con-
tinued he, as Mr. Freeman began to move towards him, * do
let me off—do pray let me off this time ! I’m not the only one
indeed, Sir ! I hope you won’t make me an example for the
rest—It’s very hard I'm to be flogged more than they !”
“ I'm not going to flog you.”—¢ Thank you, Sir,” said Tarl-
ton, getting up and wiping his eyes. ¢ You need not thank
me,” said Mr. Freeman: ¢ Take your handkerchief—go out
of this room—out of this house—let me never see you more.”

¢ If I had any hopes of him,” said Mr. Freeman, as he shut
the door after him ; ¢ if I had any hopes of him, I would have
punished him : but I have none—punishment is meant only to
make people better ; and those who have any hopes of them-
selves will know how to submit to it.”

At these words Loveit first, and igamediately all the rest of
the guilty party, stepped out of the ranks, confessed their fault,
and declared themselves ready to bear any punishment their
master thought proper.—* Oh, they have been punished
enough,” said the old man ;  forgive them, Sir.”
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Hardy looked as if he wished to speak.

¢ Not because you ask it,” said Mr. Freeman, ¢ though I
should be glad to oblige you—it wouldn’t be just—but there
(pointing to Hardy,) there is one who has merited a reward ;
the highest I can give him is the pardon of his companions.”

Hardy bowed, and his face glowed with pleasure, whilst
every body present sympathised in his feelings.—* I am sure,”
thought Loveit, ¢ this is a lesson I shall never forget.”

“ Gentlemen,” said the old man with a faultering voice,
¢ it wasn’t for the sake of my apples that I spoke ; and you,
Sir,” said he to Hardy, ¢ I thank you for saving my dog. If
you please, I'll plant on that mount, opposite the window, a
young apple tree, from my old one ; 1 will water it, and take .
care of it with my own hands for your sake, as long as I am
able.—And may' God bless you ! (laying his trembling hand
on Hardy’s head) may God bless you—I'm sure God will bless
all such boys as you are.” ,



BALIR REY.

Mr. SrNter, 8 vety betevolent and sensible man, onder-
ook the education of several poor children. Among she rest
was & boy of the name of Frunklin, whom he had bred up from
the time he was five years old. Franklin had the misforume
t6 be the sont of & men of infantous ehardeter ; snd for many
years this was a disgrace and reproach to his child.  When
any of the neighbours’ children quarrelled with him, they used
to tell him he would turn out like his father. But Mr. Spen-
cer always assured him, that he might make himself whatever
he pleased ; that by behaving well he would certainly, sooner

- or later, secure the esteem and love of all who knew him, even
of those who had the strongest prejudice against him on his
father’s account. p .

This hope was very delightful to Franklin, and he showed
the strongest desire to learn 1o do every thing that was right ;
so that Mr. Spencer soon grew fond of him, and took great
pains to instruct him, and to give him all the good habits and °
principles which might make him a useful, respectable, and
happy man.

hen he was about thirteen years of age, Mr. Spencer one
day sent for him into his closet ; and as he was folding up a-
letter which he had been writing, said to him with a very kind
look, but in a graver tone than usual, * Franklin, you are go-
ing to leave me.”— Sir !” said Franklin. * You are now
going - to leave me, and to begin the world for yourself. You
will carry this letter to my sister, Mrs. Churchill, in Queen’s
Square—you know Queen’s Square ?”  Franklin bowed.
“ You must expect,” continued Mr. Spencer, * to meet with
several disagreeable things, and a great deal of rough work, at
your first setting out ; but be faithful and obedient to your mis-
tress, and obliging to your fellow-servants, and all will go well.
Mrs. Churchill will make you a very good mistress if you be-
have properly, and 1 bave no doubt but you will.”—*¢ Thank
you, Sir.”~—¢ And yeu will always (I mean as long as you
deserve it) find a friend in me.”—¢ Thank you, Sir—I am
sure you are—" 'There Franklin stopped short, for the recol-
lection of all Mr. Spencer’s goodness rushed upon him at once,
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and he could 16t say another word. ¢ Bring e acandle to
seal this letter,” said his master ; and he was very glad to get
out of the room. He came back with the candle, and with a
stout heart stood by whilst the letter was sealing ; and when
his master put it into his hand, said, in a cheerful voice, “ §
hope you will let me see you agdin, Sir, sometimes.”—¢ Cer-
tainly : whenever your mistress can spare you I shall be very
glad to see you ; and, remember, if ever you get into any diffi-
culty, don’t be afraid to come to me. I have sometinres spok-~
en harshly to you, but you will not meet with a more indulgent
friend.” Franklin at this turned away with a full heart ; and,
after making two or three attempis to express his gratitude, left
the room without being able to speak.

He got 1o Queen’s Square about three o’clock. The door
was opened by a large red faced man ia a blue eoat and scarlet
waistcoat, to whem he felt afraid to give his message, lest he
should net be a servant. “ Well, what’s your business, Sir
said the butler. I have a letter for Mrs. Churchill, Sir,”
said Franklin, endeavouring to pronounce his Sir in a tone as
respectful as the butler’s was insolent. The man having ex~
amined the direction, seal, and edges of the letter, carried it up-
stairs, and in a few minutes returned, and ordered Frarklin te
rub bis shoes well and follow him. He was then shown into &
4 handsome room, where he found his. mistress, an elderly lady..
She asked him a few questions, examining him attentively as
she spoke ; and her severe eye at first, and her gracious smilet
afterwards, made him feel that she was a person te be both lov-
ed and feared. I shall give yow in charge,” said she, riag-
ing a bell, ¢ to way house-keeper, and I hope she will have no
reason to be displeased with you.”

The houskeeper, when she first eame in appeared with
smiling couatenance ; bwf the moment she cast her eyes on
Franklin, it changed to a look of surprise and suspicion. Hex
mistress reeommeaded him to her protection, saying, *“ Pom-
fret, | hope you wil keep this boy uader your own eye.” Aad
she received him with a cold ¢ very well ma’am ;° which-
pltinly showed she was no# dispesed to like him. In facs
Mrs. Pomfret was a woman se fond of power, aad so jealous of
favour, that she would have quarrelled with an angel who had
gotten so neat her mistress without her introduction. She
smothered ker displeasure, however, till night ; when, as she
sstended ber miswess’s toilette, she eould not refrain from ex-~
pressing her sentiments.  She began eautiously ; ““ Ma’am, is
mot this the boy Mr. Speneer was talking of ose day—that had
been: up by the ?ﬂlamropic Seciety, 1 think they eall
i ?”’—+¢ Philanthropic Sdeiety ; yes ; and my brother gives him
& high cheracter : I hepe he will do very well.”—¢ Pm sure 1
hope 5o 100 3 but I caa’t- say 3 for my past, I've no greas notion
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of those low people. They say all those children are taken"
from the very lowest drugs and refugees of the town, and sure-
ly they are like enough, ma’am, to take after their own fathers
and mothers.”—* But they are not suffered to be with their
patents, and therefore cannot be hurt by their example. This
little boy to be sure was unfortunate in his father, but he has
had ‘an excellent education.”—¢ Oh, edication ! to be sure,
ma’am, I don’t say but what edication is a great thing. But -
then, ma’am, edication can’t change the natur that’s in one,
they say ; and one that’s born naturally bad and low, they say,
all the edication in the world won’t do no good ; and, for my
part, ma’am, I know you knows best, but I should be afraid to
let any of those Pillantropic folks get into my house, for no-
body can tell the natur of them beforehand : I declare it frights
me.”—¢ Pomfret, I thought you had better sense : how could
this poor boy earn his bread ? he would be forced to starve, or
steal, if every body had such prejudices.” Pomfret, who real-
ly wasa good woman, was softened at this idea, and said,
¢ God forbid he should starve, or steal, and God forbid I should
say-any thing prejudiciary of the boy, for there may be no harm
in him.”—¢ Well,” said Mrs. Churchill, changing her tone,
“ but, Pomfret, if we don’t like the boy at the end of a month,
we have done with him ; for I have only promised Mr. Spen-
cer to keep him a month upon trial—there is no harm ‘done.”
—=¢ Dear, no, Ma’am, to be sure—and cook must put up with
her disappointment, that’s all.”—¢ What disappointment ?”—
¢ About her nephew, ma’am ; the boy she and I was speaking
to you for.”—¢ When ?”’—¢ The day you called her up about
the almond pudding, ma’am ; if you remember, you said you
should have no objections to try the boy ; and upon that cook
bought him new shirts ; but they -are safe, as I tell her.”—
“But I did not promise to take her nephew.”—¢ Oh, no,
ma’am, not at all : she does not think to say that, else I should
be very angry ; but the poor woman never let fall a word, any
more than frets that the boy should miss such a good place.”—
“ Well, but since I' did say that I should have no objection to
try him, I shall keep my word ; let him come to-morrow : let
them both have a fair trial, and at the end of the month I can
decide which I like best, and which we had better keep.”
Dismissed with these orders, Mrs. Pomfret hastened to re-
port all that had passed to the cook ; like a favourite minister,
proud to display the extent of her secret influence. In the
morning Felix, the cook’s nephew, arrived ; and the moment
he came into the kitchen every eye, even the scullion’s, was
fixed upon him with approbation, and afterwards glanced upon
Franklin with contempt—contempt which Franklin could not
endure without some confusion, though quite unconscious of
having deserved it ; nor, upon the most impartial and cool self-
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examination, could he comprehend the justice of his judges.
He perceived indeed, for the comparisons were minutely made
in audible and scornful whispers, that Felix was a much hand-
somer, or, as the kitchen maid expressed it, a much more gen-
teeler gentlemanly-looking-like sort of a person than he was ;
and he was made to umderstand, that he wanted a frill to his
shirt, a cravat, a pair of thin shoes, and, above all, shoe-strings,
besides other nameless advantages, which justly made his rival
the admiration of the kitchen. However, upon calling to mind
all that his friend Mr. Spencer had ever said to him, he could
hot recollect his having warned him that shoe-strings were in-
dispensable requisites to the character of a good servant ; so
that he could only comfort himself with resolving if possible,
to make amends for these deficiencies, and to dissipate the
prejudices which he saw were formed against him, by the
strictest adherence to all that his tutor had taught him to be his
duty. He hoped to secure the approhation of his mistress by
scrupulous obedience to all her commands, and faithful care of
all that belonged to her ; at the same time he flattered himself
he should win the good will of his fellow servants, by showing
a constant desire to oblige them. He pursued this plan of con-
duct steadily for nearly three weeks, and found that he suc-
ceeded beyond his expectations in pleasing his mistress ; but
unfortunately he found it more difficult to please his fellow-
servants, and he sometimes offended when he least expected it.

He had made great progress in the affections of Corkscrew
the butler, by working indeed very hard for him, and doing
every day at least half of his business. But one unfortunate
night the butler was gone out—the bell rang—he went up
stairs ; and his mistress asking where Corkscrew was, he an-
swered that he was gone out. ¢ Where to ?” said his mistress.
¢ I don’t know,” answered Franklin. And as he had told ex-
actly the truth, and meant to do no harm, he was surprised, at
the butler’s return, when he repeated to him what had passed,
to receive a sudden box on the ear, and the appellation of a
mischievous, impertinent, mean-spirited brat ! ¢ Mischievous,
impertinent, mean !” repeated Franklin to himself ; but, look-
ing in the butler’s face, which was of a deeper scarlet than usu-
al, he judged that he was far from sober, and did not doubt but
that the next morning, when he came to the use of his reason,
he would be sensible of his injustice, and apologize for this box
of the ear. But no apology coming all day, Franklin at last
ventured to requestan explanation, or rather to ask what he
had best do on the next occasion. ¢ Why,” said Corkscrew,
. when mistress asked for me, how came you to say I was gone
out ?”—¢ Because, you know, I saw you go out.”—¢ And
when she asked you where I was gone, how came you to say
that you did not know ?”—¢ Because indeed I did not.”—
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¢ You are a sfupid- blackhéad : could nos you say 1 was gone
to the washerwoman’s ?”~— But were you ?” said Franklin.
(0 Was 12” said. Corkscrew, and looked as-if he would have
struck -him again ;- how dare you give me the lie.?—Mr.
Hypecrite, you wauld be ready enough, I’ll be bound, to make
exeuses for yourself. —Why are not.mistress’s clogs elesned ? ’
go alang and blacken ’em this minute, and send Fehx to me.”
From this’ time forward Felix alone was privileged to enter
the butler’s pantry.  Felix became the favourite of Corkscrew ;-
and though Franklin by mo means sought to pry into the mys~
teries of their private conferences, nor ever entered without
kaockiag at the door, yet it was his fate once to he sent of g
message at' aa unlueky time, and as the door was half open he
ceuld not avoid seeing Felix drinking a bumper of red ligyor,
which he could mot help suspecting to be wine ; and as the de-
eanter, which uswally went up stairs after dinner, was at this
time in the butler’s grasp, without any stopper in it, he was in-
voluntarily led to suspect they were drinking his mistress’s wine.
* Nor were the bumpers of port the only unlawful rewards
which Felix received ; his aunt the cook had occasien for his
assistance, and she had many delicious douceurs in her gift.
Many a handful of currants, many a half custard, many a trian-
ular remnant of pie, besides the choice of his own meal at
Ereakfast, «dinner, and supper, fell to the share of the favourite
Felix ; whilst Franklin was neglected, though he took the ut-
- most pams to please ‘the cook in all honourable service, and,
when she-was hot, angry, ar hurried, he was always at hand tp
help her ; and in the hour of adversny, when the clock struek
five; and no dinner was dished, and no kitchen maid with twen-
ty pait of hands was to be had, Franklin would answer to her
call, with flowers to garnish her dishes, and presence of mind
to'know, in the idst of the commotion, where every thing that
was wanting was to be found ; so that, quick as lightning, all
difficulties vanished before him. Yet whep the danger was
over, and - the hour of adversity passed, the ungrateful cook
‘wo‘uld'forg'et her benefactor, and when it came 10 be his supper
time, would throw him, with a carelessness that touched him
sensibly, any: thing whioh the other servants were too nice to
eat. All this Franklin bore with fomtude, nor did he envy
Felix -the dainties which he eat sometimes close beside him :
« For,” gaid -he:to himself, ¢ I have a clear conscience, and
that is more than Felix ean bave. 1 know how he wins cook’s
favour-to’ ‘well; and 1 fancy: I. know how 1 bave offended her-;
for-since ‘the: day I‘Ea:W the basket, she has dane not.bmg but huff
me. oA i
The- -{ﬁstorynd the basket) was - this : Mrs. Pom&et, the
hdusekeeper, had several times, directly and - m(hrecﬂy, given
the world below to understand, that she and her migtress thought
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thiere was a prodigious quanpity of meat eaten of late. Now
when she spoke, it was usually at dinner time ; she always look-
éd, or Franklin imagined that she looked suspiciously at him,
Other people looked still more maliciously ; but as he felt him-
self perfectly innocent, he went on eating his dinner in silence,
But at length it was time to explain. One Sunday there ap-
peared a handsome sirloin of beef, which before noon on Mou-
day had shrunk almost to the bare bone, and presented such a.
deplorable spectacle to the opening eyes of Mrs. Pomfret, that
her long smothered indignation burst forth, and she boldly de-
clared she was now certain there had been foul play, and she
would have the beef found, or she would know why. She
spele, but no beef appeared ; till Franklin, with a look of sud-
déa recollection, cried, “ Did not I see something like a piece
of beef in a basket in the dairy ? I think—"” The cook, as if*
somebody had smote her a deadly blow, grew pale ; but sud-
denly recovering the use of her speech, turned upon Franklin,
and with a voice of thunder, gave him the lie direct ; and forth=
with, taking Mrs. Pomfret by the rufile, led the way to the-
dairy, declaring she could defy the world—that she could and.
86 'would.—*¢ There, ma’am,” said she, kicking an empty bas-
ket which lay on the floor, ¢ there’s malice for you—ask him
why he don’t show you the beefin the basket.”—¢ I thought I
saw—"" poor Franklin began. ¢ You thought you saw !”’ cried
the cook coming close to him with kimboed arms, and looking
like a dragon.—** And-pray, sir, what business have such a one
as you to think you see ?—And pray, ma’am, will you be pleas-
ed to speak ? perhaps, ma’am he’ll condescend to obey you,
ma’am, will you be pleased to forbid him my dairy ? for here
he comes prying and spying abeut—and how, ma’am, am I to
answer for my butter and cream or any thingat all ? I’'m syre
it’s what I can’t pretend to, unless you do me the justice to for-
bid him my place,” '

! “Mrs. Pomfret, whose eyes were blinded by her prejudices
against the folks of the Fillantropic Society, and also by the
secret jealousy of a boy whom she deemed to be growing a.
favourite of her mistress, took part with the cook, and ended,
as she began, with a firm persuasion that Franklin was the guil-
ty person. ¢ Let him alone, let him alone !” said she ; * he,
has as many turns and windings as a hare ; but we shall catch
him yet, I'll be bound in some of his doublings. 1 knew the
nature of him well enough, from the first time I ever set my
eyes upon him ; but mistress shall have her own way, and see
the end of it,” These words, and the bitter sense of injustice,
drew tears at length fast down the proud cheek of Franklin,
which might possibly have touched Mrs. Pomfret, if Felix, with
a sneer, had not called them crocodile. tears.  * Felix toe "
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She spoke to him of his last night’s exertions in terms of much
approbation. ¢ How long have you lived with me ?” said she,
pausing ; ¢“three weeks, I think ?”—¢ Three weeks and four
_days, madam.”—¢ That is but a short time ; yet you have con-
ducted yourself so as to make me think I may depend - upon
you. You know this key ?”—¢1 believe, madam, itis the key
of the house door.”—¢¢ It is : 1 shall trust it in your care. It
is a great trust for so young a person as you are.”  Franklin
stood silent, with a firm but modest look. “If you take the
charge of this key,” continued his mistress, ¢ remember it is
upon condition, that you never give it out of your own hands.
In the day-time it must not be left in the door.  You must not
tell any body where you keep it at night ; and the house door
must not be unlocked after eleven o’clock at night, unless by
my orders. Will you take charge of the key upon these con-
ditions ?”— I will, madam, do any thing you order me,” said -
Franklin, and received the key from her hands.

When Mrs. Churchill’s orders were made known, they caus-
ed many secret marvellings and murmurings. Corkscrew and
Felix were disconcerted, and dared not openly avow their dis-
content ; and they treated Franklin with the greatest seeming
kindnesSwgnd eordiality. ~ Every thing went on smoothly for
three days j-he butler never attempted his usual midnight visits
to the ale-house, but went to bed in proper time, and paid par-
ticular court to Mrs. Pomfret, in order to dispel her suspicions.
She had never had any idea of the real fact, that he and Felix
were joined in a plot with house-breakers, to rob the house, but
thought he only went out at irregular hours, to indulge himself
in his passion for drinking. So stood affairs the night before
Mrs. Churchill’s birth-day. Corkscrew, by the house-keeper’s
means, ventured to present a petition, that he might go to the
play the next day, and his request was granted. Franklin
came into the kitchen just when all the servants had gathered
round the butler, who with great importance, was reading aloud
the play-bill. Every body present soon began to speak at once,
and with great enthusiasm talked of the play-house, the actors,
and actresses; and then Felix, in the first pause, turned to
Franklin, and said, « Lord, you know nothing of all this !
you never went to a play, did you ?”—¢ Never,” said Frank-
lin, and felt, he did not know why, a little ashamed ; and he
longed extremely to go to one. ¢ How should you like to go
to the play with me to-morrow,” said Corkscrew. ¢ Oh,”
exclaimed Fraoklin, ¢ I should like it exceedingly.”—¢ And.
do you think mistress would let you, if I asked.”—¢ I think—
may be she would, if Mrs. Pomfret asked her.”—¢ But then
you have no money, have you?”—¢No,” said Franklin,
sighing. < But stay,” said Corkscrew, ¢ what L am thinking

L
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of is, that, if mistress will let you go, I’ll treat you myself, rath-
er than you should be disappointed.”

Delight, surprise, and gratitude, appeared in Franklin’s face
at these words.  Corkscrew rejoiced to see that now, at least,
he had found a most powerful temptation. ¢ Well, then, I’ll
go justnow and ask her : in the mean time lend me the key of
the house door for a minnte or two.”—¢ The key !” answer-
ed Franklin, starting ; “I’m sorry, but I can’t do that, for I've
promised my mistress never to let it go out of my own hands.”
—* But how will she know any thing of the matter >—Run,
run and get it for us.”—* No, I cannot,” replied Franklin, re-
sisting the push which the butler gave his shoulder.. * You
can’t ?”’ cried Corkscrew, changing his tone ; ¢ then, sir, I
can’t take you to the play.”—¢ Very well, sir,” said Franklin
sorrowfully, but with steadiness. ¢ Very well, sir,” said Felix,
mimicking him, “you need not look so important, nor fancy
yourself such a great man, because you’re master of a key.”—
“ Say no more to him,” interrupted Corkscrew ; ¢ let him
alone to take his own way—F elix, you would have no objection,
I suppose, to going to the play with me ?”—* Oh, I should
like it of all things, if I did not come between any body else.—
But come, come !” added the hypocrite, assuming. a tone of
friendly persuasion, ¢ you won’t be such a blockhead, Frank-
lin, as to lose going to the play for nothing ; it’s only just ob-
stinacy : what harm can it do to lend Mr. Corkscrew the key
for five minutes ; he’ll give it to you back -again safe and
sound ?”  “] don’t doubt ¢thet,” answered Franklin. ¢ Then
it must be all because you don’t wish to oblige Mr. Corkscrew.”
—= No ; but I can’t oblige him in this: for as I told you be-
fore, my mistress trusted me ; I promised never to let the key
out of my own hands ; and you would not have me break my
trust : Mr. Spencer told me that was worse than robbing.”
At the work robbing both Corkscrew and Felix involuntarily
cast down their eyes, and turned the conversation immediately,
saying that he did very right ; that they did not really want the
key, and had only asked for it just to try if he would keep his
word. ¢ Shake hands,” said Corkscrew, ¢ I am glad to find
you out to be an honest fellow !”—¢ I’'m sorry you did not
think me one before, Mr. Corkserew,” said Franklin, giving
his hand rather proudly ; and he walked away.

“ We shall made no hand of this prig,” said Corkscrew.
¢ But we’ll have the key from him in spite of all his obstinacy,”
said Felix ; “ and let him make his story as good as he can af-
terwards.  He shall repent of these airs. To-night I'll watch
him, and find out where he hides the key ; and when he’s
asteep, we'll get it without thanking him.”

This plan Felix put in execution. They discovered the
place where Franklin kept the key at night, stole it whilst he
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stept, took offthe impression in wax, and carefully replaced it
in Franklin’s trunk where they found it.

Probably our young readers cannot guess what use they could
mean to make of this impression of the key in wax. Knowing
how to do misehief is very different from wishing to do it ; and
the most innocent persons are generally the least ignorant. By
means of the impression, which they had thus obtaimed, Cork-
screw and Felix proposed to get a false key made by Picklock,
a smith who belonged to their gang of house-breakers ; and
with this false key they knew they could open the door whea-
ever they pleased. Little suspecting what had happened,
Franklin the next morning went to unlock the house-door as
usual ; but finding the key entangled in the lock, hve took it out
. te examine it, and perceived a lump of wax sticking in one of
the wards. Struck with this circumstance, it brought to his
mind all that had passed the preceding evening, aud, being surs
that he had no wax near the key, he began to suspect what kad
happened ; and he could not help recollecting what he hadence
heard Felix say, that * give him but a halfpennyworth of wax,
and he could open the strongest lock that ever was made by
hands.”

All these, things considered, Franklin resolved to take the
key just as it was, with the wax sticking in it, to his mistress.
“ I was not mistaken when I thought I might trust yox with this
key,” said Mrs Churchill, after she had heard his story. < My
brother will be here to-day, and I shall consult him ; in the
mean time say nothing of what has passed.”

Evening came, and after tea Mr. Speéncer sent for Frankli
op stairs. ¢ Se, Mr. Franklin,” said he, “ I'm glad w0 find
you are in such high trust in this family.”—Franklin bowed.
% But you have lost, I understand, the pleasure of going to the
play to-night #”’—¢ I don’t think any thing-—much, I mean—of
that, sir,” answered Franklin, smiling. “ Are Corkserew and
Felix gone to the play ?”— Yes ; half an hour ago, sir. ==
* Then I shall Jook into his room, sud examine the pautry and
the plate that is under his care.”

When Mz. Speneer came to examine the pautry, he fownd
the large salvers and cups in a basket behind the door, and the
other things placed so as to be easily carried off Nothing at
first appeared in Cerkscrew’s bed-chamber to strengthen their
suspicions, till, just as they were going to leave the room, Mrs.
Pomfret exelaimed, « why if there is not Mr. Corkscrew’s
dress coat hanging up there ! and if here isn’t Felix’s fine cre-
vat that he wanted in such a hurry te go to the play '~-Why,
sir, they can’t be gone te the play—look at the cravat—Ha !
upon my word, I am afraid they are not at the play.—-No, sie,
no ! you may be sure that they are plotting with their barba-
rous gang at the ale-hoesewwand they’li certainly break into.the
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house to-night-tve shall all be murdered in our beds, as sure
as Pm a living woman, sir—~But if you’ll only take my ad-
vice—" ¢ Pray, good Mrs. Pomfret, don’t be alarmed.”—
¢« Nay, sir, but I won’t pretend to sleep in the house, if Frank-
lin isn’t to have a blunderbuss, and I 2 baggonet.”—* You
shall have both indeed Mrs. Pomfret ;' but dor’t make such a
noise, for every body will hear you.”

The love of mystery was the only thing which could have
conquered Mrs. Pomfret’s love of talking. She was silent ;
and contented herself the rest of the evening with making signs,
looking ominous and stalking about the house like one possess-
ed with a secret.

Escaped from Mrs. Pomfret's fears and advice, Mr. Spen-
cer went to a shop within a few doors of the alehouse, which
he heard Corkscrew frequented, and sent to beg to speak to the
landlord. He came ; and, when Mr. Spencer questioned him,
confessed that Corkscrew and Felix were actually drinking in
his house, with two men of suspicious appearance. That, as
he passed through the passage, he heard them disputing about -
a key ; and that one of them said, ¢ Since we’ve got the key,
we’ll go about it to-night.”  This was sufficient information.
Mr. Spencer, lest the landlord should give them information of
what was going forwards, took him along with him to Bow
street.

A constable and proper assistance was sent to Mrs. Church-
il’s.  They stationed themselves in a back parlour, which
opened on a passage leading to the butler’s pantry, where the
plate was kept. A little after midnight they heard the hall-
door open ; Corkscrew and his accomplices went directly to
the pantry, and there Mr. Spencer and the constable immedi-
ately secured them, as they were carrying off their booty.

Mrs. Churchill and Pomfret had spent the night at the house
of an acquaintance in the same street. ¢ Well, ma’am,” said -
Mrs. Pomfret, who had heard all the news in the morning, ¢ the
villains are all safe, thank God ; I was afraid to go the window
this morning, but it was my luck to see them all go by to gaol
—they looked so shocking !—I am sure 1 never shall forget
Felix’s look to my dying day !—But poor Franklin ! ma’am,
that boy has the best beart in the world—I could not get him
to give a second look at them as they passed—poor fellow ! 1
thought he would have dropped ; and he was so modest,
ma’am, when Mr. Spencer spoke to him, and told him he had
done his duty.”— And did my brother tell him what reward
I intend for him ?”—¢¢No, ma’am, and I’m sure Franklin
thinks no more of reward than I do.”—¢1 intend,” continued
Mrs. Churchill, “ to sell some of my old useless plate, and to
lay it out in an annuity for Franklin’s life.”—¢ La, ma’am !”
exclaimed Mrs. Pomfret with unfeigned joy, “ I’m sure you
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are very good ; and I'm very glad of it.”—¢ And,” continued
Mrs. Churchill, ¢ here are some tickets for the play, which I
shall beg you, Pomfret, to give him, and take him with you.”
—T am very much obliged to you, indeed, ma’am ; and I’ll
go with him with all my heart, and choose such plays as won’t
do no prejudice to his morality.—And ma’am,” said Mrs.
Pomfret, *the night after the fire I left him my great bible,
and my watch, in my will; for I never was more mista-

. ken at the first in any boy in my born days: but he has won
me by his own deserts, and I shall from this time forth love all
the Villantropic folks for his sake.”
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. Ix the pleasant valley of Ashton there lived an elderly wo-
man of the name of Preston; she had a small neat cottage,
and there was not a weed to be seen in her garden. It was
upon her garden that she chiefly depended for support : it con-
sisted of strawberry-beds, and one small border for flewers.—
The pinks and roses she tied up in nice nosegays, and sent either
to Clifton or Bristol to be sold ; as to her strawberries, she did
not send them to market, because it was the custom for num-
bers of people to come from Clifton, in the summer time, to
eat strawberries and cream at the gardens in Ashton.

Now the widow Preston was so obliging, active, and good-
humoured, that every one who came to see her was pleased.
She lived happily in this manner for several years; but, alas!
one autumn she fell sick, and during her illness every thing
went wrong ; her garden was neglected, her cow died, and all
the money which she had saved was spent in paying for medi-
cines. The winter passed away, while she was so weak that
she could earn but little by her work ; and, when the summer
came, her rent was called for, and the rent was not ready in
her little purse as usual. She begged a few months delay, and
they were granted to her ; but at the end of that time there
was no resource but to sell her horse Lightfoot. Now Light-
foot, though perhaps he had seen his best days, was a very
great favourite : in his youth he had always carried the dame
to market behind her husband ; and it was now her little son
Jem’s turn to ride him. It was Jemn’s business to feed Light-
foot, and to take care of him; a charge which he never neg-
lected ; for, besides . bemg a very good-natured, he was a very
industrious boy.

¢ It will go near to break my Jem’s heart,” said Dame Pres-
ton to herself| as she sat one evening beside the fire stirring the
embers, and considering how she had best open the matter to -
her son, who stood opposite to her, eating a dry crust of bread -
very heartily for supper.—¢ Jem,” said the old woman, ¢ what,
art hungry ?”—¢ That I am, brave and hungry !” ¢ Aye! no
wonder, you’ve been brave hard at work—eh!” ¢ Brave
hard! T wish it was not so dark, mother, that you might just
step out and see the great bed I've dug: I know you’d say it
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was no bad day’s work—and, oh mother ! I've good news ;—
Farmer Truck will give us the giant strawberries, and I am to
go for’ em to-morrow morning, and I’ll be back afore breakfast.”
¢ God bless the boy, how he talks ! four miles there, and four
miles back again, afore breakfast.” ¢ Aye, upon Lightfoot,
you know, mother, very easily ; mayn’t I ?”— Aye, child !”’
“ Why do you sigh, mother ?’—¢ Finish thy supper, child.”—
“I’'ve done !” cried Jem, swallowing the last mouthful hastily,
as if he thought he had been too long at supper—¢ and now
for the great needle; I must see and mend Lightfoot’s bridle
afore I go to bed.” To work Lie set, by the light of the fire,
aad the dame, having once more stirred it, began again with
% Jem, dear, does he go lame at 3ll now !”—¢ What, Light-
“feot, O la, no, not he !~—never was so well of his lameness in
all his life—he’s grown quite yeung again, I think, and then
be’s so fat be can hardly wag.”—¢ God bless him—that’s
right, we must see, Jem, and keep him fat.” ¢ For what,
mother ?”’~¢ For Monday fortnight at the fair, he’s to be
—sold !”—¢ Lightfoot!” eried Jem, and let the bridle fall
from his hand ;3 and will mother sell Lightfoot {”—«Will, po :
but I must, Jem.”~—*Must ; who says you must! why must
you, mother #”  ¢“I must, I say, child—Why must not I pay
my debts honestly—and must not I pay my rent ? and was not
it called for long and long ago : and have not 1 had time ; and
did I not promise to pay it for certain Monday fortnight, and
am not I two guineas short—and where am I to get two guin-
eas ! so what signifies talking, child,” said the widow, leaning
~ her head upon her arm, * Lightfoot must go.”

Jem was silent for a few minutes—¢ Two guineas ; that’s a
great, great deal—If I worked, and warked, and worked ever
s0 hard, I could no ways earn two guineas afore Monday fort-
night, could I, mother 7’—¢ Lord help thee, no, ; not an’ work
thyself to death.”

% But 1 could earn something, though, I say,” cried Jem,
proudly ; “and I will earn something—if it be ever so little, it
will be something ; and 1 shall do my very best ; so I will.”

4 That I am sure of, my child,” said his mother, drawing
him towards her and kissing him ; “‘you are elways a good in-
dustrious lad, that I will say afore your face or behind your
back ;~—but it won't do now—Lightloot must go.”—Jem turn-
ed away, struggling to hide hig tears, and went to bed without
saying a word more. But he knew that erying would do no
good, so he presently wiped his eyes, and lay awake, consider-
g what lre could possibly do to save the horse—<¢ If 1 get ev-
er solittle,” he still said to himself, « it will be something ; and
who knows but landlord might then wait a bit longer # and
we might make it all up in time ; for a penny 2 day mightcome
to two guineas ia time.” ‘But how to get the first penny was
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the question—then he recollected, that one day, when he had
been sent to Clifton to sell some flowers, he had seen an old
woman with a board beside her covered with various sparkling
stones, which people stopped to look at as they passed, and he
remembered that some people bought the stones; one paid
two-pence, another three-pence, and another six-pence for
them ; and Jem heard her say that she got them among the
neighbouring rocks; so he thought that if he tried he mlght
find some too, and sell them as she had done.

Early in the morning, he wakened full of this scheme, j Jump-
ed up, dressed himself, and, having given one look at poor
Lightfoot in his stable, set off to Clifton in search of the old
woman, to inquire where she found her sparkling stones. But
it was too early in the morning, the old woman was not at her
seat; so he turned back again disappointed. - He did not waste
his time waiting for her, but saddled and bridled Lightfoot,
and went to Farmer Truck’s for the giant strawberries. A
great part of the morning was spent in putting them into the
ground ; and, as soon as that was finished, he set out again in
quest of the old woman, whom, to his great joy, he spied sitting
at her corper of the street with her board before her. But
this old woman was deaf and cross; and when at last Jem
made her hear his questions, he could get no answer from her,
but that she found the fossils where he would never find any
more. “But can’%t 1 look where you looked ?”—¢ Look
away, nobody hinders you,” replied the old woman ; and these
were the only words she would say. Jem was not, however, a
boy to be easily discouraged ; he went to the rocks, and walk-
ed slowly along, looking at all the stones as he passed. Pres-
ently he came to a place where a number of men were at
work logsening some large rocks, and one amgngst the work-
men was stooping down looking for something very eagerly ;
Jem ran up, and asked if he could help him.—¢ Yes,” said
the man, “you can; D’ve just dropped, amongst this heap of
rubbish, a fine piece of crystal that I got to-day.”—¢ What
kind of a looking thing is it?” said Jem.—* White, and like
glass,” said the man, and went on working, whilst Jem looked
very carefully over the heap of rubbish for a great while.—
¢ Come,” said the man, ¢it’s gone forever; don’t trouble
yourself any more, my boy.”—“ It’s no trouble ; I'll leok a little
longer ; we'll not give it up so soon,” said Jem, and after he
had looked a little longer, he found the piece of crystal.

¢ Thank’e,” said the man, “you are a fine little industrioys
fellow.”  Jem, encouraged by the tone of yoice in which the
man spoke this, ventured to ask him the same questions. which
he had asked the old woman. One good turn deserves anoth-

er,” said the man ; “we are gomg to dinner just now, and
' 13
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shall leave off work—Wait for me here, and I’ll make it worth
your while.”

Jem waited ; and, as he was very attentively observing how
the workmen went on with their work, he heard somebody near
him give a great yawn, and turning round, he saw stretched upon
the grass, beside the river, a boy about his own age, who he
knew very well went in the village of Ashton by the name of
Lazy Lawrence: a name which he most justly deserved, for
he never did any thing from morning to night ; he neither work-
ed nor played, but sauntered or lounged about restless and
yawning. His father was an alehouse-keeper, and being gen-
erally drunk, could take no care of his son, so that Lazy Law-
rence grew every day worse and worse. However, some of
the neighbours said that he was a good-natured poor fellow
enough, and would never do any one harm but himself ; whilst
others, who were wiser, often shook their heads, and told him,
that idleness was the root of all evil.

4 What, Lawrence !” cried Jem to him, when he saw him
lying upon the grass—“What, are you asleep ?”—¢ Not
quite.”— Are you awake ?”’—¢ Not quite.”—¢ What are you
doing there ?”—¢ Nothing.”—* What are you thinking of ?”’—
“Nothing.”—*¢ What makes you lie there ?”—¢ I don’t know—
because I can’t find any body to play with me to-day—Will
you come and play ?”—¢No, I can’t; P’m busy.”—¢ Busy,”
cried Lawrence, stretching himself, ¢ you are always busy—I
would not be you for the world to have so much to do always.”
—«“AndL,” said Jem laughing, ¢ would not be you for the
world, to have nothing to do.”  So they parted, for the work-
man just then called Jem to follow him. He took him home
to his own house, and showed him a parcel of fossils, which he
had gathered, he said, on purpose to sell, but had never had
time yet to sort them. He set about it, however, now, and,
having picked out those which he judged to be the best, he put
them into a small basket, and gave them to Jem to sell, upon
condition that he should bring him half of what he got.  Jem,
pleased to be employed, was ready to agree to what the man
proposed, provided his mother had no objection to it. When
he went home to dinner, he told his mother his scheme, and
she smiled and said he might do as he pleased, for she was not
afraid of his being from home. ¢ You are not an idle boy,”
said she, “so there is little danger of your getting into any mis-
chief.” :

Accordingly, Jem that evening took his stand, with his little
‘basket, upon the bank of the river, just at the place where peo-
ple land from a ferry boat, and where the walk turns to the
wells, where numbers of people perpetually pass to drink the
waters.  He chose his place well, and waited almost all the



PARENT’S ASSISTANT, 99

evening, offering his fossils with great assiduity to every pas-
senger ; but not one person bought any.

“ Holla ! cried some sailors, who had just rowed a boat to
land, ¢ bear a hand here will you, my little fellow ! and carry
these parcels for us into yonder house.” Jemran down imme-
diately for the parcels, and did what he was asked to do so
quickly and with so much good will, that the master of the

boat took notice of him, and when he was going away, stop- -

ped to ask him what he had got in his little basket; and when
he saw that they were fossils, he immediately told Jem to fol-
low him, for that he was going to carry some shells he had
brought from abroad to a lady in the neighbourhood who was
making a grotto. ¢ She will very likely buy your stones into
the bargain ; come along, my lad, we can but try.”

The lady lived but a very little way off, so that they were
soon at her house. She was alone in her parlour, and was
sorting a bundle of feathers of different colours; they lay on a
sheet of pasteboard upon a window seat, and it happened that,
as the sailor was bustling round the table to show off his shells,
he knocked down the sheet of pasteboard, and scattered all the
feathers.  The lady looked very sorry, which Jem observing,
he took the opportunity, whilst she was busy looking over.the
sailor’s bag of shells, to gather together all the feathers, and
sort them according to their different colours, as he had seen
them sorted when he-first came into the room.

“ Where is the little boy you brought with you ? 1 thought I
saw him here just now.”—* And here I am, ma’am,” cried
Jem, creeping from under the table with some few remaining
feathers which he had picked from the carpet: I thought,”
added he, pointing to the others, I had better be doing some-
thing than standing idle, ma’am.” She smiled, and pleased
with his activity and simplicity, began to ask him several ques-
tions ; such as who he was, where he lived, and what employ-
ment he had, and how much a day he earned by gathering
fossils—¢¢ This is the first day I ever tried,” said Jem; «I
never sold any yet, and if you don’t buy ’em now, ma’am I'm
afraid nobody else will, for I have asked every body else.”—
¢ Come then,” said the lady laughing, ¢ if that is the case, I
think I had better buy them all.” So emptying all the fossils
out of his basket, she put half a crown into it. Jem’s eyes
sparkled with joy. ¢ Oh! thank you, ma’am,” said he, “I
will be sure and bring you as many more to-morrow.”—¢ Yes,
but I don’t promise you,” said she, “ to give you half a crown
to-morrow.”—* But, perhaps, though you don’t promise it,
you will.”—¢ No,” said the lady, “do not deceive yourself ;
. 1 assure you that I will not—that, instead of encouraging you

to be industrious, would teach you to be idle.” Jem did not
quite understand what she meant by this, but answered, “I'm
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sure I don’t wish to be idle ; what I want is to earn something
every day, if I knew how : I'm sure 1 don’t wish to be idle.—
If you knew all, you’d know I did not.”—* How do you mean,
if T knew all ?’—«Why I mean ; if you knew about Light-
foot.”—*¢ Who is Lightfoot ?”—¢ Why, mammy’s horse,” ad-
ded Jem, looking out of the window; ¢I must make haste
home and feed him, afore it get dark; he’ll wonder what’s
gone with me.”—¢ Let him wonder a few minutes longer,”
said the lady, ¢ and tell me the rest of your story.”---¢I’ve no
story, ma’am, to tell, but as how mammy says he must go to the
fair Monday fortnight to be sold, if she can’t get the two guineas
for her rent; and I should be main sorry to part with him, for
1 love him, and he loves me ; so I'll work for him, 1 will, all I
can: to be sure, as mammy says, I have no chance, such a
little fellow as I am, of earning two guineas afore Monday fort-
night.”—¢ But are you in earnest willing to work,” said the
lady ; *“you krow there is a great deal of difference between
piciing up a few stones, and working steadily every day and
all day long.” ¢ But,” said Jem, “l would work every day
and all day long.” ¢ Then,” said the lady, ¢ I will give you
work. Come here to-morrow morning, and my gardener will
set you to weed the shrubberies, and I will pay you six-pence
a day. Remember you must be at the gates by six o’clock.”
Jem bowed, thanked her, and went away.

It was late in the evening, and he was impatient to get home
to feed Lightfoot, yet he recollected that he had promised the
man who had trusted him to sell the fossils that he would brin
him half of what he got for them; so he thought that he had
better go to him directly ; and away he went, running along by
the water side about a quarter of a mile, till he came to the man’s
bouse. He was just come home from work, and was surpris-
ed when Jem showed him the half crown, saying, ¢ Look, what
I got for the stones ; you are to have half you know.”— No,”
said the man, when he had heard his story, *1 shall not take
half of that ; it was given to you. I expected but a shilling at
the most, and the half of that is but sixpence, and that I'll
take. Wife! give the lad two shillings, and take this half
.crown.”  So the wife opened an old ﬁ}dve, and took out two
shillings—and the man as she opened the glove, put in his fiti-
gers and took out a little silver penny. There, he shall have that
into the bargain for his honesty—Honesty is the best policy.-=

‘There’s a lucky penny for you, that I've kept ever since I can
remember.” “Don’t you ever go to part with it, do you
hear,” cried the woman. “ Let him do what he will with it,
wife,” said the man.—* But,” argued the wife, * another pen-
ny would do just as well to buy gingerbread, and that’s what it
will go for.”—¢ No, that it shall not, I promise you,” said Jem ;
and so he ran away home, fed Lightfoot, stroked him, went to



PARENT’S ASSISTANT. 101

bed, jumped up at five o’clock in the morning, and went sing-
ing to work as gay as a lark.

Four days he worked ¢ every day and all day long,” and
the lady every evening, when she came out to walk in her gar-
dens, looked at his work. At last she said to her gardener,
¢ This little boy works very hard.” ¢ Never had so good a
little boy about the grounds,” said the gardener,  he’s always
at his work, let me come by when I will, and he has got twice as
much done as another - would do ; yes, twice as much, ma’am :
for look here, he began at this here rose-bush,and now he’s got to
where you stand, ma’am; and here is the day’s work that
t'other boy, and he’s three years older too, did to-day—I say,
measure Jem’s fairly, and it’s twice as much, ’m sure.—
¢ Well,” said the lady to her gardener, ¢ show me how much
is a fair good day’s work for a boy of his age.”—¢ Come
at six o’clock, and go at six ? why, about this much, ma’am,”
said the gardener, marking off a piece of the border with his
spade. ¢ Then, little boy,” said the lady, ¢so much shall be
your task every day; - the gardener will mark it off for you ;
and, when you’ve done, the rest of the day you may do what
you please.” Jem was extremely glad of this; and the next
day he had finished his task by four o’clock; so he had
all the rest of the evening to himself. Jem was as fond of
play as any little boy could be, and when he was at it played
with all the eagerness and gaiety imaginable ; so, as soon as he
had finished his task, fed Lightfoot, and put by the six-pence
he had earned that day, he ran to the play-ground in the vil-

-lage, where he found a party of boys playing, and amongst
them Lazy Lawrence, who indeed was not playing. but loung-
ing upon a gate with his thumb in his mouth. ~ The rest were
playing at cricket. Jem joined them, and was the merriest
and most active amongst them ; till at last, when quite out of
breath with running, he was obliged to give up, to rest himself,
and sat down upon the stile, close to the gate on which Lazy
Lawrence was swinging. “ And why don’t you play, Law-
rence ?”’ said he. “I’m tired,” said Lawrence. ¢ Tired of
what ?” ¢ ] don’t know well what tires me ; grandmother says
Pm ill, and 1 must take something—I don’t know what ails
me.” % Oh, puh! take a good race, one, two, three, and away,
and you’ll find yourself as well as ever—come, run——one, two,
three, and away.” ¢ Ah, no, I can’t run indeed,” said he,
hanging back heavily; ¢ you know [ can play all day long if 1
like it, so I don’t mind play as you do, who have only one hour
for it.” ¢ So much the worse for you. Come now, I’m quite
fresh again, will you have one game at ball? do.” ¢ No,1
tell you I can’t, ’m as tired as if I had been working all day
long as hard as a horse.” “Ten times more,” said Jem :
¢ for I have been working all day long as hard as a horse, and

Y
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yet you see I’'m not a bif tired ; only a little out of breath just
now.”—¢ That’s very odd,” said Lawrence, and yawned, for
want of some better answer ; then taking out a handful of half-
pence—¢ See what I got from father to-day, because I asked
him just at the right time, when he had drunk a glass or two;
then I can get any thing I want out of him. See, a penny,
two-pence, three-pence, four-pence——there’s eight-pence in all ;
would you not be happy if you had eight-pence ?”’—¢ Why, 1
don’t know,” said Jem, laughing, *for you don’t seem happy,
and you have eight-pence.”—¢ That does not signify though—
P'm sure you only say that because you envy me--you don’t
know what it is to have eight-pence—you never had more than
two-pence or three-pence at a time in all your life.” Jem
smiled : ¢ Oh as to that,” said he, ¢ you are mistaken, for 1
have at this very time more than two-pence, three-pence, or
eight-pence either ; 1 have—let me see—stones two shillings ;
then five days’ work, that’s five six-pences, that’s two shillings
and six-pence, in all makes four shillings and six-pence, and
my silver penny is four and seven pence.” ¢ Four and seven-
pence—you have not,” said Lawrence, roused so as absolutely
to stand upright, ¢ four and seven pence! have you? Show
it me, and then I'll believe you.”---¢ Follow me then,” cried
Jem, “and I’ll soon make you believe me ; come.”

“Is it far?” said Lawrence, following, half running, half
hobbling, till he came to the stable, where Jem showed him
his treasure. ¢ And how did you come by it ? honestly ?”—
« Honestly ; to be sure 1 did ; I earned it all.”

¢ Lord bless me, earned it! well, I’ve a great mind to work ;
but then it’s such hot weather ; besides grandmother says ’'m
not strong enough yet for hard work; and besides 1 know how
to coax daddy out of money when I want it, so I need not
work. But four and seven pence, let’s see, what will you do
with it all ?”—¢¢ That’s a secret,” said Jem, looking great.—
“] can guess ; I know what I'd do with it if it was mine.
First, I'd buy pockets full of gingerbread ; then I’d buy
ever so many apples and nuts ; don’t you love nuts?  I’d buy
nuts enough to last me from this time to Christmas, and I’d
make little Newton crack ’em for me, for that’s the worst of
nuts, there’s the trouble of cracking ’em.”—¢ Well, you never
deserve to have a nut.”—¢ But you’ll give me some of yours,”
said Lawrence, in a fawning tone, for he thought it easier to

_coax than to work—* You’ll give me some of your good things,
won’t you ?”——¢1 shall not have any of these good things,”
said Jem. - ®Then what will you do with all your money ?”’——
¢ Oh, I know very well what to do with it ; but, as I told you,
that’s a secret, and I shan’t tell it any body. Come now,
let’s go back and play—their game’s up, I dare say.” Law-
rence went back with him full of curiosity, and out of humour
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with himself and his eight-pence. ~ “If I had four and seven-
pence,” said he to himself, I certainly should be happy !”

The next day; as usual, Jem jumped up before six o’clock
and went to his work, whilst Lazy Lawrence sauntered about
without knowing what to do with himself. In the course of
two days he laid out six-pence of his money in apples and gin-
gerbread, and as long as these lasted he found himself well re-
ceived by his companions ; but at length the third day he spent
his last half-penny, and when it was gone, unfortunately some
nuts tempted him very much, but he had no money to pay for
them ; so he ran home to coax his father, as he called it.—
When he got home, he heard his father talking very loud, and
at first he thought he was drunk ; but, when he opened the
kitchen door, he saw that he was not drunk, but angry.

“You lazy dog!” cried he, turning suddenly upon Law-
rence, and gave him such a violent box on the ear as made
the light flash from his eyes; “ you lazy dog ! see what you’ve
done for me,—look !—look, look, I say.” Lawrence look-
ed as soon as he came to the use of his senses and with
fear, amazement, and remorse, beheld at least a dozen bottles
burst, and the fine Worcestershire cider streaming over -the
floor. ¢ Now did not I order you three days ago to carry
these bottles to the cellar ; and did not I charge you to wire
the corks? answer me, you lazy rascal; did not I?” «Yes,”
said Lawrence, scratching his head. ¢ And why was it not
done ? I ask you,” cried his father with renewed anger, as an-
other bottle burst at the moment.—“What do you stand
there for, you lazy brat? why don’t you move ? I say—No,
no,” catching hold of him, ¢I believe you can’t move ; but
I’ll make you.” And he shook him, till Lawrence was so gid-
dy he could not stand.  ““ What had you to think of ? what
had you to do all day long, that you could not carry my cider,
my Worcestershire cider to the cellar when I bid you? But
go, you’ll never be good for any thing, you are such a lazy
rascal—get out of my sight!”  So saying, he pushed him out
of the house door, and Lawrence sneaked off, seeing that this
was no time to make his petition for half-pence.

The next day he saw the nuts again, and wishing for them
more than ever, went home in hopes that his father, as he said
to himself, would be in a better humour. But the cider was
still fresh in his recollection, and, the moment Lawrence be-
gan to whisper the word half-penny in his ear, his father swore
with a loud oath, 1T will not give you a half-penny, no, not a
farthing, for a month to come; if you want money, go work
for it; I've had enough of your laziness—Go work !” At
these terrible words Lawrence burst into tears, and going to
the side of a ditch, sat down and cried for an hour ; and when
he had cried till he could cry no more, he exerted himself so
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far as to empty his pockets, to see whether there might not be one
half-penny left ; and to his great joy, in the farthest corner of
his pocket one half-penny was found. With this he proceeded
to the fruit-woman’s stall.  She was busy weighing out some
plums, so he was obliged to wait : and, whilst he was waiting, he
heard some people near him talking and laughing very loud.—
The fruit-woman’s stall was at the gate of an inn-yard; and,
peeping through the gate in this yard, Lawrence saw a pos-
tillion and stable-boy about his own size playing at pitch-far-
thing. He stood by watching them for a few minutes. I
began with but one half-penny,” cried the stable-boy with an
oath, ““and now I’ve got two-pence !” added he, jingling the
half-pence in his waistcoat pocket. Lawrence was moved at
the sound, and said to himself, if I begin with one half-pen-
ny, I may end like him with having two-pence ; and it is easier
to play at pitch-farthing than to work.”

So he stepped forward, presenting his half-penny, offering
to toss up with the stable-boy, who, after looking him full in
the face, accepted the proposal, and threw his half-penny into
the air—* Head or tail ?” cried he. “ Head,” replied Law-
rence, and it came up head. He seized the penny, surprised
at his own success, and would have gone instantly to have laid
it out in nuts, but the stable-boy stopped him, and tempted him
to throw again. 'This time he lost; he threw again and won ;
and so he went on, sometimes losing, but most frequently win-
ning, till half the morning was gone. At last, however, he
chanced to win twice running, and, finding himself master of
three half-pence, said he would play no more. The stable-
boy, grumbling, swore he would have his revenge another time,
apd Lawrence went and bought the nuts.  “ It is a good thing,”
said he to himself, ¢ to play at pitch-farthing ; the next time I
want a half-penny, I’ll not ask my father for it, nor go to work
peither.”” Satisfied with this resolution, he sat down to crack
his nuts at his leisure, upon the horse-block, in the inn-yard.—
Here, whilst he ate, he overheard the conversation of the sta-
ble-hoys and postillions. At first their shocking oaths and loud
wranglings frightened and shocked him ; for Lawrence, though
a lazy, had never yet learned to be a wicked boy.  But, by
degrees, be was accustomed to their swearing and quarrelling,
and took a delight and interest in their disputes and battles.—
As this was an, amusement which he could enjoy without any
sort of exertion on his part, he soon grew so fond of it, that
every day he returned to the stable-yard, and the horse-block
hecame his constant seat. Here he found some relief from the
insupportable fatigue of doing nothing, and here hour after hour,
with his elbows on his knees, and his head on his hands, he sat
the spectator of wickedness. Gaming, cheating, and lying
soon became familiar to him ; and, to complete his ruin, he

\
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formed a sudden and close intimacy with the stable-boy, with

whom he at first began to game—a very bad boy.  The con-

sequences of this intimacy we shall presently see. Butitis -
now time to enquire what little Jem has been doing all this
while. : :

One day after he had finished his task, the gardener asked
him to stay a little while, to help him to carry some geranium
pots into the hall.  Jem, always active and obliging, readily
stayed from play, and was carrying in a heavy flower-pot when
his mistress crossed the hall. ~ « What ‘a terrible litter !” said
she, ‘you are making here—why don’t you wipe your shoes
upon the mat?” Jem turned round to look for the mat, but
he saw none. ¢ Oh,” said the lady recollecting herself, 1
can’t blame you, for there isno mat.” ¢ No, ma’am,” said
the gardener, “nor I don’t know when, if ever, the man will
bring home those mats you bespoke, ma’am,” ¢I am very
sorry to hear that,” said the lady, *I wish we could find some-
body who would do them if he can’t—I should not care what
sort of mats they were, so that one could wipe one’s feet on
them.” Jem, as he was sweeping away the litter, when he
heard these last words, said to himself, * Perhaps 1 could make
a mat.” And all the way home, as he trudged along whistling,
he was thinking over a scheme for making mats, which, how-

~ever bold it may appear, he did not despair of executing, with
patience and industry. Many were the difficulties which his
‘¢ prophetic eye ” foresaw ; but he felt within himself that spirit
which spurs men on to great enterprises, and makes them
‘ trample on impossibilities.”

He recollected, in the first place, that he had seen Lazy
Lawrence, whilst he lounged upon the gate, twist a bit of heath
into different shapes, and he thought, that if he could find
some way of plaiting heath firmly together, it would make a
very pretty green soft mat, which would do very well for one
to wipe one’s shoes on. About a mile from his mother’s house,
on the common which Jem rode over when he went to Far-
mer Truck’s for the giant strawberries, he remembered to have
seen a great quantity of this heath; and, as it was now only
six o'clock in the evening, he knew that he should have time
to feed Lightfoot, stroke him, go to the common, return, and
make one-trial of his skill before he went to bed.

Lightfoot carried him swiftly to the common, and there Jem
gathered as much of the heath as he thought he should want.
But what toil ! what time! what pains did it cost him, before
he could make any thing like a mat! Twenty times he. was
ready to throw aside the heath, and give up his project, from
impatience of tepeated disappointments. But. still he perse-

‘vered. Nothing truly great can be accomplished without tail
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and time. Two hours he worked before he went to bed. All
his play hours the next day he spent at his mat: which, in all,
made five hours of fruitless attempts—The sixth, however, re-
paid him for the labours of the other five; he conquered his
grand difficulty of fastening the heath substantially together,
and at length completely finished a mat, which far surpassed
his most sanguine expectations. He was extremely happy—
sung, danced round it—whistled—Ilooked at it again and again,
and could hardly leave off looking at it when it was time to go
to bed. He laid it by his bed-side, that he might see it the -
moment he awoke in the morning.

And now came the grand pleasure of carrying it to his mis-
tress. She looked full as much surprised as he expected,
when she saw it. and when she heard who made it.  After
having duly admired it, she asked him how much he expected
for his mat. - “4Expect !—nothing, ma’am,” said Jem; “ I
meant to give it you if you’d have it ; I did g0t mean 1o sell it.
I made it at my play hours, and I was very happy making it ;
and I’'m very glad too that you like it ; and if you please to
keep it, ma’am—that’s all.”—¢ But that’s not all,” said the la-
dy. ¢ Spend your time no more in weeding in my garden, you
can employ yourself much better ; you shall have the reward
of your ingenuity as well as of your industry. Make as many
more such mats as you can, and I will take care and dispose
of them for you.”—¢Thank’e, ma’am,” said Jem, making
his best bow, for he thought by the lady’s looks that she meant
to do him a favour, though he repeated to himself, ¢ Dispose
of them! what does that mean ?”

The next day he went to work to make more mats, and he
soon learned to make them so well and quickly, that he was
surprised at his own success. In every one he made he found
less difficulty, so that, instead of making two, he could soon
make four, in a day. In a fortnight he made eighteen. It
was Saturday night when he finished, and he carried, at three
journeys, his eighteen mats to’ his mistress’s house ; piled them
all up in the hall, and stood with his hat off, with a look of
proud humility, beside the pile, waiting for his mistress’s ap~
pearance. Presently a folding door, at one end of the hall,
opened, and he saw his mistress, with a great many gentlemen
and ladies, rising from several tables. '

“Oh! there is my little boy and his mats,” cried the lady ;
and followed by all the rest of the company, she came into the
hall.  Jem modestly retired whilst they looked at his mats ;
but in a minute or two his mistress beckoned to him, and when
he came into the middle of the circle, he saw that his pile of
mats had disappeared. ¢ Well,” said the lady smiling, * what
do you see that makes you look so surprised ?”—¢ That all
my mats are gone,” said Jem ; “but you are very welcome.”
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“ Are we?” said the lady; ¢ well take up your hat and go
home then, for you see it’s getting late, and you know Light-
foot will wonder what’s become of you.” Jem turned round to
take up his hat which he had left on the floor.

But how his cotuntenance changed ! the hat was heavy with
shillings. Every one who had taken a mat had put in two shil-
lings; so that for the eighteen mats he had got thirty-six shil-
lings. ¢ Thirty-six shillings!” said the lady, ¢ five and sev-
en-pence I think you told me you had earned already—how
much does that make ? I must add, I believe, one other six-
pence to make out your two guineas.” ¢ Two guineas!” ex=
claimed Jem, now quite conquering his bashfulness, for at the
moment he forgot where he was, and saw nobody that was b{
“ Two guineas !” cried he, clapping his hands togethér—¢ Oh,
Lightfoot! oh mother!” Then recollecting himself, he saw
his mistress, whom hé now looked up to quite as a friend.==
“ Will you thank them all,” said he, scarcely daring to glancé
his eye round upon the tompany, ¢ will you thank ’em? for
you know I don’t know how to thank ’em righily.” Every
body thought however, that they had been thanked rightly.

¢« Now we won’t keep you any longer—only,” $aid his miis-
tress, “1 have one thing to ask you, that I inay be by when
you show your treasuré to your mother.” ¢ Coine, thew,” said
Jeiti, “come with me now.” ¢ Not now,” said the lady,
latighing, *but1 will come to Ashtor to-morrow evening ; per-
haps your mother can find me a few strawberries.”

¢ That she will,” said Jem : “Dll sear¢h the gardén my-
self.” He now went horé, biit felf it 4 great testraint to walt
till to-morrow evening before he told his mother. 'To consolé
himself he flew to the stable; ¢ Lightfoot, you’re not to be
sold to-morrow ! poor fellow !” sdid he, patiitig him, arid then
could not refrain from counting out his monéy. Whilst He was
intent upon this, Jem was startled by d noise at thie door : somé-
body was trying to pull up the latch. It opénéd, and theére
¢dmé it Lazy Lawrence, with a boy iii a red jacket, who had
d cock ander his arm.  They started when they got int6 the
middle of the stable, and when they saw Jem, who Had béen at
first hidden by the horse. )

« We—we-—wé—cdine,” stammeted Lazy Lavrence, « I
méan, I came to—to—to”——=¢To ask you_,”( contitiued thé
étable-boy in a bold tone, ¢ whether you will go with us to the
tock-fight on Monday ? Seé, I'vé d fine cock here, and Liw-
fente told me you wéré a greiat fiend 6f his, so I came.”

Lawtfene¢ now attéiiptéd fo say something in praise of the
pledsures of cock-fighting, and in recommeéndation of his néw
companion. But Jem looked at the stablé-boy with dislike,
and a soft of dréad ; then turning his eyes upon thé cock with
a look of compassion, said in a low voice to Lawféiice, ¢ Shall
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you like to stand by and see its eyes pecked out ?” - ¢ don't
know,” said Lawrence, “as to that ; but they say a cock-
fight’s a fine sight, and it’s no more cruel in me to go than an-
other ; and a great many go ; and I’ve nothing else to do, so I
shall go.” *““But 1 have something else to-do,” said Jem,
laughing, ¢ so Ishall not go.” ¢ Bpt,” continued Lawrence,
¢ you know Monday is the great Bristol fair, and one must be
merry then, of all days in the year.” . ¢ One day in the year,
sure there’s no harm in being merry,” said the stable-boy.—
¢ 1 hope not,” said Jem, * for I know, for my part, I am merry
every day in the year.” ¢ That’s very odd,” said Lawrence ;
“but I know, for my part, I would not for all the world miss
going to the fair, for at least it will be something to talk of for -

alf a year after—come, you’ll go, won’t you?” ¢ No,” said
Jem, still looking as if he did not like to talk before the ill-
looking stranger. ¢ Then what will you do with all your mo-
ney?”  “I’ll tell you about that another time,” whispered
Jem ; ¢ and don’t you go to see that cock’s eyes pecked out ;
it won’t make you merry, I’m sure.” “«If 1 had any thing
else to divert me,” said Lawrence, hesitating and yawning.—
¢« Come,” cried the stable-boy, seizing his stretching arm,
“come along,” cried he ; and pulling him away from Jem, up-
on whom he cast a look of extreme contempt, ¢leave him
alone, he’s not the sort.”—¢ What a fool you are,” said he to
Lawrence the moment he got him out of the stable, ¢ you
might have known he would not go, else we should soon have
trimmed him out of his four and seven-pence. But how came
you to talk of four and seven-pence; I saw in the manger a
hat full of silver.” ¢ Indeed !” exclaimed Lawrence. ¢ Yes,
indeed—but why did you stammer so when we first got in ?
you had like to have blown us all up.” ¢ I was so ashamed,”
said Lawrence, hanging down his head.  Ashamied! but you
must not talk of shame now. You are in for it, and I shan’t let
you off ; you owe us half-a-crown, recollect, and I must be
paid to-night, so see and get the money somehow or other.”—
After a considerable pause he added, ¢ I’ll answer for it he’d
never miss half-a-crown out of all that silver.” - ¢ But to
steal,” said Lawrence, drawing back with horror, *I never
thought I should come-to that—and from poor Jem too——the
money that he has worked so hard for too.” *But it is not
stealing ; we don’t mean to steal ; only to borrow it; and if
we win, as we certainly ' shall, at the cock-fight, pay it back
again, and he’ll never know any thing of the matter ; and what
" harm will it do him ? Besides, what signifies talking, you can’t
go to the cock-fight, or the fair either, if you don’t ; and I tell
ye we don’t mean to steal it; we’ll pay it again on Monday
night.” Lawrence made no reply, and they parted without his
coming to any determination. e
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Here let us pause in our story—we are almost afraid to go
on—the rest is very shocking—our little readers will shudder
as they read. It is better that they should know the truth,
and see what the idle boy came to at last.

In the dead of the night Lawrence heard somebody tap at
his window. He knew well who it was, for this was the signal
agreed upon between him-and his wicked companion. He
trembled at the thoughts of what he was about to do, and la
quite still, with his head under the bed clothes, till he heard the
second tap. 'Then he got up, dressed himself, and opened his
window. It was almost even with the ground. His compan-
ion said to him in a hollow voice, “Are you ready?” He
made no answer, but got out of the window and followed.—
When he got to the stable, a black cloud was just passing over
the moon, and it was quite dark. ¢ Where are you?” whis-
pered Lawrence, groping about—* where are you? Speak
tome.”—I am here ; give me your hand. Lawrence stretch-
ed out his hand. “Is that your hand ?” said the wicked boy,
as Lawrence laid hold of him ; “ how cold it felt.”— Let us
go back,” said Lawrence ; ‘it is not time yet.” It is no
time to go back,” replied the other, opening the door ; ¢ you’ve
gone too far now to go back :”” and he pushed Lawrence into the
stable. ¢ Have you found it P—take care of the horse—have
you done?—what are you about?—make haste, I hear a
noise,” said the stable-boy, who watched at the door. “1 am
" feeling for the half crown, butl can’t find it.” ¢ Bring all to-
gether.” He brought Jem’s broken flower-pot, with all the mo-
ney in it, to the door.

The black cloud was now passed over the moon, and the
light shone full upon them. *What do we stand here for ¢”
said the.stable-boy, snatching the flower-pot out of Lawrence’s
trembling hands, and pulling him away from the door. ¢ Good-
ness !” cried Lawrence, ¢ you won’t take all—you said you’d
only take half-a-crewn, and pay it back on Monday ; you said
you’d only take half-a-crown !” ¢ Hold your tongue,” re-
plied the other, walking on, deaf to all remonstrances— If I
am to be -hanggd ever, it shan’t be for half-a-crown.”  Law-
rence’s blood ran cold in his veins, and he felt as if all his hair
stood on end. Nogt another word passed. His accomplice car-
ried off the money, and Lawrence crept, with all the horrors
of guilt upon him, to his restless bed. All night he was starting
from frightful dreams ; or else, broad awake, he lay listening
to every small noise, unable to stir, and searcely daring to
breathe—tormented by that most dreadful of all kinds of fear,
that fear which is the constant companion of an evil conscience.

He thought the morning would never come ; but when it was

day, when he heard the birds sing, and saw every thing look
cheerful as usual, he felt still more miserable. It was Sunday

A
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morning, and the bell rang for church. All the children of the
village, dressed in their Sunday clothes, innocent and gay, and
little Jem, the best and gayest among them, went flocking by
his door to church. ¢ Well, Lawrence,” said Jem, pulling his
coat as he passed, and saw Lawrence leaning against his fath- ,
er’s door, ¢ what makes you lock so black ?”—<1!” said
Lawrence, starting, * why do you say that I look black "=
“ Nay, then,” said Jem, ¢ youlook white enough now, if that
will please you, for you’re turned as pale as death.” ¢ Pale !”
replied Lawrence, not knowing what he said; and turned ab-
ruptly away, for he dared not stand another look of Jem’s :—
conscious that guilt was written in his face, he shunned. every
eye. He would now have given the world to have thrown off
the load of guilt which lay upon his mind ; he longed to follow
Jem, to fall upon his knees, and confess all ; dreading the mo-
ment when Jem should discover his loss, Lawrence ddred not
stay at home, and not knowing what to do, or where to go, he
mechanically went to his old haunt at the stable-yard, and lurk-
ed thereabouts all day, with his accomplice, who tried in vain
to quiet his fears and raise his spirits, by talking of the next
day’s cock-fight. It was agreed that, as soon as the dusk of
the evening came on, they should go together into a certain
lonely field, and there divide their booty.

In the mean time, Jem, when he returned from church, was
very full of business, preparing for the reception of his mis-
tress, of whose intended visit he had informed his mother ; and,
whilst she was arranging the kitchen and their little parlour, he
ran to search the strawberry-beds.  Why, my Jem, how
merry you are to-day ! said his mother, when he came in
with the strawberries, and was jumping about the room playful-
ly. ¢ Now keep those spirits of yours, Jem, till you want ’em,
and don’t let it come upon you all atonce. Have it in mind
that to-morrow’s fair day, and Lightfoot mustgo. I bid Far-
mer Truck call for him to-night ; he said he’d take him along
with his own, and he’ll be here just now—and then I know how
it will be with you, Jem !” ¢ So do I!” cried Jem, swallow-
ing his secret with great difficulty, and then tumbling head over
heels four times running. A carriage passed the window and
stopped. at the door. Jem ran out : it was his mistress. She
came in smiling, and soon made the old woman smile t6o, by
praising the neatness of every thing in the house.  But we
shall pass over, however important they  were décmed at the
time, the praises of the strawberries, and of ¢ my grandmo-
ther’s china plate.”  Another knock was heard at the door.—
¢« Run, Jem,” said his mother, I hope it’s our milk-woman
with cream for the lady.”” No ; it was Farmer TFruck come
for Lightfoot. The old woman’s countenance fell. ¢ Fetch
him out, dear,” said she, turning to her son ; but Jem was
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gone ; he flew out to the stable the moment he saw the flap of
Farmer Truck’s great coat. ¢ Sit ye down, Farmer,” said
the old woman, after they had waited about five minutes in ex-
pectation of Jem’s return.  “ You’d best sit down, if the lady
will give you leave, for he’ll not hurry himself back again.—
My boy’s a fool, madam, about that there horse.” Trying to
laugh, she added, I knew how Lightfoot and he would be
loth enough to part—he won’t bring him out till the last min-
ute ; so do sit ye down, neighbour.” The farmer had scarcely
sat down, when Jem, with a pale wild countenance, came back ;
“ What's the matter ?” said his mistress. ¢ God bless the
boy !”” said his mother, looking at him quite frightened, whilst
he tried to speak, but could not. She went up to him, and
then leaning his head against her, he cried “It’s gone ! it’s all
gone !’ and, bursting into tears, he sobbed as if his little heart
would break. “What's gone, love ?”’ said his mother. “ My two
guineas—Lightfoot’s two guineas. 1 went to fetch ’em to give
you, mammy ; but the broken flower-pot that I put them in,
and all’s gone !—quite gone !” repeated he, checking his sobs,
«] saw them safe last night, and was showing ’em to Lightfoot,
and I was so glad to think I had earned ’em all myself ; and I
thought how surprised you’d look, and how glad you’d be, and
haw you’d kiss me, and all 1"’

His mother listened to him with the greatest surprise, whilst
bis mistress stood in silence, looking first at the old woman,
and then at Jem, with a penetrating eye, as if she suspected
the truth of his story, and was afraid of becoming the dupe
of her own compassion. “ This is a very strange thing,”
said she, gravely.” ¢ How came you to leave all your money
in a broken flower-pot in the stable? How came you not to
give it to your mother to take care of ?” ¢ Why, don’t you
remember,” said Jem, looking up in the midst of his tears ;—
“why, don’t you remember you, your own self bid me not
tell her about it till you were by?” ¢ And did you not tell
her?” ¢ Nay, ask mammy,” said Jem, a little offended ; and,
when afterwards the lady went on questioning him in 3 severe
manner, as if she did not believe him, he at last made no an-
swer. ““Oh, Jem! Jem! why don’t you speak to the lady ?”
said his mother. <1 have spoke, and spoke the truth,” said
Jem proudly, ¢ and she did not believe me.”

Sull the lady, who had lived too long in the world to be
without suspicion, maintained a cold manner, and determined
to wait the event without interfering, saying only; that she hoped -
the. money would be found ; and advised Jem to have done
erying. 1 have done,” said Jem, ¢I shall cry no more.”—
And as he had the greatest command over himself, he actually
did not shed another tear, not even when the farmer got up to
go, saying he could wait no longer. Jem silently went to bring
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out Lightfoot—The lady now took her seat where she could
see all that passed at the open parlour window. The old wo-
man stood at the door, and several idle people of the village,
who had gathered round the lady’s carriage, examining it, turn-
ed about to listen.- In a minute or two Jem appeared, with a
steady countenance, leading Lightfoot ; and, when he came
up, without saying a word, put the bridle into Farmer Truck’s
hand. ¢ He has been a good horse,” said the farmer. * He
is a good horse,” cried Jem, and threw his arm over Light-
foot’s neck, hiding his own face as he leaned upon him.

At this instant a party of milk-women went by ; and one of
them, having set down her pail, came behind Jem, and gave
him a pretty smart blow upon the back ; he looked up—* And
don’t you know me ?” said she. ¢ I forget,” said Jem, “I
think I have seen your face before, but I forget.” ¢ Do you
so? and you tell me just now,” said she, half opening her
hand, ¢that you forget who gave you this, and who charged
you not to part with it too.” Here she quite opened her large
hamd, and on the palm of it appeared Jem’s silver penny.—
« Where ?” exclaimed Jem, seizing it, ¢ oh, where did you
find it ? and have you—oh tell me, have you got the rest of
my money ?” I don’t know nothing of your money—I don’t

. know what you would be at,” said the milk-woman. ¢ But
where, pray tell me, where did you find this?” ¢ With them
that you gave it to, I suppose,” said the milk-woman, turning
away suddenly to take up her milk-pail. But now Jem’s mis-
tress called to her through the window, begging her to stop,
and joining in his entreaties to know how she came’ by the sil-
ver penny. .

¢« Why, madam,” said she, taking up the corner of her apron,
I came by it in an odd way too—you must know my Betty is
sick, so I come with the mitk myself, though it’s not what Pm
used to; for my Betty—you know my Betty,” said she, turn-
ing round to the old woman, ‘ my Betty serves you, and she’s
a tight and stirring lassy, ma’am, I can assure”—¢ Yes, I don’t
doubt it,” said the lady impatiently; ¢ but about the silver
penny ?” < Why, that’s true ; as I was coming along all alone,
for the rest came a‘round, and I came a short cut across yon
field—No, you can’t see it, madam' where you stand, but if
you were here”— I see it, I know it,” said Jem, out of breath
with anxiety. “ Well-——well—I rested my pail upon the stile,
and sets me down awhile, and there comes out of the hedge—
I don’t know well how, for they startled me so I’d like to have
thrown down my milk—two boys, one about the size of he,”’
said she, pointing to Jem, “and one a matter taller, but ill-
looking like, so I did not think to stir to make way for them,
and they were like in a desperate hurry : so, without waiting
for the stile, one of ’em pulled at the gate, and when it would
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rot open (for it was tied with "a pretty stout cord) one of ’em
whips out his knife and cuts it—now have you a knife about
you, sir ?” continued the milk-woman to the farmer. He gave
her his knife.- : .

. ¢ Here now, ma’am, just sticking as it were here, between
the blade and the haft, was the silver penny. He took no no-
tice, but when he opened.it, out it falls ; still he takes no heed,
but cuts the cord as I said before, and through the ‘gate they
went, and out of sight in half a minute. I picks up the penny,
for my heart misgave me that it was the very one husband had
had a long time, and had given against my voice to he,” point-
ing to Jem ; ¢ and I charged him not to part with ity and,
ma’am, when I looked I knew it by the mark, so I thoughe I
would show it to ke,” again pointing to Jem, “and let him
give it back to those it belongs to.” - ¢ It belongs to me,” said
Jem, “I never gave it to any body, but >—¢ But,” cried the
farmer, ¢ those boys have robbed him ; it is they who have all
his money.” ¢ Oh, which way did they go ?”’ cried Jem, “I’ll
run after them.” S ‘ , :

+ % No, no,” said the lady, calling to her servant; and she
desired him to take his horse and ride after them. ¢ Aye,”
added - Farmer Truck, ¢ do you take the road, and I'll take
the field way, and I’ll be bound we’ll have ’em presently.”

- Whilst they were gone in pursuit of the thieves, the lady,
who was now thoroughly convinced of Jem’s truth, desired
her coachman would produce what she had ordered him to
bring with him that evening. Out of the boot of the carriage
the coachman immediately produced a new-saddle and bridle.

How Jem’s eyes sparkled when the saddle was thrown upon
Lightfoot’s back ! ¢ Put it on your horse yourself, Jem,” said
the lady, ¢it is yours.” :

Confused reports of Lightfoot’s splendid accoutrements, of
the pursuit of the thieves, and of the fine and generous lady
who was standing at dame Preston’s window, quickly spread
through the village, and drew every body from their houses.
They crowded round Jem to hear the story. The children es-
pecially, who were all fond of him, expressed the strongest in-

" dignation against the thieves. Every eye was on :he stretch ;
and now some, who had run down the lane, came back, shout-
ing  Here they are ! they’ve got the thieves ! :

The footman on horseback carried one boy before-him ; and
the farmer, striding along, dragged another. The latter bad on a
red jacket, which little Jem immediately recollected, and scarcely.
dared lift his eyes to look at the boy on horseback.” *¢ Gaod
heavens !”’ said he to himself, « it must be—yet surely it can’t ba
Lawrence !” | The footman rode on as fast as the pesple would

15
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let him. The boy’s hat was slouched, and his head hung down,
so that nobody could see his face. ’

At this instant there was a disturbance in the crowd. A man
who was half drunk pushed his way forwards, swearing that
nobody should stop him ; that he had a right to see; and he
would see. And so he did ; for forcing through all resistance,
he staggered up to the footman just as he was lifting down the
boy he had carried before him. ¢ I will—1I tell you I will see
the thief !” cried the drunken man, pushing up the boy’s hat
—~—It was his own son.—¢ Lawrence !” exclaimed the wretch-
ed father : the shock sobered him at once, and he hid his face
in\ his hands. i

here was an awful silence. Lawrence fell on his knees,
and in a voice that could scarcely be heard, made a full con-
fession of all the circumstances of his guilt. ¢ Such a young
creature so wicked '—What could put such wickedness into
your head #” ¢ Bad company,” said Lawrence. ¢ And how
came you—what brought you into bad company ?”  ¢«] don’t
know except it was idleness.” While this was saying, the far-
mer was emptying Lazy Lawrence’s pockets; and when the
money appeared, all his former companions in the village look-
‘ed at each other with astonishment and terror.  Their parents
grasped their little bands closer, and cried, ¢ thank God"! he
is not my son !—how often, when he was little, we used, ashe
lounged about, to tell him that idleness was the root of all evil.”

As for the hardened wretch, his accomplice, every one was
impatient to have him sent to gaol. He had put on a bold, in-
solent countenanee, till he heard Lawrence’s - confession ; till’
the money was found upon him ; and he heard the milk-wo-
man declare that she wauld swear to the silver penny which
he had dropped. Then he turned pale, and betrayed the
strongest signs of fear.  « We must take him before the jus-
tice !” said the farmer, ‘and he’ll be lodged in Bristol gaol.”
« Oh,” said Jem, springing forwards when Lawrence’s hands
were going to be tied, ¢ let him go—won’t you—can’t you let
him go ?” ¢ Yes, madam, for mercy’s sake,” said Jem’s mo-
ther to the lady, ¢ think what a disgrace to his family to be
sent to gaol.” , His father stood by wringing his hands in an
agony of despair. “It’s all my fault,” cried he: “I brought
him up in tdleness.” ¢ But he'll never be idle any more,”
$aid Jem ; ¢ won’t you speak for him, ma’am ?” ¢ Don’t ask
the lady to speak for him,” said the farmer; ¢ it’s better he
should go to Bridewell now, than to the gallows by and by.”

Nothing more was said, for every body felt the truth of the
farmer’s speech. Lawrence was sent to bridewell for a month,
and the stable-boy was transported to Botany Bay.

[y
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Puring Lawrence’s confinement, Jem often visited him, and
earried him such little presents as he could afford to give ; and
Jem could afford to be generous, because he was tndustrious.
Lawrence’s heart was touched by his kindness, and his exam-
ple struck him so forcibly, that, when his confinement was
ended, he resolved to set immediately to work ; and, to the as-
tonishment of all who knew him, soon became remarkable for
industry ; he was found early and late at work, established
a new character, and forever lost the name of Lazy Lawrence.



4B ORPEHANS.

NEar the ruins of the castle of Rossmore, in Ireland, is a
small cabin, in which there once lived a widow, and her four
children. As long as she was able to work, she was very in-
dustrious, and was accounted the best spinner in the parish;
but she oversworked herself at last, and fell ill, so that she could
not sit to her wheel as she used to do, and was obliged to give
it up to her eldest daughter Mary.

. Mary was at this time about twelve years old. One even-

ing she was sitting at the foot of her mother’s bed, spinning,
and her little brothers and sisters were gathered round the
fire, eating their potatoes and milk for supper.

. “God help them, the poor young creatures,” said the wid-
ow, who, as she lay on the bed, which she knew must be her
death-bed, was thinking of what would become of her chil-
dren after she was gone. Mary stopped her wheel, for she
+ was afraid, that the noise of it had wakened her mother, and
would hinder her from going to sleep again. }

“No need to stop the wheel, Mary, dear, for me,” said
her mother, ‘I was not asleep ; nor is it that which keeps me
from sleep. But don’t overwork yourself, Mary.”

“ 0, no fear of that,” replied Mary; “I’'m strong and
hearty.”

“ So was I once,” said her mother. ) .

“ And so you will be again I hope, please God,” said Mary,
‘ when the fine weather comes again.”

¢ Tlie fine weather will never come again to me,” said her
mother ; “’tis a folly, Mary, to hope for that—but what I
hope is, that you’ll find some friend—some help—orphans as
vou’ll soon all of you be.  And one thing comforts my heart,
even as I am lying here, that not a soul in the wide world I am
leaving has to complain of me. Though poor, I have lived
honest, and I have brought you up to be the same, Mary ; and
I am sure the little ones will take after you ; for you’ll be good
to them——as good to them as you can.”

Here the children, who had finished eating their suppers,
eame round the bed, to listen to what their mother was saying.
She was tired of speaking, for she was very weak ; but she
took their little hands, as they laid them on the bed, and join-
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ing them all together, she said—¢ God bless you, dears—God
bless you—Ilove and help one another all you can—good . night
good bye.” ' i

Mary took the children away to their bed, for she saw, that -
their mother was too ill to say any more ; but Mary did not know -
herself, how ill she was. Her mother never spoke rightly af-
terwards, but talked in a confused way about some debts, and
one in particular which she owed to a school-mistress for Ma-
ry’s schooling ; and then she charged Mary to go and pay it,
because she was not able to go #n with it. At the end of the -
week she was dead and buried; and the orphans were left
alone in their cabin. :

The two youngest girls, Peggy and Nancy, were six and sev-
en years old ; Edmund was not yet nine, but he was a stout-
grown, healthy boy, and well disposed to work. JHe had been
used to bring home turf from the bog on his back, to lead car-
horses, and often to go on errands for gentlemen’s families,
who paid him six-pence or a shilling, according to the distance
which he went : so that Edmund, by some or other of these little
employments, was, as hesaid, likely enough to earn his bread ;
and he told Mary to have a good heart, for that he should ev-
ery year grow able to do more and more, and that he should
never forget his mother’s words, when she last gave him her
blessing, and joined their hands all together.

As for Peggy and Nancy, it was little that they could do;
but they were good children ; and Mary, when she considered,
that so much depended upon her, was resolved to exert her-
self to the utmost. Her first care was to pay those debts,
which her mother had mentioned to her, for which she left mo-
ney done up carefully in separate papers. When all these
were paid away, there was not enough left to pay both the rent
of the cabin, and a year’s schooling for herself and sisters,
which was due to the school-mistress in a neighbouring village.

Mary was in hopes, that the rent would not be called for im-
mediately, but in this she was disappointed. Mr. Harvey, the
gentleman on whose estate she lived, was in England, and in
his absence, all was managed by a Mr. Hopkins, an agent, who.
was a hard man.* The driver came to Mary about a week
after her mother’s death, and told her, that the rent must be
brought in the next day, and that she must leave the cabin, for
a new tenamt was coming into it; that she was too young to
have a house to herself, and that the only thing she had to do
was to get some neighbour to take her and her brothers and
sisters in for charity’s sake.

"* A hard-hearted man.
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. 'The driver finished by hinting, that she would not be so
trardly used, if she had not brought upon herself the ill-will of
Miss Alice, t.he agent’s daughter.  Mary, it is true, had refus-
ed to give Miss Alice a goat, upon which she had set her fan-
<y ;. but this was the only offence of which she had been guil-
ty, and, at the time she refused it, her mother wanted thé goat’s
‘milk, which was the only thing she then liked to drink.

Mary went immediately to Mr. Hopkins, the agent, to pay
herrent ; and she begged of him to let her stay anothet year
in her c¢abin, but this he refused. It was now the 25th of Sep-
tember, and hesaid that the new tenant must come in on the
29th ; so that she.must quit it directly. Mary could not bear
the thouglits of begging any of the neighbours to take her and
her brothers and sisters in for charity’s sake, for the neigh-
bours were all poor enough themselves : so she bethought her-
self, that she’ might find shelier in the ruins of the old castle of
'Rossmore, where she and her brother, in better times, had of-
ten played at hide and seek. The kitchen, and two other
rooms near it, were yet covered in tolerably well ; and a little
thatch, she thought, would make them comfortable through the
winter. ‘The agent consented to let her and her brother and
sisters go in there, upon her paying him half a guinea in hand
and promising to pay the same yearly.

Into these lodgings the orphans now removed, taking wnh
them two bedsteads, a stool, chair, and a table, a sort of press,
which contained what httle clothes they bad, and-a chest, in
which they had two hundred of meal. 'The chest was carried ,
for them by some of the charitable neighbours, who likewise
added to their scanty stock of potatoes and turf, what would
make it last through the winter. (

‘These children were well thought of and pitied, becaube
their mother was known to have been all her life honest and
industrious. ¢ Sure,” says one of the neighbours, *we can
do no less than give a helping hand to the poor orphans, that
are so ready to help themselves.” - So one helped to thatch
the room, in which they were to sleep, and another took their
cow to graze upon his bit of land, on condition of having half
the milk; and one and all sald they should be welcome to
take share of their potatoes and butter-mllk if they should find
their own ever fall short.

- The half guinea which Mr. Hopklns, the agent, required for
letting' Mary into the castle, was part of what she had to pay te
the school-mistress, to whom above.a guinea was due. Mary
went to her, and took her goat along with her, and offered it in
part payment of the debt, as she had no more money, left ; but
the school-mistress would not receive the goat; she said that
she could. afford to wait for her money, till Mary was able to
pay it; that she knew her to be an honest, industrious little
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girl, and she would trust her with more than a guinea. ~Mary
thanked her; and she was glad to take 'the goat home again,
as she was very fond of it. .

Now being settled in their house, they went every day regu-
larly to work. Mary spun nine cuts a day, besides doing all
that was to be done in the house. Edmund got four-pence
a day by his work ; and Peggy and Anne earned two-pence a
piece, at the paper-mills near Navan, where they were em-
ployed to sort rags, and to cut them into small pieces.

When they had done work one day, Anne went to the mas-
ter of the paper-mill, and asked him if she might have two
sheets of large white paper, which were lying on the press ;
she offered a penny for the paper, but the master would not
take any thing from her, but gave her the paper, when ha
found that she wanted it to make a’ garland for her mother’s
grave. Anne and Peggy cut out the garland, and Mary, when
it was finished, went along with them and Edmund, to put it
up : it was just a month after their mother’s death.* -

It happened that, at the time the orphans were putting up
this garland, two young ladies, who were returning home after
their evening walk, stopped at the gate of the church-yard, to
look at the red light, which the setting sun cast upon the win-
dows of the church. As the ladies were standing at the gate,
they heard a voice near them crying—* O mother ! mother !
are you gone forever !” They could not see any one ; so they
walked softly round to the other side of the church ; and there
they saw Mary, kneeling beside a grave, on which her brath-
er and sisters were hanging their white garlands.

The children all stood still when they saw the two ladies
passing near them ; but Mary did not know any body was pass-
ing, for her face was hid in her hands.

Isabella and Caroline (so these ladies were called) would not
disturb the poor children, but they stopped in the village to in-
quire about them. It was at the house of the school-mistress,
that they stopped ; and she gave them a good account of these
orphans : she partlcularly commended Mary’s honesty, in hav-
ing immediately paid all her mother’s debts to the utmost far-
thing, as far as her money would go : she told the ladies, how
Mary had been turned out of her house, and how she had of-
fered her goat, of which she was very fond, to discharge a
debt due for her schooling; and, in short, the school-mistress,
who had known Mary for several years, spoke so well of her,"
that these ladies resolved, that they would go to the old castle
of Rossmore, to see her, the next day.

L3

* Garlands are usually put on the graves of young people; these chnldren,
perhaps, did not know this.
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- When they went there, they found the room, in which the
children lived, as clean and neat as such a ruined place could
be made. Edmund was out working with a farmer. Mary
was spinning, and her little sisters were ‘measuring out some
bog-berries, of which they had gathered a basket full, for sale.
Isabella, after telling Mary what an excellent character she had
- heard of her, inquired what it was she most wanted : and Ma-
ry said, that she had just worked up all her flax, and she was
most in want of more flax for her wheel.

- Isabella promised, that she would send her a fresh supply of
flax, and Caroline bought the bog-berries from the little girls,
and gave them money enough to buy a pound of coarse cotton
for knitting ; as Mary said, that she could teach them how to
knit. ~ . ‘
~ The supply of flax, which Isabella sent the next day, was of
great service to Mary, as it kept her in employment for above
a month : and when she sold the yarn which she had spun
with it, she had money enough to buy some warm flannel, for
winter wear. Besides spinning well, she had learned, at school,
to do plain work tolerably neatly, and Isabella and Caroline
employed her to work for them ; by which she earned a great
deal more than she could by spinning. At her leisure hours,
she taught her sisters to read and write ; and Edmund, with
part of the money which he earned by his work out of doors,
paid a school-master for teaching him a little arithmetic.—
When the winter nights came on he used to light his rush can-
dles for Mary to work by. He had gathered and stripped a
good provision of rushes, in the month of August ; and a neigh-
bour gave him grease to dip them in.

One evening, just as he had lighted his candle, a footman
came in, who was sent by Isabella with some plain work to Ma-
ry. ‘This servant was an Englishman, and he had but newly
come over to Ireland. The rush candles caught his attention ;
for he had never seen any of them before, as he came from a
part of England where they were not used.*

» See Whyte’s ¢ Natural History of Selbourne,” page 198, quarto edition.
This eloquent, well-informed, and benevolent writer thought that no subject of
rural economy, which could be of general utility, was beneath his notice. We
sannot forbear quoting from him the following passage :— ‘

¢ The proper species of rush for our purpose seems to' ke the juncus effusus,
or common soft rush, which is to be found in moist pastures, by the sides of
streams, and under hedges. These rushes are in best condition in the height
of summer, but may be gathered so as to serve the purpose well, quite on to
autuinn. [t would be needless to add, that the largest and longest are best.—
Decayed labourers, women, and children, make it their business-to procure
and prepare them.  As soon as they are cut, they mustbe flung into water,
and kept there : for otherwise they will dry and shrink, and the péel will not
run. At first, & person would find it no easy matter to divest a rush of its
peel or rind, so as to leave one regular, narrow, even rib, from top to bottom,
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« Edmund, who was ready to oblige, and proud that his can-
dles were noticed, showed the Englishman how they were
made, and gave him a bundle of rushes. The servant was
pleased with his good nature, in this trifling instance, and re=
membered it long after it was forgotten by Edmund. '
. Whenever his master wanted to send a messenger any where,
Gilbert, (for that was the servant’s name) always employed his
little friend Edmund, whom, upon further acquaintance, he liked:
better and better. He found that Edmund was both quick
and exact in executing commissions. One day, afier he had
waited a great while at a gentleman’s house for an answer ‘to a
letter, he was so impatient to.get home, that he ran ‘off without
it.  When he was questioned by Gilbert, why. he did not bring
an answer, he did not attempt to make any excuse : he did not
say ¢ There was no answer, please your honour,’ or, * TMK
bid me not wait,’ &c. but he told exactly the truth ; and thoug
Gilbert scolded him for being so impatient as not to wait, yet
his telling the truth was more to the boy’s advantage, than any:
excuse he could have made. After this, he was always be«
lieved when he said: ¢ There was no answer, or ¢ They bid:

that may support the pith: but thls, like other feats, soon becomes f&mlllafls
even to children ; and we have seen an old woman, stone blmd, performing,
this business with great despateh and seldow failing to strip them with” the’
nicest regularity., When, these junei are thus far prepared, they must lie ot
on the grass.to be bleached, and take the dew for some nights and afterwards
be dried in the sun. Some address is required in dipping these rushes in the
scalding fat -or grease ; - but this koack is also to be’ attained by~pra'cﬁce.—A’
poand of common. grease may be procured for four-pesce, and about six;
pounds of grease will dip a pound of rushes, and one pound of rushes may’ be
bought for one shilling; so that a pound of rushes, medicated-and ready for’
use, will: cost three shnlhngs. If men that keepibees will mix a little wax.
with - the grease, it will give it a counsistedcy, and render it more cleavly, and .
make the rushes burn longer. Mutton suet would have the same effect.

-¢¢- A good. .rash, which measumd in length two féet four inches, being mig-
uted, burot oaly three minutes short of ae hour. In a pound:of dry rughes,:
avoirdupois, which I caused to be weighed and numbered, we found upwards _
of one thousand six hundred individuals. Now ‘suppose ench of these burns,’
one with another, only half an hour, then a poor man will purchasa eight hun- -
dred hours of light, a time exceeding thirty-three entire days, for- three shils;
lings. According to this account, each rush, before dlpplng, costs 1-33 of a _
farthing, and 1-11 afterwards. Thus a poor fan'nly will enjoy five hours and’
a balf of comfortable light for a farthing. An experienced old housekeeper:
assures me, that one pound and a half of rushes completely supply ‘his family .
the year round, since working people burn no candles in long days, because
they rise and go to bed by day-light

< ¢ Little farmers use rushes much in the short days, both morning and’ even- -
ing, io the dairy and Kkitchen: but the very poor, who are always the worst
economsu, and therefore must continue very peor, buy a halfpenny candle’
every evening, which, in: their blowing, open rooms, dues wot burn muéh i
more than two hours Thus they have ouly two hours light for:their maney, -
instead of eleven.”

If Mr. Whyte had taken the trouble of extending his calculations, he would.
Have found} that the seemingly trifling article of economy which he recom-
mends, would save to the nanon asum equal to the produce of a bunhn-
some tax. -

16
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me not wait ;’ for Gilbert knew that he would not tell a lie to
save himself from being scolded.

The orphans continued to assist one another in their work,
according to their strength and abilities ; and they went on in
this manner for three years ; and with what Mary got by her
spinning and plain-work, and Edmund by leading of car-horses,
going on errands, &c. and with little Peggy and Anne’s earn-
ings, the family contrived to live comfortably.

Isabella and Caroline often visited them, and sometimes gave
them clothes, and sometimes flax or cotton for their spinning
and knitting ; and these children did not expect that because
the ladies did something for them, they should do every thing:
they did not grow idle or wasteful.

When Edmund ‘was about twelve years old, his friend Gil-
leert sent for him one day, and told him, that hie master had
given him leave to have a boy in the house to assist him, and
that his master told him he might choose one in the neighbour-
hood. Several were anxious to get into such a good place ;
but Gilbert said, that he preferred Edmund hefore them all, be-
_ cause he knew him to be an industrious, honest, good-natured

lad, who always told the truth. So Edmund went into service
at the vicarage ; and his master was the father of Isabella and
Caroline. He found his new way of life very pleasant; for he
was well fed, well clothed, and well treated ; and he every day
learned more of his business, in which at first he was rather
awkward. He was mindful to do all that Mr. Gilbert required
of him; and he was so obliging to all his fellow-servants, that
they could not help liking him ; but there was one thing, which
was at first rather disagreeable to him : he was obliged to wear
shoes and stockings, and they hurt his feet. Besides this,
when he waited at dinner, he made such a noise in walking,
‘that his fellow servants laughed at him. He told his sister Ma-
ry of this his distress ; and she made for him, after many tri-
als, a pair of cloth shoes, with soles of platted hemp.* In
these he could walk, without making the least noise ; and as
these shoes could not be worn out of doors, he was always sure
to change them before he went out of doors ; and consequently
he had always clean shoes to wear in the house. It was soon
remarked by the men-servants, that he had left off clamping so
heavily, and it was observed by the maids, that he never dirted
the stairs or passages with his shoes. When he was praised
for these things, he said it was his sister Mary who should be
thanked, and not he ; and he showed the shoes, which she had
made for him.

.. ® The author has seen a pair of shoes, such as are here described, made
in a few hours.
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Isabella’s maid bespoke a pair immediately, and sent Mary
a piece of pretty calico for the outside. The last-maker made
alast for her, and over this Mary sowed the calico vampstight.

Her brother advised her to try platted pack-thread instead of
hemp, for the soles; and she found, that this looked more
neat than hemp soles ; and was likely to last longer. - She plat-
ted the pack-thread together in strands of about half an inch
thick ; and these were sewed firmly together at the bottom of
the shoe. When they were finished, they fitted well, and the
maid showed them to her mistress. Isabella and Caroline
were so well pleased with Mary’s ingenuity and kindness to her
brother, that they bespoke from her two dozen of these shoes,
and gave her three yards of coloured fustian to make them of,
and galloon for the binding. When the shoes were completed,
Isabella and Caroline disposed of them for her amongst their
acquaintance, and got three shillings a pair for them. The
young ladies, as soon as they had collected the money, walk-
ed to the old castle, where they found every thing neat and
clean as usual. They had great pleasure in giving to this ine
dustrious girl the reward of her ingenuity, which she re-
ceived with some surprise and more gratitude. They advised
her to continue the shoe making trade, and as they found the
shoes were liked, and they knew that they could have a sale-
for them at the Repository in Dublin.

Mary, encouraged by these kind friends, went on with her
little manufacture with increased activity. Peggy and Anne
platted the pack-thread, and basted the vamps and the lining
together ready for her. Edmund was allowed to come home
for an hour every morning, provided he was back again before
eight o’clock. It was summer time, and he got up early, be-
cause he liked to go home and see his sisters, and he took his
share in their manufactory. It was his business to hammer the
soles flat: and as soon as he came home every morning, he
performed his task with so much cheerfulness, and sung so
merrily at his work, that the hour of his arrival was always an
hour of joy to the family.

Mary bad presently employment enough upon her hands.—
Orders came to her for shoes from many families in the neigh-
bourhood, and she could not get them finished fast enough.
She, however, in the midst of her hurry, found time to make
a very pretty pair with neat roses as a present for her school-
mistress, who, now that she saw her pupil in a good way of bu-
siness, consented to receive the amount of her old debt. Sev-
eral of the children, who went to her school, were delight
ed with the sight of Mary’s present, and went to the lit-
tle manufactory at Rossmore castle, to find out how these
shoes were made. Some went from ocuriosity, others
from idleness ; but when they saw how happy the litile



124 EDGEWORTH’S WORKS.

shoemakers seemed whilst busy at work, they longed to take
some share in what was going forward. One begged Mary to
let her plait some pack-thread for the soles; .another helped
Peggy and Anne to baste in the linings ;. and all who could get
employment were pleased, for the idle ones were shoved out of
the way. It became a custom with the children of the village,
to resort to the old castle at their play hours; and it was sur-
Pprising to see how much was done by ten or twelve of them,
each doing but a little at a time.

One morning Edmund and the little manufacturers were as-
sembled very early, and they were busy at their work, all sit-
ting round the meal chest, which served them for a table.

¢ My hands must be washed,” said George, a little boy who
came running in ; “1 ran so fast that I might be in time to go
to work along with you all, that I tumbled down, and look how
I have dirted my hands. Most haste, worst speed. My hands
must be washed before I can do any thing.”

Whilst George was washing his hands, two other little chil-
dren, who had just finished their morning’s work, came to him
to beg that he would blow some soap bubbles for them, and
they were all three eagerly blowing bubbles, and watching

them mount into the air, when suddenly they were startled by
* anoise as loud as thunder ; they were in a sort of outer court
of the castle, next to the room in which all their companions
were. at work, and they ran precipitately into the room, ex-
claiming “ Dld you hear that noise ?”

“I thought I heard a clap of thunder,” said Mary ; “but

why do you look so frightened ?”
- As she finished speaking, another and a louder noise was
heard, and the walls round about them shook. The children
turned pale, and stood motionless ; but Edmund threw down
his hammer, and ran out to see what was the matter. Mary
followed him, and they saw that a great chimney of the old
ruins at the furthest side of the castle had fallen down, and
this was the cause of the prodigious noise.

The part of the castle in which they lived, seemed as Ed-
mund said, to be perfectly safe; but the chxldren of the village
were terriﬁed, and thinking that the whole would come tum-
bling down directly, they ran to their homes as fast as they
could. Edmund, who was a courageous lad, and proud of
showing his courage, laughed at their cowardice ; but Mary,
who was very prudent, persuaded her brother to ask an expe-
rienced mason, who was building at his master’s, to come and
give his, opinion, whether their part of the castle was safe to
live in or not.  The mason came, and gave it as his opinion,
that the rooms they inhabited might last through the winter,
" but that no part of the ruins could stand another year. Mary
was sorry to leave a plaee of which she had grown fond, poor
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ag it was, having lived in it in peace and content ever since her
mother’s death, which was now nearly four years ; but she de-
termined to look out for some other place to live in; and she
had now money enough, to pay the rent of a comfortable cab-

in.  Without losing any time, she went to a village, that was
~ at the end of the avenue, leading to the vicarage, for she wish-
ed to get a lodging in this village, because it was so near to
her brother, and to the ladies who had been so kind to her;
she found, that there was one newly built \house in this village -
unoccupied ; it belonged to Mr. Harvey, her landlord, who
was still in England ; it was slated, and neatly fitted up within
side; but the rent of it was six guineas a year, and this was
far above what Mary could afford to pay; three guineas a
year she thought was the highest rent, for which she could ven-
ture to engage ; besides, she heard that several proposals had
been made to Mr. Harvey for this house ; and she knew, that
Mr. Hopkins, the agent, was not her friend ; ; therefore she de-
spaired of getting it. There was no other to be had in this
village. Her brother was still more vexed than she was, that
she could not find a place near him. He offered to give a
guinea yearly towards the rent out of his wages; and Mr. Gil-
bert spoke about it for him to the steward, and inquired wheth-
er amongst any of those who had given in proposals, there
might not be one who would be content with a part of the
house, and who would join with Mary in paying the rent.—
None could be found but a woman, who was a great scold, and
a'man who was famous for going to law about every trifle wnth
his neighbours. - Mary did not choose to have any thing to do
with these people ; she did not like to speak either to Miss Isa-
bella or Caroline about it, because she was not of an encroach-
ing temper; and when they had done so much for her, she
would -have been ashamed to beg for more. She returned
home to the old castle, mortified that she had no good news to
tell Anne and Peggy, who she knew expected to hear, that she
had found a nice house for them in the village near their brother.

¢« Bad news for you, Peggy,” cried she, as soon as she got
home.

¢ And bad news for you, Mary, replied her sisters, who
looked very sorrowful.

‘“ What’s the matter ?”

¢ Your poor goat is dead,” replied Peggy; ¢ there she is
yonder lying under the great corner stone; you can just see
her leg.  We cannot lift the stone from off her, it is so heavy.
Betsey (one of the neighbours’ girls) soys she remembers,
when she came to us to work early this morning, she saw the.
goat rubbing itself, and butting with its horns agamst that old
tottering chimney.”
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« Many’s the time,” said Mary, ¢ that I have driven the
poor thing away from that place; I was always afraid, she
would shake that great ugly stone down upon her at last.”

The goat, who had long been the favourite of Mary and her
sisters, was lamented by them all. When Edmund came, he
helped them to move the great stone from off* the poor animal,
who was crushed so as to be a terrible sight.  As they were
moving away this stone, in order to bury the goat, Anne found
an odd looking piece of money, which seemed neither like a

~ half-penny, nor a shilling, nor a guinea.

¢« Here are more, a great many more of them,” cried Peg-'
gy ; and upon searching amongst the rubbish, they discovered
a small iron pot, which seemed as if it had been filled with
these coins, as a vast number of them were found about the
spot where it fell. On examining these coins, Edmund thought
that several of them looked like gold ; and the girls exclaimed
with great joy—¢ O Mary ! Mary! this is come to us just in
right time—now you can pay for the slated house. Never
was any thing so lucky.”

But Mary, though nothing could have pleased her better,
than to have been able to pay for the house, observed, that
they could not honestly touch any of this treasure, as it be-
longed to the owner of the castle. Edmund agreed with her,
that they ought to carry it all to Mr. Hopkins, the agent.—

- Peggy and Anne were convinced by what Mary said, and they

‘begged to go along with her and their brother, to take the coins
to Mr. Hopkins. In their way they stopped at the vicarage, to
show the treasure to Mr. Gilbert, who took it to the young la-
dies, Isabella and Caroline, and told them how it had been
found.

It is not only by their superior riches, but it is yet more by
their superior knowledge, that persons in the higher rank of
lifé may assist those in a lower cendition.

Isabella, who had some knowledge of chemistry, discovered,
by touching the coins with aqua regia gthe only acid which af-
fects gold) that several of them were of gold, and consequently
of great value. Caroline also found out, that many of the
coins were very valuable as curiosities.  She recollected her
Jather’s having shown to her the prints of the coins at the end
of each king’s reign, in Rapin’s History of England ; and upon
comparing these impressions with the coins found by the or-
phans, she perceived, that many of them were of the reign of
Henry the seventh.

People who are fond of collecting coins set a great value on
these, as they are very scarce. Isabella and Caroline, know-
ing something of the character of Mr. Hopkins, the agent, had
the precaution to count the coins, and to mark each of them
with a cross, so small that it was scarcely visible to the naked
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eye, though it was easily to be seen through a magnifying glass.
They also begged their father, who was well acquainted with
Mr. Harvey, the gentleman to whom Rossmore Castle belong-
ed, to write to him, and tell him how well these orphans had
behaved about the treasure which they had found. The value-
of the coins was estimated at about thirty or forty guineas.

A few days after the fall of the chimney at Rossmore Cas-
tle, as Mary and her sisters were sitting at their work, there
came hobbling in an old womdn, leaning on a crab-stick, that
seemed to have been newly cut: she had a broken tobacco-
pipe in her mouth ; her head was wrapped up in two large red
and blue handkerchiefs, with their crooked corners hanging
far down over the back of her neck, no shoes on her broad
feet, nor stockings on her many coloured legs, her petticoat
was jagged at the bottom, and the skirt of her gown turned up
over her shoulders, to serve instead of her cloak, which she
had sold for whiskey. This old woman was well known
amongst the country people by the name of Goody Grope ;*
because she had for many years, been in the habit of groping
in old castles, and in moats,-g and at the bottom of a round tow-
er] in the neighbourhood, in search of treasure. In her youth
she had heard some one talking, in a whisper, of an old pro%he-
cy, found in a bog, which said that ¢before many St. Pat-
rick’s days should come about, there would be found a treas-
ure under ground, by one within twenty miles round.” Yo

This prophecy made a deep impression upon her ; she also
dreamed of it three times; and as the dream, she thought,
was a sure token that the prophecy was to come true, she,
from that time forwards, gave up her spinning wheel, and her
knitting, and could think of nothing but hunting for the treasure,
that was to be found by one ¢ within twenty miles round.”—
Year after year St. Patrick’s day came about, without her ever
finding a farthing by all her groping; and, as she was always
idle, she grew poorer and poorer; besides, to comfort herself
for her disappointments, and to give her spirits for fresh search~
es, she took to drinking : she sold all she had by degrees ; but
still she fancied, that the lucky day would come sooner or la-
ter that would pay for all.

Goody Grope however reached her sixtieth year, without
ever seeing this lucky day ; and now, in her old age, she was

* @oody is not a word used in Ireland ; Collyogh is the Irish appellation of
an old woman: but as Collyogh might sound strangely to English ears, we
have translated it by the word Goody.

t What are in Ireland culled moats, are, in England, called Danish

mounts, orbarrows. L
t Near Kells, in Ireland, there is a round tower, which was in imminent

danger of being pulled down by an old woman’s rooting at its foundation, in
bopes of finding treasure.
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a beggar, without a house to shelter her, a bed to lie on, or
food to put into her mouth, but what she begged from the
charity of those, who had trusted more than she had to indus-
try, and less to luck.

Ah! Mary, honey ! give me a potatoe, and a sup of some-
thing, for the love o’ mercy ; for not a bit have I had all day,
except half a glass of whiskey, and a half-penny worth of to-
bacco !”

- Mary immediately set: before her some milk, and picked a
good potatoe out of the bowl for her; she was sorry to see
such an old woman in such a wretehed condition. Gdody
Grope said she would rather have spirits of some kind or other
than milk ; but Mary had. no spirits to give her ; so she sat herself
down close to 'the fire, and after she had snghed and groaned,
and smoked for some time, she said to Mary—
- “Well, and what bave you done with the treasure you had
the luck to find ?”
“-Mary told her that she had carried it to Mr. Hopkins, the
emt.’ '
e That’s not what I would have done in your place,” re-
plied the ol¢ woman. “ When good luck came to you, what
2 shame to turn your back upon it !—but it is idle talking of
what’s done—that’s past—but I'll try my luck in this here cas-
fore next St. Patrick’s day comes about: I was told it.
wad more than twenty miles from our bog, or I would have:
been here long ago :—but better late than never.”

Mary was much alarmed, and not without reason, at this:
speech : for she knew, that if Goody Grope once set to work -
at the foundation of the old castle of Rossmore, she wouldx
soon bring it all down.

It was in vain to talk to Goody Grope of the danger of bu-
rying herself under the ruins, or of the improbability of her
meeting with another pot of gold coins. She set her elbow up-
on her knees, and stopping her ears with her hands, bid Mary
and her sisters not to waste their breath advising their elders ;
for that, let them say what they would, she would fall to work
the next morning : * barring* you’ll make it worth my while’
to let it alone.”

¢ And what will make it worth your while to let it alone ?”
said Mary, who saw, that she must either get into a quarrel, or-
give up her _habitation, or comply with the conditions of this
provoking old woman. «

Half a crown, Goody Grope said, was the least she "could be
content to take.

* Unless.”
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Mary paid the half orown, and was in hopes she had got
_rid for everof her tormentor : but she was mistaken ; far
scarcely was the week to an end, before the old woman ap-
peared before her again, and repeated her threats of falling to
work the next morning, unless she had something given to her
to buy tabacco. )

The next day, and the next day, and the next, Goody Grope
came on the same errand ; and poor Mary, who could ill af-
ford to support her constantly with half-pence, at last exclaim~
ed— I am sure the finding of this treasure has not been any
good luck to us, but quite the contrary ; and I wish we never
had found it.” ’ '

Mary did not yet know how much she was to suffer on ac-
count of this unfortunate pot of gold coins. Mr. Hopkins, the
agent, imagined, that no one knew of the discovery of this
treasure but himself and these poor children; so, not being as
honest as they were, he resolved to keep it for his own use.—
He was surprised some weeks afterwards to receive a letter
from his employer, Mr. Harvey, demanding from him the coins
which had been discovered at Rossmore castle.  Hopkins had
sold the gold coins and some of the others ; but he flattered
himself that the children, and the young ladies, to whom he
now found they had been shown, could nat tell whether what
they had seen were gold or noty. and he was not in the least
apprehensive, that those of Henry the seventh’s reign shéuld
be reclaimed from him, as he thought they had escaped
attention : so he sent over the silver coins, and others of little
value, and apologized for his not having mentioned them be-
fore, by saying, that he considered them as mere rubbish.

Mr. Harvey, in reply, observed, that he could not consider
as rubbish the gold coins, which were amongst them when
they were discovered ; and he inquired why these gold coins, and
those of the reign of Henry the seventh, were not now sent
to him. :

Mr. Hopkins denied, that he had ever received any such 3
but he was thunder-struck when Mr. Harvey, in reply to this
falsehood, sent him a list of the coins, which the orphans had
deposited with him, and exact drawings of those that were mis~
sing. He informed him, that this list and these drawings came
from two ladies, who had seen the coins ia question.

Mr. Hopkins thought, that he had no means of escape but
of boldly persisting in falsehood. He replied, that it wae
very lik such coins had been found at Rossmore castle; and
that the ladies alluded to had probably seen them ; but he pos+
itively declared, that they never came to his hands; that he
had restored all that were deposited with him ; and that as to
the others, he supposed they must have been taken out of the

17
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pot by the children, or by Edmund or Mary in their way from
‘the ladies’ house to this.

The orphans were shocked and astonished when they heard,
from Isabella and Caroline the charge that was made against
them : they looked at one another in silence for some moments ;
then Peggy exclaimed—¢ Sure ! Mr. Hopkins has forgotten
himself strangely !'—Does not he remember Edmund’s count-
ing the things to him upon the great table in his hall, and we
standing by ?—I remember it as well as if it was thls instant.”

“ And so do 1,” cried Anne. “And don’t you recollect,
Mary, your picking out the gold ones, and telling Mr. Hop-
kins, that they were gold; and he said you knew nothing of
the matter; and I was going to tell him, that Miss Isabella
had tried them, and knew that they were gold; but just then
there came in some tenants to pay their rent, and he pushed
us out, and twitched from my hand the piece of gold, which
had taken up to show him the bright spot, which Miss Isabella
had cleaned by the stuff that she had poured on it. I believe
he was afraid I should steal it, he twitched it from my hand in
such a hurry. Do Edmund, 'do Mary—1let us go to hlm, and
put him in mind of all this.”

“T’ll go to him no more,” said Edmund, sturdily. “ Heis
a bad man—1I'll never go near him again. Mary, don’t be
cast down—we have no need tp be cast down—we are honest.”

- “True,” said Mary ; “but is not it a hard case, that we,
who have lived, as my mother did all her life before us, in
peace and honesty with all the world, should now have our
good name taken from us, when”: Mary’s voice faltered
and stopped.

“It can’t be taken from us,” criéd Edmund, ¢ poor or~
phans though we are, and he a rich gentleman, as he calls him-

“self. Let him say and do what he will, he can’t hurt our good
name.’

Edmund was mlstaken, alas' and Mary had, but too much
reason for her fears. The affair was a great deal talked of ;
and the agent spared no pains to have the story told his own
way. The orphans, conscious of their own innocence, took
no pains about the matter ; and the consequence was, that all
who knew them well, had no doubt of their honesty ; but
many, who knew nothing of them, concluded that the agent
- must be in the right, and the children in the wrong. The buz
of scandal went on for some time without reaching their ears,
because they lived very retiredly : but one day, when Mary
. went to sell some stockings of Peggy’s knitting at a neighbour-
ing fair, the man to whom she sold them, bid her write her
name on the back of a note, and exclaimed, on seeing it—
“Ho! Ho! mistress: I’d not have had any dealings with you,
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had I known your name sooner :—Where’s the gold that you
found at Rossmore castle ?”

It was in vain that Mary related the fact ; she saw that she
gained no belief, as her character was not known to this man,
or to any of those, who were present. She left the fair as
soon as she could; and, though she struggled against it, she
felt very melancholy. Still she exerted herself every day at
her little manufacture; and she endeavoured to console her-
self by reflecting, that she had two friends left, who would not
give up her character, and who continued steadily to protect
her and her sisters.

Isabella and Caroline every where asserted their belief in
the integrity of the orphans ; but to prove it was in this instance
out of their power. Mr. Hopkms, the agent, and his friends,
constantly repeated, that the gold coins were taken away in
coming from their house to his ; and these ladies were blamed
by many people for continuing to countenance those, that were,
with great reason, suspected to be thieves. The orphans'were
in a worse condition than ever when the winter came on, and
their benefactresses left the country, to spend some months in
Dublin. The old castle, it was true, was likely to last through
the winter, as the mason said ; but, though the want of a com-
fortable house to live in was, a little while ago, the uppermost
thing in Mary’s thoughts, now it was not so.

One night, as Mary was going to bed, she heard some one
knocking hard at her door :—* Mary, are you up ?—let us in,”
cried a voice, which she knew to be the voice of Betsy Green,
the post-master’s daughter, who lived in the village near them,

She let Betsy in, and asked what she could want at such a
time of night.

“ Give me sixpence, and I’ll tell you,” said Betsy :—¢ But
awaken Anne and Peggy. Here’s a letter just come by the’
post for you, and I stepped over to you with it, because I gues-
sed you’d be glad to have it, seeing it is your brother’s hand-
wrllmg

Peggy and Anne soon roused, when 'they heard that there
was a letter from Edmund. It was by one of his rush candles
that Mary read it; and the letter was as follows :—

¢ Dear Mary, Nancy and little Peg,

“Joy ! Joy !—I always said the truth would come out at
last; and that he could not take our good name from us.
But I will not tell you how it all came about till we meet,
which will be next week, as we (I mean master and mis-

. tress, and the young ladies, God bless them ! and Mr. Gilbert . °

and- I) are coming down to the vicarage to keep the Christ-
mas :—and a happy Christmas ’tis likely to be for honest folks :

as for they that are not honest, it ig not for them to expect to
be happy, at Christmas or any other time. You shall know
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all when we meet : so, till then, fare ye well, dear Mary, Nan-
cy and little Peg! :
“ Your joyful and affectionaté brother, '

: « EpmMunp.”

To comprehend why Edmund is joyful, our readers must.
be informed of certain things, which happened after Isabella
and Caroline went to Dublin. One morning they went with
their father and mother to see the magnificent library of a no-
bleman, who took generous and polite pleasure in thus sharing
the advantages of his wealth and station with all, who had any
pretensions to science or literature.  Knowing that the gentle-
man, who was now come to see his library, was skilled in an-
tiquities, the nobleman opened a drawer of medals, to ask his
opinion concerning the age of some coins, which he had lately
purchased at a high price. They were the very same, which
the orphans had found at Rossmore castle. Isabella and Car-
oline knew them again instantly ; and as the cross, which Isa-
bella had made on each of them, was still visible through a

_inagnifying glass, there could be no possibility of doubt.

The nobleman, who was much interested both by the story
of these orphans, and the manner in which it was told to him,
sent immediately for the person, from whom he had purchased
the coins. He was a Jew broker. At first he refused to tell

from whom he got them, because he had bought them, he said,
" under a promise of secresy. Being further pressed, he ac-
knowledged, that it was made a condition in his bargain, that he
should not sell them to any one in Ireland ; but that he had
been tempted by the high price Lord had offered.

At last, when the Jew was informed, that the coins were stolen,
and that he would be proceeded against as a receiver of stolen
goods, if he did not confess the whole truth, he declared, that
he had purchased them from a gentleman, whom he had never
seen before or since j but he added, that he could swear to his
person, if he saw him again.

Now Mr. Hopkins, the agent, was at this time in Dublin,
and Caroline’s father %)osted the Jew, the next day, in the back
parlour of a banker’s house with whom Mr. Hopkins had, on
this day, appointed to settle some accounts. Mr. Hopkins
came—the Jew knew him—swore that he was the man,
who had sold the coins .to him ;—and thus the guilt of the
agent, and the innocence of the orphans, were completely

roved. ' :
P A full account of all that happened was sent to England to
Mr. Harvey, their landlord ; and, a few posts afterwards, there
came a letter from him, containing a dismissal of the dishon-
est agent, and a reward for the honest and industrious orphans.
Mr. Harvey desired, that Mary and her sisters might have the
glated house, rent free, from this time forward, under the- care
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of the ladies Isabella and Caroline, as long as Mary or her
sisters could carry on in it any useful business.  This was the
joyful news, which Edmund had to tell his sisters.

All the neighbours shared in their joy ; and the day of their
removal from the ruins of Rossmore castle to their new house,
was the happiest of the Christmas holidays. They were not
envied for their prosperity ; because every body saw, that it
was the reward of their good conduct ; every body except
Goody Grope; she exclaimed, as she wrung her hands with
violent expressions of sorrow—*¢ Bad luck to me ! bad luck to
me !—Why didn’t 1 go sooner to that there castle ! It is all
luck, all luck in this world ; but I never had no luck. Think
of the luck of these childer, that have found a pot of gold,
and such great grand friends, and a slated house, and all: and
here am I, withi scarce a rag to cover me, and not a potatoe
to put into my mouth! I, that have been looking under ground
all my days for treasure, not to have a half-penny at the last, to
buy me tobacco !”

¢ 'That is the very reason that you have not a half-penny,”
said Betsy ; ¢ here Mary has been working hard, and so have
her two little sisters and her brother, for these five years pasts
and they have made money for themselves by their own indus-
try—and friends too-—not by luck, but by——"

.. “Pooh! pooh !” interrupted Goody Grope; ‘don be
prating ; don’t I know as well as you do, that they found a pet
of gold by good luck ; and is not that the cause why they are
going to live in the slated house now ?”

 No,” replied the postmaster’s daughter; ¢ this house was

iven to them as a reward—that was the word in the letter,
%or I saw it, Edmund showed it to me, and will show it to any
one that wants to see. This house was given tothem “as o
reward for their honesty.”
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.
“Toute leur etude etoit de se complaire et de s'entr’aider.”
Paul & Virginie.

Their wl;ole study was how to please and to belp one another.

Ar the foot of a steep, slippery white hill, near Dunstable in
Bedfordshire, called Chalk Hill, there is a hut, or rather a
a hovel, which travellers could scarcely suppose to be inhabit-
ed, if they did not see the smoke rising from its peaked roof.
An old wonian lived in this hovel, and with her a little boy and
girl, the children of a beggar, who died and left these orphans
perishing with hunger : they thought themselves very happy

the first time the good old woman took them into her hut; % .
rust -

them warm themselves at her small fire, and gave them a ¢

of mouldy bread to eat; she had not much to give ; but what -

she had she gave with good will. She was very kind to these
poor children, and worked hard at her spinning wheel, and at
her knitting, to support herself and them. She earned money
also in another way : she used to follow all the carriages as
they went up Chalk hill ; and when the horses stopped to
take breath, or to rest themselves, she put stones behind the

carriage wheels, to prgvent them from rolling backwards down -

the steep, slippery hill.
The little boy and girl loved to stand beside the good-nagur-
ed old woman’s spinning-wheel, when she was spinning, and ta

talk to her. At these times she taught them something, which, .

she said, she hoped they would remember all their lives : she
explained to them what is meant by telling the truth, and what
it is to be honest : she taught them to dislike idleness, and to
wish that they could be useful. , i

One evening as they were standing beside her, the little boy
said to her, ¢ Grandmother,”—for that was the name by which
she liked that these children should call her——¢ Grandmother,
how often you are forced to get up from your spinning wheel,
and to follow the chaises and coaches up that steep hill, to put
stones under the wheels, to hinder them from rolling back : the
people who are in the carriages give you a half-penny or a pen-
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ny for doing this, don’t they ?” ¢Yes, child.” ¢ But it is
very hard work for you to go up and down that hill; you of-
_ ten say that you are tired, and then you know that you cannot
spin all that time ; now if we might go up the hill, and put the
stones behind the wheels, you could sit still at your work ; and
would not the people give us the half-pence ? and could not
we bring them all to you? Do, pray dear grandmother, try
us for one day—To-morrow, will you?” ¢ Yes,” said the
old woman, “Iwill try what you can do; but I must go up
the hill along with you for the two or three first times, for fear
you should get yourselves hurt.” So the next day the little
boy and girl went with their grandmother, as they used to call
her, up the steep hill ; and she showed the boy how to prevent
the wheels from rolling back, by putting stones behind them ;
and she said, ¢ This is called scotching the wheels ;” and she
took off the boy’s hat, and gave it to the little girl, to hold up
to the carriage windows, ready for the half-pence. When she
thought that the children knew how to manage by themselves,
she left them, and returned to her spinning wheel. A great
many carriages happened to go by this day, and the little girl
received a great many half-pence : she carried them all in her
brother’s hat to her grandmother, in the evening: and the old
woman smiled, and thanked the children ; she said that they
had been useful to her, and that her spinning had gone on fine-
.. ly, because she had been able to sit still at her wheel all day—
. ¢ But, Paul, my boy,” said she, ‘what is the matter with
your hand ?”

¢ Only a pinch, only one pinch, that I got, as I was putting a_
stone behind the wheel of a chaise : it does not hurt me much,
grandmother ; and I've thought of a good thing for to-morrow ;
I shall never be hurt again, if you will only be so good as to
give me the old handle of the broken crutch, grandmother,
and the block of wood that lies in the chimney-corner, and that
is of no use; I'll make it of some use, if I may have it.”—
¢« Take it then, dear,” said the old woman, ‘¢ and you’ll find
the handle of the broken crutch under my bed.” '

Paul went to work immediately, and fastened one end of the
pole into the block of wood, so as to make something like a
dry rubbing brush. ¢ Look, grandmamina, look at my scotch-
er : I call this thing my scotcher,” said Paul, *because I shall
always scotch the wheels with it; 1 shall never pinch my fin-
gers again; my hands, you see, will be safe at the end of this
long stick ; and, sister Anne, you need not be at the trouble of .
carrying any more stones after me up the hill ; we shall never
want stones any more ; my scotcher will do without any thing
else, I hope. I wish it was morning, and that a carriage would
come, that I might. run up the hill and try my scetcher.”—
¢ And I wish that as many chaises may go by to-morrow
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as there did to-day, and that we may bring you as many half-
pence, too, grandmother,” said the little girl. ¢ So do I, my
dear Anne,” said the old woman; ¢ for I mean that you and
your brother shall have all the money that you get to-morrow ;
you may buy some gingerbread for yourselves, or some of
tzhose ripe plums, that you saw at the fruit stall, the other day,
~ which is just going into Dunstable. I told you then, that I
could not afford to buy such things for you; but now, chil-
dren, it is fair you should taste a ripe plum and a bit of gin-
gerbread for once in your lives, and away, dears.”
" % We’ll bring some of the gingerbread home to her, shan’t
we, brother 7 whispered little Anne. The morning came ;
but no carriages were heard, though Paul and his sister had
" risen at five o’clock, that they might be sure to be ready for
early travellers. Paul kept his scotcher poised upon his shoul-
der, and watched eagerly at his station at the bottom of the
hill : he did not wait long before a carriage came. He follow-
ed it up the hill; and the instant the postillion called to him,
and bid him stop the wheels, he put his scotcher behind them,
and found that it answered the purpose perfectly well. Many
carriages went by this day ; and Paul and Anne received a
great many half-pence from the travellers. When it grew dusk
in the evening, Anne said to her brother—¢1 don’t think any
more carriages will come by to-day ; let us count the half-
pence, and carry them home now to grandmother.”
~ % No, not yet,” answered Paul, ‘let them alone—let them
lie still in the hole where I have put them; I dare say more
carriages will come by before it is quite dark, and then we
shall have more half-pence.”  Paul had taken the half-pence
out of his hat, and he had put them into a hole in the high
bank by the road side; and Anne said, that she would not
meddle with them, and that she would wait till her brother
liked to count them; and Paul said ¢if you will stay and
watch here, I will go and gather some black-berries for you in
the hedge in yonder field ; stand you here-abouts half way up
the hill ; and the moment you see any carriage coming along
the road, run as fast as you can, and call me.” ,
Anne waited a long time ; or what she thought a long time ;
and she saw no carriage ; and she trailed her brother’s scotch-
er up and down till she was tired; then she stood still and
looked again ; and she saw no carriage ; so she went sorrow-
fully into the field, and to the hedge where her brother was
gathering black-berries, and she said, * Paul, 'm sadly tired ;
sadly tired ! said she, “ and my eyes are-quite strained with
looking for chaises; no more chaises will come to-night ; and
your scotcher is lying there, of no use, upon the ground.—
Have not I waited long enough for to-day, Paul ?” ¢ O, no,”
said Paul, ¢here are some black-berries for you; you had
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better wait a little bit longer; perhaps a carriage might go by
~whilst you are standing here talking to me.”  Anne, who was
of a very obliging temper, and who liked to do what she was
asked to do, went back to the place where the scotcher lay ;
and scarcely had she reached the spot, when she heard the
noise of a carriage.  She ran to call her brother, and to their
great joy, they now saw four chaises coming towards them.—
Paul, as soon as they went up the hill, followed with his scotch-
er ; first he scotched the wheels of one carriage, then of an-
other ; and Anne was so much delighted with observing
how well the scotcher stopped the wheels, and how much bet-
ter it was than stones, that she forgot to go and hold her bro-
ther’s hat to the travellers for half-pence, till she was roused by
the voice of a little rosy girl, who was looking out of the win-
dow of one of the chaises. ¢ Come close to the chaise-door,”
said the little girl, ¢ here are some half-pence for you.”

"Anne held the hat ; and she afterwards went on to the oth-
er carriages ; money was thrown to her from each of them ;
and when they had all gotten safely to the top of the hill, she.

-and her brother sat down upon a large stone by the road-side,
to count their treasure.  First they began by counting what
was in the hat—¢ One, two, three, and four half-pence.”

"« But O, brother, look atthis !” exclaimed Anne; “thisis
not the same as the other half-pence.”

¢ No, indeed, it is not,” cried Paul; ¢ it is no half-penny ;
it is a guinea, a bright golden guinea !”  ¢Isit?” said Anne,
who had never seen a guinea in her life before, and who did
not know its value; ¢ and will it do as well as a half-penny to
buy gingerbread ? Tl run to the fruit-stall, and ask the wo-
man, shall I?”

“ No, no,” said Paul, “ you need not ask any woman, or
any body but me ; I can tell you all about it, as well as any
body in the whole world.” ,

¢The whole world! O, Paul, you forget!—not so well as
my grandmother.”

 Why, not so well as my grandmother, perhaps ; but, Anne,
I can tell you, that you must not talk yourself, Anne ; but
you must listen to me quietly, or else you won’t understand
what [ am going to tell you ; for I can assure you, that I don’t
think I quite understood it myself, Anne, the first time my
lg)ram:’lmother told it me, though I stood stock still, listening my

est.”

Prepared by this speech to hear something very difficult to
be understood, Anne looked very grave; and her brother ex-
plained to her, that, with a guinea, she might buy two hundred
and fifty-two times as many plums as she could get for a
penny. '

18
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«“Why, Paul, you know the fruit-woman said she would
give us a dozen plums for a penny. Now for this little guinea
would she give us two hundred and fifty-two dozen ?” o

¢ If she hgs so many, and if we like to have so many, to be
sure she will,” said Paul; “but I think we should not like to
have two hundred and fifty-two dozen of plums; we could not
eat such a number.”

“But we could give some of them to my grandmother,”
said Anne.

¢ But still there would be too many for her, and for us teo,”
said Paul; ¢ and when we had eaten the plums, there would
be an end of all the pleasure ; but now, Ill tell you whatI am
thinking of, Anne, that we may buy something for grandmo-
ther, that would be very useful to her indeed, with this guinea ;
something that would last a great while.”

¢« What, brother ? what sort of thing ?”

¢ Something that she said she wanted very much last win-
ter, when she was so ill of the rheumatism ;—something that
she said yesterday when you were making her bed, she wish-
ed she might be able to buy before next winter.”

¢ I know ! I know what you mean,” said Anne, ¢ a blank-
et; O yes, Paul, that will be much better than plums; do let
us buy a blanket for her ; how glad she will be to seeit. I
will make her bed with the new blanket, and then bring her to
look at it.—But Paul, how shall we buy a blanket? Where
are blankets to be got ?” :

¢« Leave that to me, I'll manage that—1 know where blank- «
ets are to be got, I saw one hanging out of a shop the day I
went last to Dunstable.”

“You have seen a great many things at Dunstable, brother.”

“ Yes, a great many ; but l.never saw any thing there, or
any where else, that I wished for half so much as I did for
that blanket for my grandmother. Do you remember how
she used to shiver with the cold last winter >—Pll buy the
blanket to-morrow, I’'m going to Duastable with her spinning.”
.. Apd you’ll bring the blanket to me, and I shall make the
bed very neatly, that will be all right ! all happy !” said Anne,
«clapping her hands.

% But stay ! hush ! don’t clap your hands so, Anne; it will
not be all happy, I’'m afraid,” said Paul, and his countenance
changed, and he looked very grave.—* It will not be all right,
P’m afraid, for there is one thing we have neither of us thought
-of, ,but t;ial; we ought to think about. We cannot buy the
‘blanket, I'm, afraid.”

", “Why, Paul? Why?” :

~« Because. I don’t think this guinea is honestly ours.”

_“ Nay, brother, but I’'m sure it is honestly ours; it was giv-
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en to us, and grandmother said all that was given to us to-day
was to be our own.”

“ But who gave it to you, Anne ?” \

. ¢ Some of the people in those chaises, Paul ; I don’t know
which of them, but I dare say it was the little rosy girl.”

¢ No,” said Paul, ¢ for when she called you to the chaise-
door, she said, *here’s some half-pence for you.’  Now,'if
she gave you the guinea, she must have given it to you by imis-
take.” :

 Well, but perhaps some of the people in the other chaises
gave it to me, and did not give it to me by mistake, Paul.—
There was a gentleman reading in one of the chaises, and a
lady who looked very good-naturedly at me, and then the gen-
tleman put down his book, and put his head out ,of the window,
and looked at your scotcher, brother, and he asked me if that
was your own making ? and when 1 said yes, and that I was
your sister, he smiled at me, and put his hand into his waist-
coat pocket, and threw a handful of half-pence into the hat,
and I dare say he gave us the guinea along with them, because
. he liked your scotcher so much.” '

“ Why,” said Paul, *that might be to be sure, but I wish
I was quite certain of it.”

¢ Then, as we are not quite certain, had not we best go and
ask my grandmother what she thinks about it ?”’

Paul thought this was excellent advice, and he was not a
silly boy, who did not like to follow good advice: he went
with his sister direetly to his grandmother, showed her the gui-
nea, and told her how they came by it.

““ My dear honest children,” said she, “I am very glad you
told me all this; I am very glad that you did not buy either
the plums or the blanket with this guinea; I’m sure it is not
honestly ours ; those who threw it to you, gave it by mistake,
I'warrant; and what I would have you do is to go to Dunsta-
ble, and try if you can, at either of the inns, find out the per-
son who gave it to you. It is now so late in the evening, that
perhaps the travellers will sleep at Dunstable, instead of going
on the nextstage ; and it is likely, that whosaever gave you a
guinea instead of a half-penny, has found out their mistake by
this time.  All you can do, is, to go and inquire for the gen-
tleman who was reading in the chaise”— '

“O! interrupted Paul, ] know a good way of finding
him out ; Irememberit was a dark green chaise with red
wheels: and 1 remember I read the innkeeper’s name upon the
chaise, ¢ John Nelson.” (I am much obliged to you for
teaching me to read, grandmother.) You told me yesterday,
grandmother, that the names written upon chaises are the
names of the innkeepers to whom they belong. - I read the
name of the inn-keeper upon that chaise; it was John Nel-
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son. So Anne and I will go to both the inns in Dunstable,
and try to find out this chaise—John Nelson’s—come, Anne,
let us set out before it gets quite dark.”

Anne and her brother passed with great courage the tempt-
ing stall, that was covered with gingerbread and ripe plums,
and pursued their way steadily through the street of Dunstable ;
but Paul, when he came to the shop where he had seen the
blanket, stopped for a moment, and said “It is a great pity,
Anne, that the guinea is not ours ; however, we are doing what
is honest, and that is a comfort. Here, we must go through this
gate-way into the inn-yard ; we are come to the Dun Cow.”

¢ Cow!” said Anne, I see no cow.” :

“ Look up, and you’ll see the cow over your head,” said
Paul,— the sign—the picture. ~Come, never mind looking
at itnow: I want to ﬁnd out the green chaise that has John
Nelson’s name upon it.”

Paul pushed forward, through a crowded passage, till he got
into the inn-yard ; there was a great noise and bustle, the hos-
tlers were carrying in luggage; the postillions were rubbing
down their horses, or rolling the chaises into the ceach-house.

“ What now ? what business have you here, pray f” said a
waiter, who almost ran over Paul, as he was crossing the
yard in a great hurry to get some empty bottles from the bot-
tle-rack.—“ You’ve no business here, crowding up the yard ;
walk off, young gentleman, if you please.”

¢ Pray give me leave, sir,” said Paul, “to stay a few min-
utes, to look amongst these chaises for one dark green chaise
with r’ed wheels, that has Mr. John Nelson’s name written up-
on it.”

“ What’s that he says about a dark green chaise ?”’ said one
of the postillions.

 What should such a one as he is know about chaises ?”’ in-
terrupted the hasty waiter ; and he was going to turn Paul out
of the yard ; but the hostler caught hold of his arm, and said,
¢t May be the child Aas some busmess here ; let’s know what
he has to say for himself.”

The waiter was at this instant luckily obliged to leave tbem
to attend the bell ; and Paul told his business to the hostler,
who, as soon as he saw the guinea and heard the story, shook
Paul by the hand, and said ¢ Stand steady, my honest lad ;
P’ll: find the chaise for you, if it is to be found here ; but John
Nelson’s chaises almost always drive to the Black Bull.”

-After some- difficulty, the green chaise with John Nelson’s
name upon it, and: the postillion who drove that chaise were
found ;. and the postillion told Paul, that he was just going into

‘the parlour to the gentleman he had driven, to be paid, and

that he would. carry the guinea with him.
# No,” said Paul, ¢ we should like to give it back ourselves.”
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* Yes,” said the hostler, “that they have a right to do.”

The postillion made no reply, but looked vexed, and went
on towards the house, desiring the children would walt in the
passage till his return. !

In the passage there was standing a decent, clean, good-na-
tured looking woman, with two huge straw baskets on each
side of her. One of the baskets stood a little in the way of
the entrance. A man who was pushing his way in, and car-
ried in his hand a string of dead larks hung to a pole, impatient
at being stopped, kicked down the straw basket; and all its
contents were thrown out: bright straw hats and boxes, and.
slippers, were all thrown in disorder upon the dirty ground. -

¢ O, they will be trampled upon ! they will be all spoiled !”
exclalmed the 'woman to whom they belonged.

“ We’ll help you to pick them up, if you will let us,” cned
Paul and Anne; and they immediately ran to her assistance.

When the thmgs were all safe in the basket again, the chil-
dren expressed a great desire to know how such beautiful
things could be made of straw ; but the woman had not time:
to answer them, before the postillion came out of the parlour, -
and with him a gentleman’s servant, who came to Paul, and,
clapping him upon the back, said, ¢ So, my little chap, I gave:
you a guinea for a half-penny, I hear ; and 1 understand you’ve:
brought it back again—that’s right—give me hold of it.” -

¢ No, brother,” said Anne: ¢ this is not the gentleman that
was reading.” ' '

¢ Pooh, child, I came in Mr. Nelson’s green chaise. - Here’s
the postillion can tell you so, I and my master came in that:
chaise. It was my master that was reading, as you say ; and
it was he that threw the money out to you : he is going to-bed ;
he is tired, and can’t see you hnnself he desires that you’ll glve
me the guinea.”

Paul was too honest himself to suspect, that thls ‘man was’
telling him a falsehood ; and he now readily produced his
bright guinea, and delivered it into the servant’s hands.

“ Here’s sixpence a piece for you, children,” said he, “ and
good night to you.” He pushed them towards the door ; but
the basket-woman whispered to them as they went out, * Wait
in the street till I come to you.”

¢ Pray, Mrs. Landlady,” cried this gentleman’s servant, ad-
dressing himself to the landlady, who just then came out of a-
room where some company were at supper,  pray, Mrs.
Landlady, please to let me have roasted larks for my supper.
You are famous for larks at Dunstable, and I ‘make it-a rule to.
taste the best of every thing, wherever I go ; and, wmter«, Iet-
me have a bottle of claret—Do you hear?” = - e

¢ Larks and claret for his supper!” said the baske)t-womsm
to herself, as she looked at him from head to foot. =~ The pos-
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tillion was still waiting, as if to speak to him ; and she observ-
ed them afterwards whispering and laughing together.  “No
bad hit,” was a sentence which the servant pronounced sev-
eral times.

Now it occurred to the basket-woman, that this man had
‘cheated the children out of the guinea to pay for the larks and
claret; and she thought that perhaps she could discover the
truti. She waited quietly in the passage.

¢« Waiter !—Joe ! Joe!” cried the landlady, ¢ why don’t
you carry in the sweet-meat puffs and the tarts here to the
company in the best parlour.”

“ Coming, ma’am,” answered the waiter ; and with a large
dish of tarts and puffs the waiter came from the bar ; the land-
lady threw open the door of the best parlour, to let him in ;
and the basket-woman had now a full view of a large cheerful
company ; and amongst them several children sitting round a
supper-table. ' ,

‘Aye,” whispered the landlady, as the door closed after
the waiter and the tarts, ¢ there are customers enough, 1 war-
rant, for.you in that room, if you had but the luck to be called
in. Pray what would you have the conscience, 1 wonder now,
to charge me for these here half dozen little mats, to put un-
der my dishes ?”

. A trifle, ma’am,” said the basket-woman: she let the
landlady have the mats cheap; and the landlady then declared
she would step in, and see if the company in the best parlour -
had done supper.—* When they come to their wine,” added
she, “Pllspeak a good word for you, and get you called in
afore the children are sent to bed.” '

The landlady, after the usual speech of ¢ I hope the supper
and every thing is to your liking, ladies and gentlemen,” began
with “If any of the young gentlemen or ladies would have a
cur’osity to see any of our famous Dunstable straw-work,
there’s a decent body without, would, I dare say, be proud to
show them her pincushion-boxes, and her baskets and slippers,
and her other cur’osities.”

The eyes of the children all turned towards their mother 3
their mother smiled, and immediately their father called in the
basket-woman, and desired her to produce her curiossties.

The ochildren gathered round her large pannier as it open-
ed ; but they did not touch any of her things.

. “O, papa!” cried a liule rosy girl, * here are a pair of
straw slippers, that would just fit you, I think ; but would not
straw shoes wear out very soon ? and would not they let in
the wet ?” ' :

“Yes, my dear,” said her father, < but these slippers are
meant”——¢ for powdering slippers, Miss,” interrupted the
basket-woman.
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¢ To wear when people are powdering their hair,” contin-
ued the gentleman, ¢ that they may not spoil their other shoes.”

¢ And will you buy them, papa ?”

% No, I cannot indulge myself,” said her father, * in buy-
ing them now ; I must make amends,” said he laughing,  for
my carelessness ; and as I threw away a guinea to-day, I must
endeavour to save six-pence at least.”

“ Ah, the guinea that you threw by mistake into the little
girl’s hat, as we were coming up Chalk Hill.—Mamma, I won- -
der that the little girl did not take notice of its being a guinea,
and that she did not run after the chaise to give it back again.
I should think, if she had been an honest girl, she would have
returned it.

¢ Miss !'—Ma’am !—Sir!” said the basket-woman,  if it
would not be impertinent, may I speak a word ?—A little boy
and girl have just been here inquiring for a gentleman, whe gave
them a guinea instead of a half-penny by mistake ; and, not
five minutes ago, I saw the boy give the guinea to a gentle-
man’s servant, who is there without, and who said his master
desired it should be returned to him.”

¢ There must be some mistake, or some trick in this,” said
the gentleman ; ¢ are the children gone ?—I must see them—
Send after them.”

“I'll ‘'go for them myself,” said the good-natured basket-
- woman ; “ I bid them wait in the street yonder ; for my mind
- misgave me that the man who spoke so short to them was a
cheat—with his larks and his claret.”

Paul and Anne were speedily summoned, and brought back
by their friend the basket-woman ; and Anne, the moment
she saw the gentleman, knew that he was the very person who
smiled upon her, who admired her brother’s scotcher, and
who threw a handful of half-pence into the hat ; but she could
not be certain, she said, that she received the guinea from him ;
she only thought it was most likely that she did. T

¢ But I can be certain whether the guinea you returned be
mine or no,” said the gentleman ; ¢ I marked the guinea ; it
was a light one ; the only light guinea I had, which I put into
my waistcoat pocket this morning.”

He rang the bell, and desired the waiter to let the gentle-
man, who was in the room opposite to him, know that he wish-
ed to see him.

¢ The gentleman in the white parlour, sir, do you mean ?”

“ T mean the master of the servant who received a guinea
from this child.” :

¢ He is a Mr. 