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U PON a sunny garden seat But Grilda, hating grave advice,
The Lady Grilda sat, Would shake her pretty head,
Who was, we wish 1t understood, And seldom listen to a word
Merely a titled cat. Of what her mother said.
- It must be owned this sounds too grand; | “T was in a quiet country house
+  But I have heard them tell She hitherto had dwelt,
That, being born with so much grace, | But many a wish to see the world
The name became her well. Had Lady Grilda felt.
This kitten was of Persia’s breed, In London, or in some large town,
"I’ was thence her parents came; She fain would go and stay;
Their coats were white and soft as silk, | Her beauty in this lonely place
And Grilda’s was the same. She thought was thrown away.
But sadly vain my lady was A change came o'er her life at last,
Of all her lovely hair; And she was glad to know
She thought no kitten in the land "T was settled that to live in town
Could with herself compare. She very soon should go.
5 And Pussy had another fault,— Whilst sitting on the garden seat,
She’d often disobey ; As we before have said,
Would sometimes to the larder go, Visions of future London life
And carry bits away. Completely filled her head.
With much regret her mother saw But when a gentle step drew near,
Her daughter’s silly pride, From all these dreams she woke
And, as a careful parent should, To see her mother by her side,
To check such failings tried. Who thus to Grilda spoke:
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“To say a word or two, my child,
Before we part, I come;
Words which, perhaps, may cross your
mind
When you are far from home.

“ Grilda,”—the mother raised her paw,—
“ Grilda, attend to me;

Remember that where'er you go,
Y ou must obedient be.

“I pray you ne'er again to take
A scrap that’s not your own,
Athough it may be nothing more

Than just a chicken-bone.

“ And recollect that Pussy-cats
Quite idle should not be ;

The pleasant task of catching mice
Is given you and me.

“Try and think less about your looks,—
You re but a kitten small ;
Surely in such a little thing

Should be no pride at all.

“ And now, my daughter, fare thee well ;
Attend to what I've said;”

And then the mother rubbed her cheek
Against her kitten’s head.

I can’t be certain that the tears
In Grilda’s eyes arose;
But, walking round her parent’s sides,

She purr'd and rubb'd her nose.

She really meant to try and mind
All that her mother said ;

But like a corn-sieve full of holes

Was Lady Grilda's head :

The words went 1n at one white ear,
But not, alas! to stay;

For at the other out they slipp'd,
And vanish'd quite away.

Her future mistress, when 1n town,
Lived in Throckmorton Square ;
And very shortly afterwards
Grilda was taken there.

This town house, in her country eyes,
Seemed fitted for a queen ;

Such grandeur and such elegance
She never yet had seen.

And in her silly little heart
The foolish Pussy thought,

“This seems the proper place for me
To which I now am brought.
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“ A TLondoner I am become,
There’s something grand in that;
I’'m very glad I 've ceased to be
A simple country cat.

“ Such vulgar work I need not do
As running after mice ;

Poor mother might, at all events,
Have spared me #:at advice.”

But one thing Grilda much disliked
In this her London home,

That not beyond the garden gate
Was she allowed to roam.

Perhaps, too, if the truth were known,
She rather long’'d to go,

Her graceful form and snow-white coat
The London cats to show.

She almost hoped that as she pass'd
They'd all turn round and stare,

And wonder who that kitten was
With such a noble arr.

‘Within an empty attic room,
In which she used to play,
A window opening on the roof
Was left unclosed one day.

Grilda had very often thought
"T would be delightful fun

To find some way of slipping out,
And take a pleasant run.

Now was the moment for escape!
But first of all with care
She wash'd her face, arrang’'d her tail,

And smooth’d her silken hair.

That she was doing very wrong
This naughty Pussy knew ;
Yet, springing on the window-sill,

She through the op'ning flew.

"T was very pleasant for a time
To play and run about;
But soon she felt it dull, and wished

Some kitten would come out.

And then she found with great dismay
Her coat was getting soiled,
And feared that, ere 't was even seen,

Her beauty would be spoiled.

From such a black and dirty place

~ She saw 't was time to go;

So softly creeping down the wall,
She gain'd the street below.
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Having from roof to roof skipp'd on,
She'd wandered from the square,

And reach'd a street which proved to be
A busy thoroughfare.

She stood bewilder'd with the noise,
Not knowing where to fly,

When suddenly a savage dog
Came running briskly by.

He stopp'd, for on a flight of steps
The trembling cat he spied ;

Then darting up, with grinning teeth
To seize her neck he tried.

Never was cat more nearly caught.—
The dog had touched her tail,
When Grilda sprang, with bristling hair,

U pon an iron rail.

He hoped to reach her as she clung,
And leap'd with all his might;

But giving one more desperate bound,
She vanish'd from his sight.

In vain he hunted up and down,
And scented all around,

For Puss was safely hid inside
A coal-shed underground.

Whilst here she crouch’d behind some

coal
In miserable plight,
The owner came to close the door

And lock 1t for the night.

Set free next day, misfortune still
Appear'd to be her fate :

A milkman chanced to leave his pail
Outside an iron gate ;

The pail was nearly full of milk,
Thus early in the day,

And there it stood, a tempting sight,
Exactly in her way.

T was more than kitten could resist,
So scrambling up the side,

To reach the white delicious food
Poor starving Grilda tried.

The milkman saw her, and his lungs
Sent forth so loud a yell,

That overbalancing herself,
Into the pail she fell !

As quickly out she came again,
Dragged by the angry man;

And, smarting from his cuffs and blows
All dripping, off she ran.

b



Ly

i
=







(HTIC LT

I

I

R T
i T




Alas, poor Pussy! every hope
Of admiration oler,
She only long'd to find her way

Back to her home once more.

But she, like others I have known,
The lesson had to learn,—
Though easy 'tis to go astray,
T 1s harder to return.

At length she saw what seem’d to her
A quiet little place

Beside a post, where she might creep
To wash her sides and face.

Yet even here poor Grilda found
She could not safely stay;

Some schoolboys passing by the spot
Soon pelted her away.

Another little wanderer
Was pacing up the street,

Like Grilda, scarcely knowing where
To turn her weary feet.

T was Madge Dunlee, a beggar-girl,
Sent forth to beg her bread ;

A child of want and woe was she,
U ntaught, uncloth'd, unfed.

No food that day had touch'd her lips,
Yet all had pass'd her by;

No one had seen her outstretch’d hand,
Or listen'd to her cry.

And thus she linger'd on her way,
T1ll coming to a shop,
The fragrant scent of new-baked bread

Caused hungry Madge to stop.

She knew, poor child ! those loaves and
buns
Had not been baked for her,
Yet from the pleasant sight and smell
She did not care to stir.

She gazed so long, they came at last
To order her away ;

The baker said 't was not the place
For beggar-girls to stay.

A woman passing from the shop
Possess'd a kindly heart ;

She broke a penny roll 1n two,
And gave the child a part.

But just as Madge began to eat,
Came Grilda to her side,

And plain as starving Pussy could
To beg a morsel tried.
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“There’s not enough,” thought Madge,
B 1 sure

For Pussy and for me;
But yet how very weak and faint

The poor thing seems to be!

“There, take a bit; I know so well
How bad it feels to want ;
Though as to giving any more,
No, Puss, indeed I can’t.”

But as she sat upon a step,
Eating her bit of bread,

Puss mew'd and touch’d her with her paw,
Imploring to be fed.

Her constant cries and eager looks
Went straight to Madge’s heart :
Of every piece of roll she ate
Ulie oave'the cat.a part

This little scene by chance took place
Close to Throckmorton Square,
And Grilda’s mistress from her house

Observ'd the hungry pair.

 She noticed how the beggar-child

Her scanty meal had shared,
And how, though wanting food herself,
For Pussy she had cared.

She sent to bid her come within
Her hospitable door,
And gave her such a meal as Madge

Had never seen before.

Once more in safety, Grilda learn'd
A lesson from that day :

That 'tis not well for little ones
Always to have their way.

Her goodness to the stranger cat
For Madge vast changes wrought ;
The lady placed her in a school,

And had her clothed and taught.

And thus we see what great events
From trifling things may spring;
So let us kindness try to show
To evry living thing.
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. HECTOR, THE -DOG

. DICK WHITTINGTON

. DIAMONDS AND TOADS

. LILY SWEETBRIAR'S BIRTHDAY

. UNCLE’S FARMYARD

. LONDON ALPHABET
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. HOUSEHOLD PETS
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AUNT LOUISA’S SUNDAY BOOKS.

In Demy 4do., or mounted

Picture Covers, One Shilling each ;
on Linen, Two Shillings.

JOSEPH AND HIS BRETHREN

THE PROVERBS OF SOLOMON

KING DAVID (THE STORY OF)

THE WONDERS OF PROVIDENCE

THE PARABLES OF OUR OLRD
CHILDREN OF THE OLD TESTAMENT
CHILDREN OF THE NEW TESTAMENT
THE CHILDHOOD OF CHRIST
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WARNE’S PICTURE PUZZLE TOY BOOKS.

Printed in Colours by Kronheim, and full Descriptions.*
Demy 4to. 1s. eack, stiff Fancy Wrappers.

THE HOUSE WE LIVE IN
THE NURSERY PLAY-BOOK

OUR HOLIDAYS l

HOLIDAY FUN

OUR KINGS AND QUEENS
THE DOLL axp HER DRESSES
THE BOOK OF TRADES
THE HORSE

. COCK ROBIN’S COURTSHIP, MARRIAGE, DEATH,

EDITH’S ALPHABET

These Toy Books, consisting of Six Pages of Coloured Hlustrations,
with Key Plates embodying 200 figures, will occupy the attention of
Children for days, the figures in the key plates having to be cut out and
inserted in their proper places in the illustration, forming an endless
amount of instruction and amusement.

WARNE’S CHILDREN’S MUSIC BOOKSf

WITH APPROPRIATE WORDS, HYMNS, &c.

In demy oblong, price 1s. each, sewed.

1. THE CHILDREN’S HOUR. Twelve Songs for the Little
Ones, set to Music; with a Morning and Evemng Hymn. Edited
by Mrs. G. H. CurTEIs.

2. SONGS FOR OUR LITTLE FRIENDS. Set to Music by -

E. R. B. Twelve Nursery Ditties.

3. THE CHILDREN’S MUSICAL GEM. Fourteen Nursery
Ditties. By Madame BorrANT. :

4. THE NURSERY NIGHTINGALE. Ditties for the Children.
By Madame BORRANI.
Demy 4to, cloth, price 5s., gilt, and gilt edges.
THE CHILDRENS MUSICAL COMPANION.
Comprising Books 1, 2, 3, and 4, bound in One Volume.

WARNE'S VICTORIA TOY BOOKS.

With Coloured Illustrations, Twelve Varieties in Packet.

PRICE ONE SHILLING.
CONTENTS OF PACKET.

EDITH’S ALPHABET PUSS IN BOOTS

SUNDAY ALPHABET GUR PETS

ROYAL ALPHABET PUNCH AND JUDY
NURSERY SONGS LITTLE RED RIDING HOOD
COCK ROBIN’S DEATH ALEXANDRA ALPHABET
OLD MOTHER HUBBARD NURSERY RHYMES

Or, Mounted on Linen, Siz in a Packet, price 1s. 6d.

WARNE'S PICTURE PLAYMATES.

Large crown 8vo, 3s. 6d. each, cloth gilt, 48 pages of Coloured Illustratlons

1. THE RED RIDING HOOD PLAYMATE.

THE OBJECT ALPHABET Tae CHILDREN IN THE WOOD
LITTLE RED RIDING HOOD OLD MOTHER HUBBARD
COCK ROBIN’S MARRIAGE Cock RoBiN’S DEATH AND BURIAL

2. THE NATURAL HISTORY PLAYMATE.

NURSERY RHYME ALPHABET | DOGS
OUR PETS ZOOLOGICAYL. GARDENS
HORSES Tre HOUSE 1aAT JACK BUILT

3. THE JACK IN THE BOX PLAYMATE.
PUNCH AND JUDY
JACK IN THE BOX GULLIVER'S TRAVELS
THE BOOK OF TRADES CINDERELLA

4. THE NURSERY PLAYMATE.

NURSERY LULLABIES THE ROBINS
BANQUET OF BIRDS THE SILLLY LITTLE BA-A
NURSERY NUMBERS THE TINY TEA-PARTY
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LONDON:—FREDERICK WA"\’NE & CO., BEDFORD STREET COVENT CARDEN.
NEW YORK: SCRIBNER WELFORD, AND ARMSTRONG.




