
THE 

,,,. Strawber1ry-Gatherers o_ 

-<-¢,-)-1 .. 

BY MRS. CAMERON, 

Autho,· of ' The History of ll1a.rgaret Whyte,' 
'The Two Lambs, ~c . 

... -<-¢,->-

A NEW EDITION . 

LONDON: 
l'lllN'TED FOR HOULSTON AND SON, 

65, Paternoster-Row; 

AND AT WELLINGTON, SALOP. 

Price One Penny. 

£Entered at Stationer~' HalJ,] 



l<'RONTISPIECE. 

See Page 12. 



THB 

Strawberry-Gatherers. 

-~ <>->-<-· 

BY MRS. CAMERON, 

AUTHOR OF "MARGARET WHYTE," 

" THE Two LAMBS," &c. 

Jifteentb ~tiitfon. 

LONDON: 
PRINTED FOR HOULSTON AND S0-:\T• 

65, Paternoster-Row; 

AND AT WELLINGTON, SALOP. 

1836. 

[Eutered at Stationers' Hall .] 





THE 

Strawbe1"1"y-Gathere1·s. 

ONE day, two little boys, called 
Ewen and Peter, were dressed in clean 
nankeen frocks, and their faces and 
hands washed quite clean, and their 

nurse told them to go down into the 
parlour. 

As soon as they reached the parlour­
door their papa met them with a 
basket in his . hand, and he said, 
"Make haste, my little fellows, and 
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go into the garden, and get some 

straw berries.'' 

"Yes, yes, papa," cried the little 

boys, jumping for joy. 

"Do not dirty yourselves," said their 
mamma, as she tied a pinafore befo1·e 
each of them, and made them put on 
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a little pair of gloves which were kept 

for the purpose of getting fruit. 

Away they skipped, and began to 

gather the fine ripe strawberries. ~' 0 ! 
what beautiful strawberries!" said 

Peter, as he emptied a leaf-full into 

the basket; " I will just taste one." 

" 0, no, no,'' answered Ewen, 6( that 

will be very naughty; you know papa 

told us that we must never eat any 

fruit v11hen we are sent to gather it." 

"Papa won't know," answered 

Peter; " lie is not in the garden, lie 
can't see us:" and then he put another 

large strawberry into his mouth. 
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" But God can see," said Ewen; 
" he can look down out of the blue 
sky, and see all we do." 

"I ate a strawberry yesterday," an­
swered Peter, "and I do not think 
that God saw me, for I have not been 
punished for it." 
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"God did see you," said Ewen, 

" and he will punish you, some time or 
other, if you are not very sorry indeed, 

and do not ask God to forgive you, 

for the sake of Jesus Christ." 

Peter did not mind what Ewen said, 

but ,-rent on eating strawberries all the 

time that they were gathering them. 

In a few minutes they beard their 
papa's voice1 calling·, "Ewen, Peter, 

make haste, and come here." 

Then they took up their basket of 
strawberries, and rau to the house as 

fast as they could. 

When they got to the house-door, 
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they found standing before it their 
papa's one-horse carriage: tlteir mam­

ma was sit.ting in it, and th eir p apa 
stood ready to get in, with the whip 

and reins in his hand. 

"Come, Peter, come, Ewen/' said he, 
" where is the basket of strawberries? 
we are going to dine with your grand-
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mamma, and we mean to take some good 

little boys with us, and they shall have 

the pleasure of giving grandmamma the 

strawberries they have gathered." 

Betty stood at the door with the 

little boys' best spencers and hats in 

her hand. " Come, Master Ewen," 

said she, " let me take off your pina­

fore and your g-loves." 

Ewen ,•vas ready in a moment. 

"But what do I see?" said his papa 

to Peter. " You have got a dirty face: 

we cannot take dirty Loys with us." 

" Papa, papa," said Peter, colour· 

ing, " Betty can wash my face." 
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" But," answered his papa, " Bet­
ty cannot wash your heart clean. 
Peter has been a naughty little boy, 
and has eaten bis papa's strawber­
ries, and his papa must punish him, 
because he has been a dishonest 
child." 

Then Ewen was lifted into the 
chaise, and sat upon a little stool be­
tween his papa and mamma; and his 
papa smacked his whip, and away 
they went. 

Peter called out, " Papa, I will be 
a good boy, I will not take your 
strawberries any more." But his papa 
did not stop; and the chaise went so 
fast, it was soon out of sight. 
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" Oh, Betty ! Betty ! " said tbe little 
boy, as soon as his sobs would let him 
speak, " I <lo know now, that God 
saw me get the strawberries." 

Then Betty took him by the hand, 

and she said to him, " Come with me, 

Master Peter." And when she had 

taken him into the house, she set him 
on her lap, and he laid his wet cheek 
on her slwu1der. Then she shewed 
him a very nice little book of hymns 
with pictures in it; and there was a 

picture of a man being hung upon the 
gallows. And she taught him this 

pretty verse-

' Gua;d my heart, 0 God of !J ea~·en, 
Lest I covet what's not mine: 

Lf5t I steal w!Jat i5 not given, 
Guard my heart and hands from slo.' 
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And when she had done that, she 

made him kneel down and ask God 

to forgive him, for Jesus Christ's sake, 

for having l.,een so mi.ughty as to steal, 

and to give him a clean white heart, 

that he might never steal any more. 

I am very glad to say, that Peter 

never stole any more strawberries, but 
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always remembered that God was 
looking at him. And when his grand­
mamma heard that he was a good lit­
tle boy, she sent for him to come and 
dine at her house with his little bro­
ther Ewen; and she gave them each a 
very nice plum cake. 
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