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WE have often heard of a
dog's head m a pottage pot,
but very feldom feen a dog's
head in a faucepan! The
cats feem to be firightened,
and well they may, if he
knocks the faucepan againf}
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the floor and howls at the
same time. But how very
quiet the boy stands! Why
does he not help the poor
dog to-get his head out?

Instead of laughing at the
pbor animal’s distress, if he
was a- good boy, he would en-
deavour to release him.

We should not hurt or ill-
treat dogs, for, to their kind-
ness and courage many per-
sons owe their .‘lives.* A~
géntleman, whilst v.*alking on
the banks of a river, chan-
ced, by a slip of his foot, to

* See Anecdotes, of Dogs, just published, by
Joseph Taylor.



fall in. The water was very
deep, and, as he could not
swim, he might have been
drowned, had not his Ilarge
Newfoundland dog, which al-
ways accompanied him in his
walks, plunged into the river
and dragged him out.

As little James was return-
ing from school one evening,
he missed a book out of his
- satchel: as it was too late for
him to go back, he called his’
little dog, Tartar, and said, go
back ! go back. Tartar obey-
ed, and soon returned with
the book; having found it in

 a field near the school.
W



See! here is a dog worry-
inga poor fow. T hope the
Little boy is not fetting the

dog on, but trying to drive
.him away with his hat.

Some children take de-

light in {feeing dogs fight ; this



is' very icruel fport. They
would {€ldom quarrel with
each other, were they not
fet on by naughty boys; for
they are very kind and affec-
tionate animals. Did you
ever hear the flory of George,
_the farmer’s fon?

He was fent one morning
a diftance of eight miles, to
pay for a colt his father had
bought fome days before. '

The lad, with his terner
Cato, arrived at the placé
~ ‘withoutany accident; but on
his return he took a wrong
road, and thus loft his way.
‘Having wandered about a
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long time, he began to ey, -
when Cato, as if he knew and
pitied his young mafler’s dif-
trefs, ran a great diftance,
with his nofe to the ground.
At laft having found the
fcent, he returned, and ex-
prefled his joy by barking
and jumping upon the lad,
who followed him clofely,

and by this means got fafe
home.
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THE DOG'S PETITION.

O one me, ‘George, a bit of meat :
You may that morfel fpare.

"Twill make you ill fo much to eat :
Don’t pick that bone fo bare.

Itis beneath a pretty boy,
A paltry bone tognaw :

Yet I'll accept it with great joy,—
Do drop it in my paw.

Well pleas’d I fetch and carry all-
That you may for me throw ;

The crumpled paper, flick, and ball. —
Do pray your bounty thow.




See how pauently tlm _ow
{tands to be milked. Itis a
pity to take the calves from
‘their mothers, but if the
farmers did not, we fhould
have no milk to make pud-
dings, or cream for our tea.
Butter is made of churned
cream, and checfe of curds.
In fummer, cows cat the
{weet grafs and field flowers;
and in winter they are taken
into the flable, and fed with
hay; turmps or cabbages.

O pretty maid! fhe has
been to milk the cowgwand
now is going home wWith a

-



-

1S carrying

‘to her mafter’s hoe.
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tle girl, and met this pretty
maid with her pail on her
head. Dear mamma, said
Jane, how rosy and beauti-
ful she looks. Yes, replied
her mother, because she rises
early, and goes out into the
open air. She isindustrious,
therefore, healthy and cheer-
ful. But, mamma, how well
she walks! she must have
learned to dance.

It is very unlikely a milk-
maid should have had a danc-
ing master. No, Jane; it
depends on oursclves to sit
upright and step gracefully.



Who is this little child in
a go-cart? I believe it is
Charles. See how kind the
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nurfe is. She 1s teaching

him to walk, and Yays, take

care Charles; now this way

Chatles. If he can be taugjk;t
C 2



to amuse himself in the go-
cart, she will be able to sit
down and work at her needle;
but even then he must be
watched, or he may overset
the little cart and hurt him-
self.

Were childrenleft to them-
selves, they would never
wash their hands or faces.
or comb, their hair; they
should therefore be very
thankful to those who will
~ take the trouble to do it for
them, and not stamp with
their feet on the floor, nor
cry and bore their eyes with



then knuckles, as I have seen
some do.: e

Little birds soon becrm to
hop and peck about, fmd get
their own living; puppies
and kittens can lap milk, and
run about in a few weeks;
and fowls eat grass socn after
their birth; but children are
many ‘months laid to rest in
the cradle, and carried in the
nurse’s arms, and several
years must pass before they
can provide for themselves.

Since little boys and girls
are thus helplessand depend-
ant, how kind, obedient, and
good natured they should be.

c3



The carter has fet his little
" boy on the horfe. I hope
’ Giles will notftrike him with

the horfe thould be frighten-
ed,andrunaway withthe cart,
Giles and all. How pretty he



looks! Ihope he will not get
down andride uponthe fhafts.
A great many accidents have
happened by this foolifh
practice. A

The waggoners often, by
fitting on the f{hafts, lofe their
lives; for being tired, they
fometimes  fall afleep, and
if thrown down the wheels
go over their bodies, and
they are crufhed to death.
But let us hope this carter
will take good care of little
Giles, and that Giles will
mind what 1s {aid to him.



THE ‘CRIPPLE.

A lady was fitting on one
of the feats in Hyde Park,
whilft her fon, a fine {pirited
- boy of five years old, ran
about, and amufed himfelf
with playing at what is called
hop, ftep, and jump !

On a fudden he ftopped
fhort, and very gravely re-
turned to his mamma. What
is the matter Henry? faid
fhe, are you tired, or have
you hurt your{elf?

Henry, for anfwer, pointed
to a child who was pafling by
them at the moment; his legs



- were bent inwards, and being
- otherwife very much deform-
~ ed, he was forced to fupport
himfelf on crutches; his face
was pale and fickly, and he
looked hungry and dejeéted..
It 1s a poor little cripple,
faid his mamma, but you are
not frightened at him, Henry,
are you? O no, mamma:
but whilft I was playing, he
looked fo forrowfully at me,
as if he would fay, I with I
could play ; therefore I left
off running and tkipping, that
he might not think I made
game of him, in boafting my
limbs were perfeé when he
D 2



had loft the ufe of his. Mam-.
ma, fhall I run and give him
the fixpence you gave me
yeflerday. |

B 7
THE BORROWED WIG.

A gentleman, who had a
wig which ufually hung ona
peg in one of his rooms, lent |
it to an acquaintance, and
fome time after called to fee
him. He had his dog with
him, and the man happened
" to have the borrowed wig on .
his head. After fome time
{pent in converlation, the vi-

»



fitor departed ; but the dog
{tayed behind, fitting quietly,
looking the man in the face,

then making afudden fpring,
he feized the wig, and ran

- off withit as faft as he could;
E



and when he reached home,
he cndeavoured by jumping
to hang it up in its usual
place.




‘The moufe is caught;
what is fhe itfle girl doing?
holding up the kitten to 1t.

Take care, listle girl, or the

cat will fly at you and {eratch

your face and mneck: fhe
E 2



looks very savage, and does
not like her kitten to be
handled.

Rats and mice do a great
deal of mischief, by eating
our provisions, knawing the
boards, and destroying the
corn; and it is right to en-
deavour to kill them; but
this should be done as quick
as possible, for it 1s very cru-
el to tease and torment any
living creature.

I have seen children run
pins into cockchaffers, saying
that 1t was pretty to see them
spin.  The poor little insects
are at such times writhing in



the utmost torture, and feel
as much pain as boys and
oirls would, were they to be
run through the body with
swords. Young Frank was
“very fond of this cruel sport,
but his father punished him
in a very just manner. On
finding him busily employed,
in pulling off the wings and
legs of a poor butterfly he
had caught, he took only a
few of his hairs, and plucked
them out by the roots. Frank
cried sadly with pain, but
never  again tore flies to
pieces.

E3



This print fhews the dan-
gerous ftate of {ome boys,



who were one winter’s day

{liding on the brick pondsin
Lock’sFields,near Walworth,
when the ice breaking, two
of the lads fell into the water,
one of whom was, by the
aflifftance of an old man,
faved with great difficulty,
_but the other was drowned.

As there were many boys on

the fame {pot, it was well

that no more fuffered a ﬁm!«
lar death. '

One of the boys was con-

vinced of the danger of this

amulement, and was refolv-

-ed never to go .on theiice

. again. When he went to
; _



fchool the next morning, he
frankly told his mafter the
peril he had been in; upon
which he was defired to
make it a fubjett for the Eng-
lifh Exercile he had to write
that day.

At twelve o’clock, he with
much modefty put into his
mafter’s hand the following

VERSES.

The day was very cold indeed,
The fields were {pread with fnow ;
And filly boys take little heed
A {liding when they go.

The ice may be as paper thin,
Tho' feeming like the ground;

It eracks and reaks, when boys fall i,
"Tis thus p'_oor boys are drown'd.



They rife up once, they rife up twice,

Appearing at the brink, ,
And try to grafp the flipp'ry ice,
* Then down again they fink.

On ice then, if there's fo much harm,
On ground in fafety play,

And exercife will keep you warm,
Tho' cold the winter day.

THE BIRD'S NEST.

A Redbreaft flew from the
thickeft part of a yew tree, ’
which grew at the bottom
of a gentleman’s garden, and
unfortunately was feen by
Edward and Lucy, who were
playing not far off.

F 2
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Iam f{urethere is a nefl in
that old tree, faid Edward,
and I will feek it “fo now for

~a'race. On reaching the {pot

they put afide the branches,
and 1n the centre beheld a
neft, with five  eggs 1n 1if.
Here it 1s, cried the little fel-
low ; now, Lucy, Iwill get it,
and give you two and keep
three for myfelf; for I de-
{ferve the odd one for my
trouble. This mode of di-
vifion, did not, however, fa-
tisfy Lucy; who,on pretence
of having firft feen the bird

fly from the tree, claimed
the fifth egg.



The difpute growing high, L
their elder fifter, who heard
them from the window,came
out to enquire what was the
matter. On hearing that the
{ubject of their contention
was a bird’s nefl, fhe endea-
voured to divert their atten-
tion from it for the time, and
then begged, as a favour to.
herfelf, that they would not
go near the tree until {he per-
mitted them. Asthey were
very fond of their fifter, on
account of her being kind
and indulgent to them, they
 promifed they would not,
_and they kept their word. |



A confiderable time elap-
fed, and they expecled every
day to be led to the tree;
when one morning, whillt

" . they were {itting at breakfalt,

the window being open, a
Redbreaft alighted on a rofe
bufh, and began warbling in
a ftyle which delighted his
little hearers. .

Mary, faid Edward to his
“eldeft fGfter, may I throw
him fome crumbs of bread?
. Stop, fhe replied, I fear you
will frighten him away; let
me firft entice him 1n. She
threw the crumbs, and mana-

ged the Redbreaft with fuch



tender and fkilful addrefs,
that the little fongflter ven-
tured to hop on the edge of
the window. But he was not
alone; to the aftonifhment
~ and joy of Edward and Lucy

he was followed by his mate .
and five young ones. In a
fhort time fome of them ven-
tured upon the breakfaft-ta-
ble,they picked up the bread-
crumbs, and put therr httle
bills into the flop-bafon.

Are you pleafed? faid Ma- -
ry. O dear fifter, replied the
children,very much fo. What
lovely birds! how beautiful
~are the feathers of the old



s
ety
¥ =

B R o s 2 A Tl

ones.  What red breafls! I

' hope they will come and

breakfaft with us every morn-
ing. '

You may thank me for the
pleafure you now enjoy, faid
Mary; thefe are the very lit-
tle birds ‘whieh were in the
€ggs you would have taken
and deftroyed, had I not pre-
vented you,
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MORE MISCHIEF ! .
PLAYING wiTH GUNEOWDER.
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Playing with gunpowder
is, of all fports, the moft dan-
gerous. Boys are very fond



of letting off squibsand crack-
ers, but many have severely
repented the consequences
of this amusement. These
two nanghty boys have blown
the poor woman’s sausages
into the air; but I fear, from
the furious looks of the dog,
-that they will suffer for the
trick. He is ready to fly up-
on them, and revenge the
mischief done to his mistress.
How many accidents have
happened on rejoicing days,
particularly on the 5th of
November! '
As we commemorate an
escape from the dreadful ef-



fects of gunpowdér, it is ra-
ther absurd that it should, on
that day, be made the prin-
cipal agent for amusement.

There is no article so much
to be dreaded as gunpow-
der; the mills where it is
manufactured are frequently
blown up, and the workmen
killed.

Some years back a very
melancholy accident hap-
pened near Moorfields, at the
house of a maker of serpents,
squibs, and crackers; a spark
fell upon the powder, where-
by the house was burnt, and
several persons lost theirlives.



‘Oh! poor bird. What dif-
trefs the litdle boy and girl
are in; and no wonder, for

the lofs of a favourite ani-
mal gives us great {orrow.



I hope these children did
not neglect their bird, and
leave the cage on the ground
or the door open. It is cru-
el to confine birds, be they
ever so well treated; they
would rather live among the
trees and bushes, and fly
through the air at full liberty.

THE CAT AND THE BIRD.

The dismal growl of puss the cruel,
The knell is of my feather'd jewel.
My pretty bird, that sang for me,
No more I neither hear nor see.

No more he’ll hop at my command,
To peck the apple in my hand;

His death was pussy’s fault, not mine;
: I'm sorry, but I must not whine.



e

Here is a hittle family re-
moving to their babitation:

how happy and contented
they all look.

It 1s not riches that make
people happy; thofe who



are honelt and induftrious
‘are always fo. This poor
man with his wife and chil-
dren, may be more cheerful
than many perfons who tra-
vel in a coach and fix.
1 wonder what they are
faying. I think, by the looks
of the little boy, that his mo-
ther is finging a fong.

My pretty baby do not cry,
But liften to my fong; -

At home we-fhall be by and by,
Altho’ the way be long.

Well pleas’d you fee your brother Jack
In pannier fits and fmiles;.

Well pleas'd our afs, tho’ on his back
He's carried us fome miles,



Your father walks, he's happy too,
Tho’ our poor afs’s guide ;

‘Well pleas’d that 1, and Jack, and you,

All at our eafe can ride,

And when we near our home fhall come,
That's by the barley mow,

Our little dog, to welcome home,
Will joyful bark, bow, wow.

Then pretty baby do not cry,
But iiften to my fong;

At home we (hall be by and by,
Altho’ the way be long.

T S —

A Spanifh failor, on board
an Englifh man of war, was

{fentenced to receive a hun-

dred lafhes for negle&t of
duty. The dread of punifh-
ment had {uch an effet on



the poor man’s mind, that, to
avoid it, he preferred death
and leaped overboard. &
A midfhipman, named Ed-
mund, who faw the fall,
jumped after him, and had‘
the good fortune to fave his
life ; and at his interceflion.
the captain pardoned his
fault. The fhip was foon
after paid off, and the crew
feparated. Many years elap-
{fed, when Edmund was gi-
ven the cc)mmand of a veflel,
bound to the Brazilsin South
America, but by contrary
_ winds it was driven on the
coaft of Spain, and wrecked



near Capé Finifterre. The
crew f{aved themfelves by
fwimming,and Edmund,with
the reft, fought fhelter in a
handfome houfe near the fea
fide. He had no {ooner told
‘his flory than the owner of
the houfe fell at his feet, and
with tears embraced hisknees.
Edmund looked ftedfaftly at
him, and recolle€ed the fea-
tures.of the poor failor whom
hehad faved from death and
fhame. The Spaniard hav-
ing enriched himfelf by trade,
gave Edmund money, pro-
vifions, and clothes, and they
parted with mutual regret,



1 believe Pompey will ne-
ver learn to read, he would
rather Tun about and bark;
but provided they do not
beat or ill-treat the dog, for
being unable to obey, there



1s no harm in trying to teach
a dog or cat to read; for
little children may thus im-
prove themselves. I knew a
little girl who always repeat-
ed her lessons to her doll, and
took great pains in pretending
to teach her. By this means,
when she was nine years of
age, she read and spelt better
than many girls of thirteen.

I

THE FIFTH COMMANDMENT

Frederick, who was a good-
natured boy, had so great
an affection for a poor lad



who was brought into his fa-
ther’shouse to wait upon him,
that, with the consent of his -
tutor, he taught him to read.
Though Robert had a good
heart, hie sometimes forgot
himself; for being permitted
one morning to go and see
his mother, he treated her so
disrespecfully, that she shed
tears at his unkindness. On
his return home he by chance
saw a bible open on the table,
and casting his eyes on these
words, ‘“ Honour thy father
and thy mother,” he ran back,
and with tears begged his
dear mother’s forgivensss.



- Hereis a charming opicture!
Sop]:ua and Caro]mc draw- -
ing their litde fifters, Lucy
and Charlottc in a chaife.
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How kind and affetionate
are the elder girls, and how
pretty and cheer"ul the little

Ones appear.



oh L )“
When they reached home,
¥

Caroline being fatigued, ask-
ed Charlotte to take her bon-
net up stairs and put it in the
band box; which small re-
quest the little girl refused.
But at hight, when she recol-
lected her sister’s kindness in
drawing her in the chaise,
and her own . ill-nature, she

could not sleep. Quittmng
her bed, she went gently_'

over to that of Caroline, and
kissing her, said, Dear sister,
forgive me. I never will be
cross to you again. The de-
lighted Caroline returned her
kisses with eagerness.



Behold the fad effels of
a mifchievous boy, who had
fecretly tied his dog’s tail to
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cloth; then runmng off, left
his compamon to bear a thare
of the blame, if not to: be



{calded by the boiling faloop.
This was very wicked, as
well as mifchievous, becaule
the poor man loft the means
of gaining his living.

It would be but juftice to
punifh fuch boys on the {pot;
for {piteful boys generally
make wicked men. The
poor dog is frightened alfo.
Animals, when worried; of-
ten run mad, and then 1t 1s
dreadful to thinkgof the mi{-
chief they may do. Thole
who are unfortunately bit by
mad dogs are moltly fhot, or
fmothered between two fea-
ther-beds. -




Alfred, armed with a little
ftick, ran from bed to bed,
and wherever he faw a bee

_ Tipping the juices from a flow-

er, he aimed a firoke, which,
from the dexterity he had
attained by frequent prattice,
generally proved fatal. His
friends had often reprimand-
ed his mifchievous wanton-
nefs, and warned him of the
fting, and not long after their
words were fulfilled ; he re-
turned, roaring with pain,
having been ftung in the
hand by a bee; which he de-
figned to kill, but could only
wound. His mamma, with-



out fhewing any marks of
pity, extracted the {ting, and
‘then bade him return-and
kill the bees. This advice
he was not inclined to fol-
low; but fat down 1n a cor-
ner of the room, and f{ulked
and cried until the tea-things
were brought in. He then
joined his brothers and fifters,
who all crowded joyfully
round the table; their ‘kind
‘mamma having this evening
promifed them a fealt. It
{oon appeared : a large piece
of honey-comb was  placed
on the table, and the children
joyfully received fome ho-



ney fpread on bxead Mam-
ma, faid Alfred,” you have
forgot me. Alfred, replied
his mamma, tell me who
makes honey? Bees, mamma.
What have you been doing
fince dinner? Killing bees,
{aid he, half athamed. And
can you then afk for honey?

Though Alfred promifed
never to be gullty of the .
fame fault, he was rot fuffer-
ed to touch the honey; but
he ever after remembered:
the pain-he had received, and
the pleafure he had been de-
prived of. &',



O ftop the horfe! the poor
children will bekilled! Who
could have been {fo wicked
as to put them on, or did they
foolifhly climb up themielves
The horfe has kicked the
dog. and 1 fuppofe it is dead.



How frightened the poor
boy looks, and well he may;
for there is no doubt of him-
self and little sister being sad-
ly, hurt.

A gentleman in Surry had
a son about ten years of age,
whom he one day left to hold
" his horse, whilst he went
through the park to speak to
a friend who lived- about a
hundred yards off. Now
remember, William, said the
sentleman, to hold the bridle
steady, and do not play
with the horse nor strike him,
but above all do not mount
on his back. William pro-



mised faithfully to mind what
his father had commanded
him, but no sooner was he
out of sight than he led the
horse to the stump of a tree,
and climbed on the saddle.
The first thing the father saw
on his retnrn was the horse
at full gallop, dragging with
him the poor boy, whose foot
was entangled in the stirrup.
The horse was stopped, but
William was dead.



Do not beathim ; he fuffers
enough from being {calded.
No doubt the poor creature
was hungry. How pitiful he
looks, and 1 fuppofe howls
lamentably.



I should think this man is
a gipsy. These people tra-
vel about in large companies,
and dress their food in the
open air, as you see in this
print. They are accused of
stealing poultry, and takmcr |
linen which is left on the
hedges to dry.

How much better it would
be, if these gipsies would
settle, and work for their
living, instead of wandering
from place to place, telling
fortunes, which is only a
pretence for stealing.



This lad is Wate:'ring al
horfe; by the oddnefs of his

fhape and the thicknefs of his |
legs, he {feems to be a horfe
for use more than shew. ’3

1



}&R.*ObBORNE;

AAAASRsSAAMLadAa







