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THE LITTLE NEED LE-WOMEN. 

CLARA was a cheerful little 
girl and very fond of play; she 
was good-natured to her bro~h
ers and sisters, and loved by 
all her friends ; but she did 
not know that much pleasure 
may be found besides th2.t of 
play. 

When poor John Robson 
died, and left behind him a fam .. 
ily of children who were help• 
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less, and could look to no one 
for support, now their father 
was gone. Farmer Dickson 
went round the village to collect 
a little money for them. When 
Mr. Dickson called, Clara was 
eating her breakfast~ but she 
stopped to listen. '' If we can 
raise a small sum,'' said tv1r. 
Dickson, 1' just to help this poor 
widow ti II some work can be 
found for her to do, there is no 
fear she will be able afterwards 
to earn somet_hing handsome 
for herself. In truth, the poor 
woman has always been careful 
and attended to her family: 
many in the parish, who have 
more to do with, and fewer 
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children, neither make their 

cottages so comfortable, nor 

keep their children so clean as 

poor Jane Robson." 
Clara went with her father to 

visit Robson's family, and they 
met the poor woman at the door 

of her cottage. It was but a 
mean low hut, but every thing 

about it was decent and cleanly: 

the husband's industry had nev
er been wanting to keep the 

little garden in good order. 

There were fine growing crops 
of pease and beans, and herbs 

and roots of various kinds. On 
one side of the cottage door 

there grew a beautiful honey
suckle which twisted about the 
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branches of a sweetbriar and 
shaded the top of the door and 
the window. 

A~ they entered the couage 
the children began to make awk
ward motions with their heads 
and feet, such as they had been 
taught at the village school, but 
did not say a word: indeed 
they were very shame-faced and 
bashful. The two little girls 
went out into the garden, and 
soon returned with some fine 
black currants, which they had 
picked for Clara, who in a po
lite manner thanked them for 
their kindness : and these little 
ragged children were very glad 
to hear her civil andkind words. 



9 
The poor woman wept_much 

as she_talked abDut her husband; 
he had been ever careful co 
save all his earnings for hi1S fam
ily; and his chief pleasure was, 
to cake his children on his knees 
and talk kindly to them, on an 
evening after his day's labour. 

Soon after this, Clara had 
leave given to visit Mrs. Vin
cent and to remain with her for 
a week. Now when the morn
in~ came, on which Clara was 
to ~o nn this vi,it, she felt very 
glad, for she loved her three 
con, ins \1ary, Jan , and Lucy; 
and hJd . pent many a happy 
day at the 111 farm. As sbe 
walked along wiLh the servant 
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:.he could think of nothin~ out 
the expected pleasure of run
ning about the shrubbery and 
the orchard with her cou~ins. 

Jane had a little garden, and 
had planted every thing in it 
with her own hands; it was 
beautiful with flowers of various 
kinds, .,pringin~ forth one after 
another: ther~ was the crocus, 
rich with gold colour and pur
ple; the v10let, delip,hting with 
it's sweet smell; and carnations 
and ro. es. Mary had a little 
library, ,nd had learnt to draw, 
and to paint flowers. She would 
often walk out v. ith her sisters 
into the fielduhrough thesh 1 ub
bery and over the great pastures 
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as far as hazle-wood. Clara 
cailed to mind the pleasure she 
had enjoyed in those walks; 
the fresh green leaves of beau
tiful shrubs; the blos5oms of 
the ha wthron, the sloe, and the 
crabtree: how pleasant it was 
also, to he;.r the birds sing and 
to see the squirrel and the dor
mouse in the bushes, or on the 
ground. 

As the Servant and Lucy 
passed over the shrubby field, 
called the Hill-top, Clara was 
delighted to see Lucy', Pet 
Lamb skipping about the Orch
ard: but near the house all was 
silent and still. Some cattle 
were reposing under the tall 
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,vcamore trees, beside the rick• 
yard, the fowls we.re busy about 
the barn, and old dog Trusty 
laid nf'ar the door oft he house, 
enjoyi0g the warmth of the sun. 

Mrs. Vincent meL her young 
friend and she was kindly wel
comed by all the family, but 
was much surpnsed to find her 
cou ·ins bu5y at work. One 
was sewine; a little Jacket, 
another had part of a frock, and 
a third was stitching the sedm 
of a pair of tro ·..,sers. After 
~itting in ·ilence a short time; 
Clara began to xpres~ her sur
prise. Dear me! my grav<."' cou-
1ins, what, in the name of good
ness, can cause you to work 
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away at such a rate? I hope 
you do not intend to sit here 
moping long?" H V\1 e were 
moping, as you call it,'' said Ma
ry, "all the day yesterday, and 
have been at it again ever 5ince 
the clock itruck seven." '' If 
you knew,'' said Jane, ' ' for 
whom we ;are working, I am 
5Ure you would willingly make 
one among us. Guess who it 
is for." Clara had not been 
taught the use of her needle, 
nor yet learnt how much pleas
ure arises from being able to 
assist poor unfortunate people, 
who do not know how to hc:lp 
themselves. She tried in vain 
to guess what could cause all 
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this bustle and close attention to 
work. ,; Well then," said her 
cousins, '' we will tell you. It 
is for the children of the poor 
widow woman who has lately 
lost her husband, and cannot 
get a bit of bread. It is true, 
some money bas been collect
ed, but there were debts to pay, 
and bread to buy. As for clothes 
for the children, we have tak. 
en that upon ounelve,, and, 
when the whole are finished, we 
will send for the poor woman, 
and you shall be with u~; we 
know bow glad you will be to 
see Madge, and Joan, in their 
new frocks , and poor little Billy 
in his dimity J 6cket and trow
sers ofbrown calico." 
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Clara was now much pleased 
in thinking of the comfortable 
-things preparing for the poor 
fatherless children, and wished 
to help in this good work. But 
what could ihe do ? . She had 
not been taught to sew. She 
could only band the scissors 
from one to another, or take up 
any thing that fell down. She la
mented she bad not been taught 
the use of her needle. Just .as 
these little needle-women were 
finishing their work, in came 
Mrs. Vincent with Madge, and 
Joan, and little Billy; for she 
had sent for them, and their 
mother also. Now .Nlrs. Rob
son had washed the children's 
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faces, and hands, and put their 
ragged clothing in as decent or
der as she could; Billy had no 
shoes; his bare legs were sun
burnt of a dirty brown colour; 
his little Jacket wa~ too strait to 
meet over his body, and his 
dress seemed nothing but rags 
and patches. The little girls 
were io no better state. " Come 
forward," said Jane, to the 
children, "do not be afraid." 

And now, Lucy and Jane, 
and all this merry company, 
were in a bustle to dress the poor 
children, and their haste put a1l 
in confu sion. The frock in
tended for Joan was put on 
Madge, it covered her to the 
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feet, and her head did not ap-
pear; and Joan's knees were 
scarcely covered with the short
er garment intended for ber sis
ter. Clara was all this time 
trying to give what help she 
could z combing the children's 
hair, and assisting Lucy to put 
Billy's dress in proper order. 
Mrs. Vincent came into the 
room with the poor widow, in 
time to see all completed. 
Madge and Joan were walking 
over the floor before their kind 
benefactors, and little Billy 
stood in a corner with Clara, 
admiring himself in his new 
dress. The poor widow was 
truly thankful; the children 
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were overjoyed at the change 
made in their appearance, and 
those good little needle-women 
were made happy in finding 
that their labour of love had 
been the cause of so much corn· 
fort and satisfaction to others. 

" It is in this manner, my 
dear children," said Mr3. Vin
cent, "that the most heart-felt 
pleasure is obtained; and you 
can never better bestow your 
labour and industry tha·n in 
works of charity and benevo
lence." 
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THE D .A. Y O E LI F JI. 

THE morning hours of cheerful light 

Of all the day are best; 

But as they speed their hasty flight, 

If ev'ry hour be spent aright, 

We sweetly sink to sleep at night, 

And pleasant i, our rest, 

And life is like a summer's day, 

It 1Pems so quickly past: 

Youth is the morning bright and ~ay, 

And if 'tis spent in wi5dom's way, 
We meet old age without dismay, 

And death is sweet at last. 
From " Ilymns fo r Iufant l\li nds . 




