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WILLY'S RAMBLES. 

THE HOUSE BUILDING. 

THERE was once a little boy whose 
name was Willy. When he was six 
years old, his Papa bought hirn a 
Shetland pony. It was not much 
bigger than a very large dog, and 
so gentle that Willy was allowed 
to ride it about the com1non alone; 
:fin~ his Papa's house stood on a 
common. The pony was called 
Coco ; it had a nice little saddle 
and bridle; and Willy had a whip, 
but he seldom struck his pony, for 
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2 'THE HOUSE BUILDING. 

it cantered along as soon as he 
called to him·. 

His Mam ma told hin1, that when 
he heard the first dinner bell ring, 
he must return home in order to 
·wash his hands and face, and comb 
his hair, before he sat down to 
table ; and he took care never to 
go so far as to be out of hearing of 
the bell. 

One day, that he was cantering 
along, he saw several men digging 
a great hole in the ground; he won
dered what it could be for, and 
rode up to them to inquire . . 

"Why, my little master," said 
one of the workmen, "we are. going 
to build a house." 

" Build a house down in a hole 
under ground!" cried Willy; " I 
think that is very foolish ; it will be 
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all dark and dis1nal. I a1n sure I 

should not like to live in it." 

" Come again another day," re

plied the man, "and you will see." 

The next day, \¥illy wished very 

much to go again and see the house 

building in the hole; but it rained 

so hard for several days, that he 

could not go out. As soon as the 

weather cleared up, he mounted 

his horse and rode to the place. 

He found the workmen very busy 

building the walls of the house; 

they began building the walls at 

the bottorn of the hole, but when 

they reached the level of the ground 

they went on building them high 

up. 
" Oh, oh ! " says Willy, " I see, 

after a11, you are going to build 

your house like other houses ; but 
B2 



4 THE HOUSE BUILDING . . 

why do you begin so low down in 
the ground? " 

" Because the house would not 
stand firm else," said the man. 

" Oh yes, I understand," replied 
Willy ; " it is like a tree. \Vhen 
the gardener plants a .tree, he digs 
a hole and puts the roots deep in 
the ground, that the tree n1ay stand 
finn, and not be blown down by 
the wind ; so the wails in the hole 
are the roots of the house. It seems 
to me very easy to build a wa]J, and 
I think I could do it very we11 if 
you will let me try." 

Having got leave, he leapt off bis 
horse, fastened the bridle to a tree, 
an_d began placing the bricks as he 
saw the work1nen do. These work
rnen were called bricklayers, be
cause they laid the bricks one upon 



THE HOUSE BUILDING. 5 

another to build walls. He found 
the bricks heavier to carry, and 
1nore difficult to place one upon the 
other,straight and even, than he had 
supposed ; however, after a good 
deal of toil and trouble, he finished 
a bit of wall, of which he was very 
proud, and called to the bricklayer 
to look at it. The bricklayer walked 
up to it and smiled; and Willy was 
pleased, for he thought the man 
adn1ired his work: all at once he 
lifted up his foot, gave a kick to 
poor Willy's wall, and down it 
went ! The bricks rolled some one 
way, some another; one of them 
hit his foot .and hurt him ; but he 
was too proud to cry, and too 
angry. He said not a word, but 
tan up to the wall the bricklayer 
was building, and tried to kick that 

B 3 



6 THE HOUSE BUILDING. 

down. The bricklayer then laughed 
outright. 

"Not so easy to bring down my 
wall, master," said he. 

Willy was much disappointed. 
"And why," said he, "cannot I 
build a wall that will stand firn1 
like yours ? " 

"Because you have never learnt, 
my lad," replied the man. "VVhen 
I was a boy I was taught to build 
wa11s; and now I am a 1nan, I have 
built walls for a great n1any years; 
so it would be a wonder if I could 
not build them well." I--le then 
said he would show Willy how it 
was done. First he laid a brick 
upon the ground, then he placed 
another beside it; and he put so1ne 
white plaster between the two, 
which made them stick together. 
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This white plaster was about as 

thick as butter, and it was called 

mortar. Then he placed an other 

brick and some more mortar, and so 

on, till he had laid a whole row of 

bricks. After that he spread some 

mortar over this row of bricks, just 

as you would spread butter on a 

slice of bread. He used a very odd

shaped knife ; it was neither long 

nor sharp, but the shape of a fish

trowel, and indeed it was called a 

trowel. Then he placed another 

row of bricks in the same manner 

as he had done the first ; and the 

mortar made the two rows stick 

together; and after that he went 

on spreading the plaster, and lay

ing the bric~s so that there was a 

little n1ortar between every brick, 

till the piece of wall was finished. 
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"Now," said the man, "the 
wall is not very strong yet~ for 
though you could not kick it down, 
perhaps I could; but when the 
plaster is dry no one could kick it 
down, neither 1nan nor beast." 

"And what is this 1nortar made 
of?" said Willy. "I see a n1an 
stirring . it about yonder, and it 
looks something like the puddings 
I have seen the cook stir about, 
but I suppose it is not good to 
eat. " 

"No, no," said the man ; " it 
would burn your 1nouth finely." 

" So does pudding," replied 
Willy, "if you eat it too hot; 
but it is very good for all that." 

" Ah ! but this is not good to 
eat, hot or cold," said the man. 
" It is made of li1ne, n1ixed up with 
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water, and a little sand. But you 
don't ask me what the bricks are 
n1a<l of, master." 

" Oh ! I know that already," re
plied Willy; and he was very glad 
to be able to tell the bricklayer that 
he knew something, for he was 
afraid he would think hi1n a silly 
little fellow, to have built the wall so 
badly. "I have been with Papa in 
the brick-field, and seen the clay 
dug out of the ground, and mixed 
up and stirred about while it is 
soft, and then put into moulds of 
the shape of a brick.n 

" And is that all?" said the 
man. 

" No ; then they are laid in rows 
to dry in the sun and air, an<l 
1nake thetn hard." 

" And is that all ?" 
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"I believe so," said Willy. 
"No, no," said the bricklayer; 

" when they are dry they are put 
all in a heap in a place called ~ 
kiln, and a fire ·is 1nade underneath 
to burn them." 

"Ha, ha, ha !" cried Willy j 
"you are joking now, I know; 
for if they were all burnt to pieces, 
how could you build a house with 
then1 ?" 

" I did not say burnt to pieces ; 
but burnt to harden them or n1ore 
like baked." 

"Oh, now I understand you, like 
the crust of a pie, which is soft 
paste when it is put into the oven, 
and hard when it cornes out, and 
very nice," cried Willy; for he 
thought there would perhaps be a 
pie for dinner when he returned 
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ho1ne. · Just then he heard the 
dinner bell go ding dong, ding 
dong1 tling dong! So he ran to 
t_he tree, untied Coco, leapt up, 
and cantered ho1ne as fast as he 
could go. The great dinner bell 
rang a quarter of an hour before 
dinner, in order that the fan1ily 
should have ti1ne to con1e in and 
prepare the1nselves for dinner. 

Willy was at ho1ne in a few 
rp.in utes, and had just time to wash 
his hands, which they wanted very 
much after handling the bricks 
and 1nortar, and to comb his hair, 
when he heard the little bell go 
ting-a-ring, a-ring a-ring ! and then 
he knew that ·· dinner was on table. 
He was so eager to tell his Papa, 
Mamn1a, and Sisters all that had 
happened, that he could _hardly eat 
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his dinner; and when the pie was 
served up, he cried out, " Oh ! 
that is 1ny nice-baked bricks !" 

After dinner his Marnma ob
served that his clothes were all 
daubed ·with bricks and mortar. 
She told him that when he went 
about such dirty work~ he should 
co1ne home in time to have his 
clothes well brushed ; and desired 
him to put on a pinafore when he 
went again among the workmen. 
She then said, "My dear Willy, 
mind and take warning by the brick 
which bruised your foot, and be 
careful not to get hurt another 
ti1ne ; for we trust you alone, be
cause we think that you will mind 
and not get into any n1ischief." 

The following day it rained, and 
poor Willy was obliged to stay at 
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home. He watched the clouds, 
but in vain ; they would not clear 
away. The next day it was still 
very showery, and a strong wind, 
so that he was not allowed to go 
out ; but the third morning was 
bright and fine, and Willy, as soon 
as he had finished his lessons, 
ju1nped up on Coco, and cantered 
away to his house, as he called it. 
He was surprised to see how high 
the walls had been built whilst he 
was away. The bricklayers were at 
work at the top of the walls ; but 
as there was no staircase 1nade yet, 
he could not get up to them. He 
trotted Coco round the building, 
and at ]ast saw a boy busy in put
ting some mortar into a sort of 
open box. This box, ,vhich is used 
to carry mortar, was Galled a hod ; 

C 
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and it had a large stick, like a 
broomstick, fastened to the bot
tom of it. 

" Pray," said ,villy to the boy, 
"how do the bricklayers get up 
to the top of the walls, without a 
staircase ? " 

" I will show you," replied the 
lad ; and he put the hod of mortar 
on his shoulder, and held it fast 
by means of the stick. Then he 
mounted up a ladder, which was 
laid against the wall. "If you 
have a mind to come up," said the 
]ad, "nothing is more easy." 

Willy was indeed surprised to 
see how nimbly the boy ascended; 
it seemed to him quite as easy as 
to go up a staircase. So he tied 
his horse to the ]adder that it might 
not run away, and in another in-
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stant his foot was on the first step 
of the ladder; when all at once he 
thought of what his Man1ma had 
said to him, to be careful not to 
get into any mischie£ Then he 
said to himself, " I wonder whether 
Marnma would give me leave to go 
up the ladder if she were here." 

·while he was thus doubting 

whether he ought to go up or not, 
the boy was already mounted half 
way. He thought Willy was afraid, 
and cried out, "Never fear, my 

little 1nan, have a stout heart ; if 
I can climb the ladder with this 
heavy hod of mortar on my 
shoulders, surely you may con1e 
up without any load to carry." 

Willy did not like the boy to 
believe that he was a coward. 

" And it is true," thought he, " it 
C 2 
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1nust be easier to clirr1b without a 
heavy load than with one, an<l since 
it is n_ot dangerous for him, why 
should it be for me ?" 

He was just going to ascend, 
when he ·heard the voice of his old 
friend the bricklayer, who carne 
to the top of the ladder. " Stay 
where you are," cried he, "~nd 
never think of coming up. Why, 
1ny young n1aster, are you grown 
no wiser for your tumble down 

· wall? Don't you know that you 
cannot cli1nb a ladder, any more 
than build a wall, without learning 
how to do it ? and if you should -
tun1 ble down, when you are half 
way up, it will be much worse than 
the tu1nbling down of your bricks, 
for you may break your bones." 

" 11ut you would not kick me 
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down as you did n1y wall ?" cried 

Willy. " I am sure you are too 

good-natured for that." 

"No, that I would not," said the 

1nan; "but most likely when you 

get up to some height, not being 

used to climb so high, your head 

\vould turn giddy, and you would 

fall. This lad with the hod has 

climbed a ladder above a hundred 

tirnes; but if he is clever enough 

at that, he is very foolish to think 

you could do the sa1ne the first 

time you tried." 

While the bricklayer was speak

ing, Coco, who did not much like 

being tied to the ladder, began pran

cing about, and happened to tread 

on the coat of one of the bricklay ... 

ers which was lying on the ground. 

A little dog was . stretched upon it 
C 3 
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to guard it ; and no sooner was the 
coat touched, than the dog started 
up and began barking at Coco. 
Coco then pranced and kicked at 
the dog, and pulled so hard to get 
free that the ladder shook vio
lently, and if the boy with the hod 
had not held very fast, he would 
have fallen off; and, indeed, if the 
bricklayer had not he1<l the top of 
the ladder, it 1night have fallen 
down with the boy upon it. The 
bricklayer then called out to WiJly 
to untie his horse. " You had 
better be off, my Loy,'' said he ; 
,~ come back · and see us when we 
have got a staircase for you to 
co1ne up in safety." 

Willy ran to untie Coco, ju1nped 
up, and rode off as he was desired. 
The dog ran after hi1n sotne litt1 e 
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way, barking at the horse's heels ; 

but the bricklayer called hitn back, 

and he returned, grow ling, to take 

care of the coat. Then Willy 

thought that he ought to have 
minded what his .lVlatnma said to 

hi1n ; for when he saw how difficult 

it was for the boy to keep his hold, 

he well knew that he should have 

been thrown off; he then cantered 
about the con11non till he heard 

the great bell go ding dong , ding 

dong, ding dong, when he rode 

hon1e; and not having soiled his 

clothes, he vvas dressed and read v 
•' 

for dinner before he heard the 

little b~ll go ting-a-ring, a-ring a_-
. 

nng. 
The next day all the farnily went 

to spend sorne ti tne at the house 

of a friend , VVi1ly was very niuch 
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amused there; but he often thought, 
" I _wonder how the house goes on 
building ;" and the day after his 
return he was impatient to go and 
see it; he was delighted, too, to 
ride his little pony, from whon1 
he had been parted so long. VVhen 
he got up to the house he heard a 
great noise, knock, knock, knock, 
saw, saw, saw, hammer, hammer, 
hamtner, and he wondered what 
they were doing. He fastened his 
horse to a tree, and on going into 
the house he was quite pleased to 
see there was a staircase. He ran 
up to find his old friend the brick
layer, but he saw none but new 
faces; and on asking for him, he 
was answered, "Oh ! the brick
layers have finished building the 
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walls : they have no more to do 
here, and are all gone." 

"And what are you doing?" 
said Willy. 

" VV e are the carpenters making 
the floors, and the doors, and the 
window fra1nes, and all the wood
work." 

Willy looked and saw s01ne of 
them laying down large planks of 
wood to make the floors, and 
fastening them with great nails ; 
others were shaving the wood 
s1nooth with a wooden tool called 
a plane; and every ti1ne the plane 
went over the wood, a thin piece 
of wood was shaved off, and curled 
up. Willy could not conceive how 
the plane took off this shaving. 
Then the carpenter lifted it up, 
and showed him the blade of a 
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small sharp knife which was fas
tened within it, and which cut or 
scraped off this shaving. Willy 
asked the rnan to let him try the 
plane. He found it was too heavy 
for him to move easily, and when 
he did, he could not push it straight, 
and the knife stuck in the plank; 
and though he tried over and over 
again, he could not get off a 
shaving. 

" And yet it seen1ed so easy 
when you did it," said Willy 
to the carpenter. " Every tirne 
you pushed the plane over the 
plank, up came a nice curled 
shaving." 

"Why, master," said the man, 
" I an1 a little stronger than you, I 
believe, and then I have learnt the 
business a long while. I recollect 
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the first time I tried, I was not 

much handier at it than you, 

though I was a good <leal older." 

"Well, but surely I could ham-

1ner some nails into the plank for 

the floor/' said ,¥illy. 

" You had better try at yonder 

bench," said the carpenter, " where 

the 1nen are about some lighter 

work." So he gave Willy two 

small pieces of wood, and a little 

ham1ner, and some nails. 

Willy \Vas highly pleased to have 

the use of all these things. He 

put the two pieces of wood to

gether, and then h~]d the nail 

between the finger and thumb of 

his left hand, and tried to strike it 

with the hammer into the wood, 

but the first blow he gave drove 

the nail all on one side. " How is 
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this ? " said '\iVill y ; " I struck the 
nail on the head." 

" But you did not hold the nail 
upright," said the carpenter ; "try 

. '' aga111. 
This tin1e '\Villy took great pains 

to keep it upright: so he held his 
finger and thumb close to the head 
of the nail; and when he struck it 
with the han1n1er, he gave his finger 
and thumb a good blow, as well as 
the nail. He smarted with pain ; 
and letting go the nail, wrung his 
h~nd. Sorne of the men began to 
laugh, but Willy felt more ready 
to cry. 

" Never rnind, 1n y lad," said the 
carpenter ; " many a blow and a 
cut have I had on 1ny fingers be
fore I learnt my trade: the pain 
will soon be over." _, 
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Willy saw a jug of water stand
~ng on the bench, so he thrust his 
hand into it, having often been 
cured of the pain of a blow by cold 
water. While he held his hand in 
the jug, he amused himself seeing 
the carpenters work. He longed 
much to try to use a saw. He ob
served the teeth of the saw cut so 
nicely into the wood and saw it 
through ; and the saw-dust fall 
down underneath so prettily; but 
he said, " If I was so awkward be
fore, I shall be still worse now that 
I have hurt my hand." So he 
waited till the pain ,vas quite gone, 
and then he thanked the carpenter, 
and went to unfasten his pony ; 
but when he got to the tree to 
which he had tied hi1n, he found 
that Coco had unfastened !1i1nself, 

D 
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and had gone prancing away he 
knew not whither. After hunting 
about for so1ne ti1ne, he saw hi1n 
at a distance quietly feeding on the 
gr_a~s. He ran up to him, but just 
as he put out his hand to catch 
hold of the bridle, Coe<:>, who wish
ed to enjoy his freedom a little 
longer, turned suddenly round, 
kicked up his hind legs, and gallop
ed away. Willy thought himself 
lucky not to have been within 
reach of his heels, when he kicked 
up; however he was quite at a loss 
what to do. At last he reme1n
bered that when the pony was at 
grass in the meado1vv, and the 
gr<?om wished to catch him, he put 
a little corn into a sieve, and held 
it out to the pony. The pony 
ca1ne up to hi 1n to eat the corn, 
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and then the groo1n laid hold of 

his mane, threw a halter over his 

neck, and led him quietly to the 

stables. Now, it is true that Willy 

had neither sieve, corn, nor ha!t~r. 
"But then," he said, "the horse 

will eat grass as well as corn ; my 

hat will serve for a sieve ; and as 
for a halter I shall not want one, 

for the pony has his bridle on, and 

I can catch hold of that much 

easier, indeed, than I could throw 

a halter over his neck.; I who am 

so little ! " So he gathered a few 

handfuls of grass, and put then1 

into his hat. A man who was 

digging in the common asked hin1-

what he was going to do with the_ 

grass? Willy told him it was to 

catch his pony. 
Oh l " . d h " , t 1en, cne t e man, 

"n 2 
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" you need not take so ml. 
trouble ; if you hold out your hat 
ernpty it will do just as well, for 
the pony cannot see that the hat 
is empty, till he cornes close up to 
it ; and then you may catch hold 
of the bridle, while he is looking 
into the hat." 

" But that would be cheating 
him," cried vVilly ; " and I will 
not cheat anybody; no, not even 
a beast." 

'' Well said, my good boy," re
plied the n1an. 

" Besides," added \¥illy, " if I 
cheated him once, he would not 
believe me another tin1e." l-Ie 
then went up to his pony, held out 
his hat, the pony ca1ne quietly up 
to hi1n, and Willy seized hold of 
his bridle : whilst he was eating 
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the grass, Willy heard the great 

bell go ding dong, ding dong, ding 
dong. But the bell instead of 

sounding loud as usual, was quite 

faint, so that Willy could hardly 
hear it. Willy wondered, and 

doubted whether it 1night not be 

so1ne other belt He looked round, 

and saw that the house was a great 

way off, for it looked very small, 
and he knew that the further off a 

house is the smaller it looks. He 

knew, too, that the further off a 

bell is, the less you hear the noise 
it makes in ringing. The truth is, 

the pony galloping away had led 
him much further fro1n the house 

than usual. I-le began to fear he 
should not get ho1ne in ti1ne, so he 

patted Coco on the shoulder, shook 

the rest of the grass out of his hat, 
D 3 
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and cantered ho1ne as fast as he 
could. But whilst he was putting 
his horse into the stable he heard 
ting-a.ring, a-ring a-ring. He went 
straight into the dining-roo1n, for 
he knew his ·Papa and lVlamma 
liked the children to come in to 
dinner as soon as the bell rang. But 
he forgot that they were not pleased 
either if they did not wash their 
hands, co111b their hair, and coine 
down neat and clean to table. 

Willy was beginning to tell his 
story about the horse running away, 
when his little sister Sophy began 
to laugh. " ,iVhat are you laughing 
at in my story, Sophy ? " said he ; 
" I think it no joke for Coco to run 
away, and I not know how to catch 
hi111." 

" I arn not lc1nghing at your 
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story," said Sophy~" but at your 

head~ I think you have a garden 

of flowers growing there a1nongst 

the hair. Then she went up to her 

brother, and pulled out a nurn ber 

of pieces of purple heath and of 

grass, which stuck amongst his 

hair. 
He could not imagine how they 

got there; but when he went on 

with his story, and told her how 

he ha<l put the grass into his hat, 

and then shook it out to put it on 

his head, his sister began laughing 

again. " I suppose, Willy," said 

she, " some seeds were left in the 

hat, and they took root and grew 

into flowers whilst you were riding 
] 

,,. 
1ome. 

Then Willy saw that his sister 

was joking, for he knew that seeds 
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cannot grow so fast. So he set up 
a laugh also; and all the family 
went " Ha, ha, ha, ha, ha, ha ! " and 
when they could laugh no longer 
his Mamma said, "Without joking, 
this g·rass and these flowers, no 
doubt, remained within the lining 
of your hat when you shook the 
rest out. But my dear," added she, 
looking a little grave, " you did 
not brush your hair-before dinner." 

"No,Ma1nma," said Willy, "nor 
wash rny hands either; for the bell 
rang just as I came in ; but another 
ti1ne I will tie Mr. Coco up so well, 
that he shall not get loose ; and 
then I shall be ho1ne in time to 
dress before dinner." 

The next time Willv rode to the .; 

new house, he was quite surprised 
to hear no noise. " \i\That has be-
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come of the carpenters?" thought 

he, "I believe they are all asleep

or perhaps they are eating their 

dinner: ho·Never, I shall soon see;" 

and he hastene<l to get off his 

horse, tied him very carefully to a 

tree, that he might not run away 

again, and skipped up stairs. There, 

instead of the carpenters, VVilly 

saw several men, who were stran

gers to hirn. They were busily 

employed with some large panes 

of glass~ trying to fit then1 into the 

wooden window fra1nes which the 

carpenters had made. They" tried 

first one pane of glass, then another; 

but they were all too large. 

" Oh ! " cried Willy, "you must 

cut thern smaller to make them 

fit. I will run and fetch you a 
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large pair of scissors I saw the car
penters had the other day." 

"Oh no, my little master, that 
will not do," answered the men 
( who were called glaziers) ; " glass 
cannot be cut with scissors." 

"Well, then," said VVilly, " I 
have a good stout knife in my 
pocket, which I use to cut a stick, 
and I will lend it you." 

" But glass is not made of wood 
like a stick, and a knife will not 
cut it any ·1nore than scissors." 

" Well, then, will you have a 
saw, or a hatchet, or a chisel ? I 
will run and see if the carpenters 
have left any of their tools:" 

" No, no ; nothing of that sort 
will cut glass," replied the man, 
smiling · 
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"Why, then, what will you do?" 
said Willy ; " if nothing will cut 
the glass to fit the frarnes, you can 
never rnake the windows." 

" Yes ; but there is so1nething 
that will cut glass," said the glazier, 
" as you shall see." Then he took 
up a tool that looked Jike the handle 
of a chisel, and a ruler, and placed 
it on a pane of glass, and with the 
wooden tool he drew a line on the 
glass, as you would do with a pencil. 
Willy heard the glass s~ratch, and, 
to his great surprise, he found that 
the tool had cut it alrnost through, 
so that when the glazier took it 
up, and bent it a little, it broke 
straight along the line in two 

. 
p1eces. 

" How strange," said he, "that 
when neither knives nor scissors 
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will cut glass, a wooden handle 
like that wi 11 do it ! " 

" Ah ! " cried the glazier, " but 
the handle is only to lay hol<l of: 
there is son1ething at the botto111 
of it which cuts the glass." Then 
he showed Willy so111ething that 
looked bright like glass, but it was 
so sn1al1 that he could hardly see 
it. " This," said the glazier, " is 
a diamond: it is exceedingly hard, 
and is the only thing which will 
cut glass." 
· "It is like the diamond in Mam
ma's brooch," said Willy ; " qnly 
not so large nor so bright. Pray 
let me try to cut son1e glass with 
. " it. 

He was going to try upon a large 
pane : but the glazier said" " I do 
not think you will be able to cut 
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the g1ass, but you will scratch it, 
and I cannot let you spoil a large 
pane: here, take this small slip of 
glass I have just cut off the large 
pane, and try if you can cut that." 

Willy placed the ruler as he had 
seen the glazier do, and then drew 
a line on the glass with the dia
mond. He leaned with all his 
rnight on the instrument, yet he 
could only scratch the glass, not 
cut it. IIe then thought that by 
bending it as he had seen the gla
zier .do, he could break it in two; 
but taking up the glass and trying to 
do so, he scratched his hands sadly. 
Though his hands bled and s1nart
ed a good deal, Willy did not cry, 
for he knew that would do no good. 
He tried to laugh, and said, " I 
think the glass has a 1nind to be 

E 
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revenged on me, and scratches 111e 
in return for 111 y scra1ching it." 

''No" said the man· '' it was not ' ' 
you, but the dia1nond that scratch .. 
ed the glass. The dian1ond is 
harder than glass, so it can scratch 
it; the glass is harder than _your 
hands, so the glass can scratch 
then1." 

Willy washed the blood from his 
hands, and thought no 1nore of it, 
except to remember that when he 
handled a pane of glass the edges 
would scratch his hands if he did 
not take care. He looked on, and 
saw the ·glazier first take measure 
of the window frame, and after
wards of the pane. He then cut 
the pane to fit the window frame. 
"Well, now it fits exactly," cried 
Willy,admiring the glazier's clever-
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ness in cutting it so well; "but how 

will you fasten it in the fra1ne?" 

" There is a ledge in the frame," 

said the glazier, "which holds the 

pane; but that would not hold it 

tight enough to prevent the wind 

fro1n blowing it out, if I <lid not 

fasten it in with some putty.'' He 

then showed Willy sorne stuff that 

was a little .thicker and tougher 

than butter, which was called putty. 

" When I put the pane into the 

window fraine, you see I stick a 

little of this putty all round the 

edges, and it joins the glass and 

the frarne together; and when the 

putty dries and hardens, the glass 

is as firm a,nd tight in the frarne as 

possible. You n1ay 1nore easily 

break the glass than separate it 

frorn the putty." 
E2 
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" .Oh! I know that ·well," said 
Willy ; " for I have broken a win
dow before now ; not on purpose, 
but by chance. One day playing 
with my ball, it struck right against 
the pane, and it went sLnash all to 
pieces. Man1n1a sent for a gla
zier to put in a new pane ; and I 
reme1nber he had a great deal of 
trouble to get the edges of the pane 
out of the fra1ne, the putty stuck it 
in so hard. I think your putty is 
sotnething like the mortar the 
bricklayers use; it is soft when 
they spread it between the bricks; 
and when it is dry, it is altnost as 
hard as the bricks then1selves." 

While Willy was busy seeing 
the glaziers work, he heard ding 
dong, ding dong, ding dong ; so 
he leaped up, thanked the glazier 



THE HOUSE BUILDING. 41 

for what he had shown him, and 

ran down stairs to find Coco, who 

was quietly eating the grass that 

grew beneath him ; for, this time, 

he was tied too well to loosen his 

bridle and scarnper away. So Willy 

cantered off, and got ho111e in tin1e 

to wash and comb hi111self, and 

brush his coat too, before ting-a

ring, a-ring, a-ring, called hi1n to 

dinner. 
The next time Willy went to the 

house, he found the panes of glass 

put in every window. He could 

see this on the outside of the house, 

before he dis111ounted. " So the 

glaziers will be all gone, I sup

pose," thought he; " but I dare 

say I shall find s01ne other work-

1nen : I wonder what they will be 

about." As he went into the house 

E 3 
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he smelt a very disagreeable sn1ell ; 
and, going into one of the rooms, 
he found son1e men busy painting 
the doors and wainscot. " Is it 
your paint that srnells so nasty ? " 
said \Villy to the painters. 

" Yes, master," answered they. 
''' hen be saw the painter dip a 

large brush into the pot full of 
paint, and then spread it on one of 
the doors, he said, " I should like 
to paint very 1nuch, if it were not 
for the s1nel l." 

" Oh ! you would soon get used 
to that," answered the painter. H I 
cannot smell it at all." 

" Indeed ! " said Willy ; " I 
thought you looked pale, and that 
perhaps the paint made you sick." 

,~No," replied the painter; "but 
the smell of paint is not whole-
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some, even when you are used to 

it ; and though it ~oes not make 

me sick, it makes me pale, and 

sometimes very ill." 

\¥illy was so n1uch amused see

ing the painter work with his great 

brush, that he soon forgot the 

smell, and he asked whether he 

would lend him a brush and let 

him paint. Then the painter gave 

him a sinaller brush, and another 

pot of paint, which did not smell 

so bad, and told hi1n to go to work 

on another door of the roorn ; 

" for," said he, " you would spoil 

the door I an1 painting." 

" And shall I not spoil the other 

door?" said Willy. 

"No," replied the man; ' ' you 

may daub that about as much as 

you please; because it has only the 
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first coat on, and every door ha~ 
three coats; so if you do any hann 
it will all be covered over." 

"Doors wear coats!" cried Willy, 
laughing. "Oh now I am sure 
you are in fun ; and so if .I paint 
it badly, you ,vill cover it with a 
coat? Pray," said he, carrying on 
the joke, '' do doors wear great 
coats or con1111.on coats ? " 

" Why, they are coats of paint, 
my little rnan, and nothing else," 
said the painter. " When I cover 
the door all over with paint, that 
is called a coat." 

" Oh ! because it covers it over 
as a coat covers us," said Willy; 
" but why do you put on three 
coats, for the door does not want 
to be kept wann ? " 

" No," said the man ; " but as, 
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the coats of the doors are very 

thin, they easily wear out or get 

darnaged. If the housen1aid hap

pens to strike it with her broo1n 

when she is sweeping the room, or 

the footrnan when he brings in the 

coal-scuttle or the tray, the coat 

will he worn. Then some children 

are very fond of throwing balls 

against doors ; nay, some even 

an1use themselves with knocking 

against the1n with sticks, and little 

girls onen scratch thern with pins : 

all these things make rents or holes 

in the coat, and the naked wood is 

seen beneath ; but when the door 

has a second and a third coat on, 

they must be very mischievous 

children who will contrive to make 

a hole through all three. And 

now set to work, n1y little master, 
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and 111ind you do not drop any of 
the paint on your clothes ; for I 
can tell you, you would not get it 
out either by brushing or washing; 
so have a care." 

Willy was quite delighted to 
have a brush and a paint-pot 
trusted to hi1n. He dipped the 
brush into the pot, then he wiped 
it against the side, to shake out a 
little of the paint, as he had seen 
the painter do, and began painting 
his door. He did it all in stripes 
and blotches, it is true ; '' but 
then," said he, " there are to be 
two 111ore coats over it, and they 
will hide all n1y faults." When 
he had covered one panel of the 
door, he called the painter to look 
at it. 

" Not a1n iss," said the man ; 
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"you have painted the door pretty 
we 11, and yon r clothes too." 

" My clothes ! " cried Wiily ; 
"why, I took great care not to let 
a single drop of paint fall on 
the111." 

"But they are covered almost 
all over with drops," said the 

painter ; " you did not consider 
that when you wiped the brush 
against the side of the pot, if it was 

not done w~th care, and gently, 
the drops, instead of falling into 

the pot, would splash over your 
clothes." 

" Oh dear ! what shall I do ? 
luckily I have put on my pinafore, 
as Mamma told me,_ and the paint 

has fallen more on that than on 
my coat; but can it never be got 

t ?" OU. 
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"Oh yes, it 1nay," said the 1nan ; 
"if you grease your pinafore with 
butter, it will a11 come out by 

h. '' was 1116. 
" But I cannot put butter on 

n1y coat," said ,villy, " for that 
does not wash, and grease 1nakes 
as ugly a stain as paint." · 

"True," replied the man: "when 
you get hon1e you must ask the1n 
to put son1e turpentine on the 
coat, and that will take out the stain. 
But then you must hang the coat 
in the air a long time to take out 
the smell 1 for turpentine smells 
very disagreeably ; then he show
ed him a bottle full of turpentine, 
and Willy said, 

. "It smells just 1ike the paint." 
" Well it may," said the 1nan , 

" for it is the turpentine mixed up 
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with the paint that n1akes it smell ; 
look, here is so1ne white paint in 
powder." 

Willy put his nose to - it, and 
found it had no smell. " It looks 
like the fine flower that cakes are 
made ,vith," said he ; " 1nay I taste 
. ? " 1 t . 

" Oh no," said the man ; " it is 
k . " ran poison. 

" Poison !" said Willy, shrinking 
back ; ,< and would it kill me?" 

"If you took only a little on the 

tip of your finger to taste, it might 
perhaps only make you sick; but 
if you swallowed a tea-spoonful, it 
would be sure to kill you." 

"Who would ever have thought 
that?" said Willy. "I might have 
guessed that the paint had been 

poison, when mixed up with tur-
F 
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pentine; but I never should have 
thought that it could have hurt any 
body, when it looks so white and 
so nice as it does here." 

" We don't always mix up the 
paint with turpentine," said the 
painter, "because it costs too 
rnuch. In co1nn1on we 1nix it up 
with oi], as it is in the pot I gave 
you ; and th_at does not smell so 
strong as turpentine." 

"No," said Willy ; "but still it 
smells very bad. Why do you not 
mix the paint up with water? that 
is cheap enough ; besides it has no 
smell." 

"We do so1netimes," said the 
painter; " but it does not look so 
well ; nor does it last so long. Be
sides it com es pretty near as dear 
in the end; for what water will 
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lay on, water will wash off; and 
,vhen the door gets rlirty, if you 
try to wash it, all the paint will 
·come off." 

" And is the paint a poison 
when n1ixed up with oil? " said 
Willy. 

" Yes," rep1ied the painter; 
" and so it is if 1n ixed up with 
water ; because the poison lies in 
the paint, not in the liquid with 
which it is 1nixed up." 

'' What is a liquid?" asked 
Willy. 

" Any thing that will pour," 
answered the painter. 

" Oh, then, water, and oil, and 
turpentine, are liquids to be sure," 
said Willy ; " but there are other 
liquids besides, for wine and milk 

F 2 
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and vinegar will pour too; so they 
are a11 ] iq ui<ls." 

" Ay, sure," said the painter; 
"but, my lad, pray cease your prat
tling, and let rne mind rny work, 
or I shall not finish my door rnuch 
better than you have begun yours." 
Luckily at that 1noment the diriner 
bell rang ding dong, ding dong, 
ding dong; then Willy wished the 
painter good-by, and cantered 
home: he ran up stairs, took off 
his pinafore, washed his hands, and 
was in the dining-roo1n before the 
little bell went ting-a-ring, a-ring, 
a-ring; but when he sat down to 
dinner, and was going to give the 
history of his ride, his sister said, 

"Oh, \\Tilly, you need not tell 
us what you b ave been doing, for 
I know it already; you have seen 
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painters at work, and you have 

been painting." 
" How could you be so clever 

as to guess that, Sophy?" cried 

\!Villy, wondering at her. 

" It was the cleverness of my 
nose, Willy, which smelt you out." 

,. And the cleverness of my eyes 

confirms it," said his Matn 111a; 

"for, n1y dear vVilly, you have 

spoiled your clothes by daubing 

then1 with paint." 

"No, not quite spo_ilt, Marn1na," 

replied W illy; "for the 1nan - I 

mean the painter - told n1e you 

could get out the paint with tur

pentine; and he ought to know." 

" That is true," said his Nlan1-

ma ; " but the coat will never look 

so well as it did before, so you 1nust 
p J 
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not go any more to the painters, 
Willy." 

A few days afterwards, Willy 
said he ·would ride to the house, 
but not go in, unless he found the 
painters had finished their work. 
\Vhen he approached the house, 
he was quite astonished to hear a 
great noise of ringing of bells, such 
as he had never in his life heard 
before ; one be11 went ting-a-ring, 

·a-ring; another, tang-a-rang, a
ran a· a third tona-a-ron◊' a-rono· o, ' b o' o' 
and a great one went ding dong, 
ding dong:-" Oh ! that great bell 
is the dinner bell ; but I never 
heard a bell ring to call the work-
1nen to dinner before -- besides 
they do not dine at two o'clock, 
and it is but just two o'clock: -
then all the bells are ringing to-
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gether: what can be the matter?" 
So he hurried off his horse, ran 
into the house, and was going to 
skip up stairs, when he was stopped 
at the foot of the staircase, by the 
sight of a man rnountecl on a lad
der, who was fixing a nutnber of 
bells which hung near the ceiling, 
and it was these bells that made 
all the noise Willy h_ad heard. 

" But who rings these bells ? " 
cried Willy, to the bell-hanger, 
"for you are only hanging the1n 

" up. 
" There is another man w ho1n 

I have sent round to all the roo111s 
to ring them, and see if the wires_ 
are all rightly fixed, and if the bells 
ring easily : go up, you will 8ee." 
Then Wi1ly went up the staircase 
and found the other 111an in one of 
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the roon1s, and he saw him pull
ing the handle of one of the bells, 
and he heard the bell go ting-a
ri ng, a-ring: and the n1an showed 
\i\Tilly how the bell handle was fas

tened to a wire,which went through 
a hole in the floor, and then he took 
hin1 down stairs into the room 
u11derneath that floor, an<l showed 
,villy the ,vire coining out through 
a hole at one corner of the wall bv 

,/ 

the ceiling; and it went along the 
ceiling to another corner of the 
roo1n, and then he sa,v it no n1ore. 

" Where is it gone to How?" 
said Wil1y. 

" Co1ne and see," replied the 
bell-hanger. So he opened the 
door of the roo1n which led into 
the passage, where the 1nan on 
the ladder was hanging up the 
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bells. " Look, the wire com es 
out at that hole, n1aster, and is fas
tened to that be] l. Now I will 
run back up stairs, and pull the 
bell handle, and that will pull the 
wire and rnake the bell ring." And 
he did so. And Willy saw the bell 
move, and heard it go ting-a-ring, 
a-ring; and he was so pleased that 
he ju1nped for joy. "Why, my 
little man," said the bell-hanger 
who was on the ladder, " what is 
it surprises you so much ? one 
would think you had never heard 
a bell ring before." 

" Oh yes, but I have," said 
Willy. '' There are a great many 
bells in our house. 'fhere is the 
drawing-room bell, and the dining
room bell, and the nursery bell, 
and the study bell, and I don't 
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know how rnany others. And then 
the dinner bells; and I canter 
ho1ne to dinner, as soon as I hear 
the great one. But I never before 
knew what it was 1nade the bells 
ring; for I never thought about it, 
or jf I thought anything, it was 
who it was that rang the bell, 
whether it was Manuna for n1e to 
co1ne down fron1 the nursery, or 
whether it was. any co1npany 
co111 ing. But I never thought how 
the bell was 1nade to ring; and now 
I know, that when I pull the handle 
of a bell, the handle pulls the wire, 
and the wire pulls the bell, and the 
bell shakes and n1oves the little sort 
of ham111er which is fastened inside 
the bell; it strikes first against one 
side and then against the other, and 
that 1nakes the ting-a-ring, a-ring. 
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Rut what makes the tong-a-rong, 
a-rong, which sorne bells ring, and 
the tang-a-rang, a-rang, which 

h . ? " ot ers nng. 
" It is when the bells are larger 

and heavier, they n1ove slower, and 
make a deeper, louder sound. The 
great dinner bell moves so slowly, 
that you hear every stroke the 
tongue n1akes against the sides of 
the bell, and it goes ding dong, 
ding dong, very distinctly." 

" What is the tongue of the 
bell?" asked Willy. 

"The little ha111mer inside is 
called the tongue of the bell." 
.. Willy looked thoughtfully, and . 
then said, " I suppose it is because 
it 111akes a noise like our tongues, 
when we talk ; an_d, indeed, when 
the dinner bell goes ding dong, ding 



60 THE HOUSE BUILDING. 

dong, ding dong, I think," added 
he, · laughing, "it really speaks, 
and calls 1ne to con1e in to dinner." 
At that rnornent Willy heard the 
distant sound of his own dinner bell, 
and gladly answered to its call, 
saying, " I am corning as fast as 
I can ; " and jun1ping on Coco, 
cantered home. 

The next time Willy went to 
the house, it was as quiet as if there 
had not- been a bell in it ; and 
Willy began to think that the be11-
hangers had carried them all away. 
However, when he went in, he saw 
thern hanging up ; and they made 
no noise, because nobody rung 
the1n. " I suppose there are work
men of so1ne sort or other in the 
house,'' said Willv to himself, ., 

" though they make no noise. Let 
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me see; " and he openecl a door, 
and ·went into a roon1, where he· 
saw sorne men unrolling large rolls 
of coloured paper. They were 
covered all over with red, blue, 
and yellow flowers with green 
]eaves ; and Willy thought it the 
1nost beautiful paper he h~d ever 
seen. This paper was white on the 
other side; and the men, who were 
paper-hangers, covered over the 
white side with paste,and then hung 
it up against the walls; and the 
paste rnade it stick to the wall. 
When one piece was pasted, they 
took another piece, and pasted that, 
and stuck it on the wall ; and the 
p attern fitted so well, that Willy 
could not find out the joining, for 
it looked like one piece; and then 
th~y joined on another piece, and 

G 
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so on till the whole room was cover
ed with this pretty flowered paper. 
Willy liked the sight of the pa.per, 
as much as he disliked the smeJl of 
the paint; and he could have stayed 
all day looking at the paper-hangers. 
He asked leave to paste and hang 
up one of the pieces; but they 
would not let him, because, they 
said, he could never make the 
pattern join, so as to look like one 
piece. But they gave him two 
srnall pieces of the paper, and a 
little paste and a brush, and told 
him he might paste and stick them 
on a board; and "\i\1illy did so; and 
he found it easier to paste and hang 
up paper than to build walls, or to 
carpenter ; but still he could not 
do it well; the paste stuck in lun1ps 
on the paper, so that when it was 
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placed on the board, it was not 

s1nooth, but stuck out in burnps; 

and when he put on the second 

piece of paper, it was impossible 

to n1ake the pattern meet and 

· look as if it was all one piece of 

paper. He tried over and over 

again, and every time he did it 

better; but still it was far fro1n 

being so well done as the paper

hanger's own work. 

" No wonder," said the paper

hanger; "I have done nothing but 

hang paper every day; and, you 

see, every time you try, you do it 

better; so I, who have done it a 

great many times more than you 

have, n1ust do it much better than 

you. " 
He then ,vent into another room, 

where a man was pasting and hang
a 2 
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ing up a plain paper. It was of 
a pretty green colour ; but ,Vill y 
did not like it, because it had no 
flowers on it. '' Stop a little," 
said the man, "and I shall paste 
up some pretty flowers ; " and he 
saw a girl cutting out s01ne paper 
in one corner of the roon1; and he 
went up to her and saw her cut 
out sO1ne beautiful garlands of 
flowers; and when they were cut 
out, he thought they looked more 
like real flowers than those painted 
on the paper; and the paper-hanger 
pasted them up for a border all 
round the top of the walls next the 
ceiling, and another row of flowers 
he pasted round the botton1 of the 
roon1, and the green paper covered 
all the wall between the two bor
ders; and Willy knew not which 
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roo1n to like best, they were both 
so pretty. 

Then he went into another room, 
and that had a striped paper, white 
and blue; and another room had 
a yellow paper spotted over with 
green stars. Just then Willy heard 
the dinner bell go, ding dong, <ling 
dong, ding dong; so he threw down 
the paper, and bid the paper-hanger 
good-by. The rnan said, "'If you 
like to take those small pieces of 
coloured paper with you, n1aster, 
pray do." 

Willy was quite delighted : "I 
shall give then1 to Sophy," thought 
he; "and how pleased she will be 
to paste the1n on the walls of her 
baby-house! " I--Ie thanked the 
man for his kindness, and rolling 
up the pieces of paper, he put 

3 
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them in his pocket ; then leaping 
on the back of the pony, cantered 
ho1ne as fast as he could go. The 
t,irst thing he said when he got 
hon1e was, "Oh, Sophy! you do 
not know what I have got for you 
in n1y pocket! - such a good-na
tured n1au ! " 

" A go0d-natured rnan in your 
pocket, VVilly ! he must be a very 
little tiny one, then." 

"No," replied Willy; "the good
natured 1nan gave it to n1e - such 
beautiful flowers of all colours." 

" Why, I atn afraid they will be 
crushed in your pocket; corne, let 
us have the1n out before they are 
spoiled. I hope they s1nell sweet." 

" They are not real flowers, you 
silly girl," cried \,Villy. 

" Oh, they are artificial Bowers, 
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are they? " said Sophy ; " then I 
shall put the1n in my bonnet, like 
Mam ma." 

"No, they are not artificial 
flowers either; you are always in 
such a hurry to guess, Sophy. 
They are flowers painted on paper; 
and I shall paste them up in your 
baby-house." . 

~~ Well, let us see the1n, then," 
said Sophy; and she ran up to 
hin1, and began to feel in his 
pockets. First she pulled out a 
pocket handkerchief, all sticky with 
paste ; then a pair of gloves ; then 
followed a great knife; and last of 
all a top and string ; -but the roll 
of beautiful paper was no where to 
be found ! ,i\Tilly turned his pockets 
inside out, but all in vain ! At 
length he concludtd, that in can-
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tering home, the roll of beautiful 
paper had slipped out of his pocket, 
and was lost. Sophy was sadly 
disappointed, as well as ·hin1self. 
I--Iowever, he prorn ised he would 
return the following day, and ask 
the man for s01ne more paper. 

The next day the weather would 
not adn1it of his going out; and it 
rained for several days. At length 
the sun appeai'ed, and Willy hast
,ened to the house. He saw a great 
cart standing before the door, full 
of tables, and chairs, and beds, an<l 
carpets, and all sorts of furniture. 
There were several 1nen busy lift
ing then1 out of the cart, and car
rying then1 into the house. He 
went in and looked about for the 
paper-hangers, but they had finished 
papering their roon1s, and were 
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gone. " Then I shall get no paper 
for Sophy," said he; "how sorry 
I am ! " 'fhe men were busy put
ting down carpets, and putting 
up beds, and hanging window
curtains, and glasses, and it made 
the house look very pretty and 
comfortable. Willy stayed till he 
heard the bell go ding dong, ding 
dong, ding dong. As he rode 
ho1ne, he thought how disappoint
ed Sophy would be; and how sorry 
he should be to tell her he had got 
no 1nore paper. When he reached 
the house, he saw her running out 
to n1eet him. " 1-th that is be
cause she is i1n patient to see the . 
paper," thought Willy. As she 
came near hin1, he saw she looked 
pleased and laughing. " Ah ! that 
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is because she expects to see the 
pretty paper," thought he. 

" Well, Willy," said she, '' have 
you got the pap~r? " 

"No," said Willy, n1aking a 
long face; but Sophy, instead of 
looking disappointed, only laughed 
the n1ore, and said, 

-" Well, if you have not got it, I 
have." Then she stretched out her 
ann, which she had held behind 
her back to conceal the roll of 
paper she held in her hand; and 
she unroJled it, and Willy, to his 
great surprise, saw all the pretty 
pieces of paper he had lost. 

" And where in the world <lid 
you find the1n, Sophy?" said he. 

'' A poor boy brought them just 
after you were gone : he said he 
believed you ~had let then1 drop 
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out of your pocket, so he brought 
the1n to the house; he would have 
brought them sooner, but it rained 
so hard for two days, that he thought 
they would get wet, and be spoiled, 
if he brought the1n through the 
rain, for he Ii ves a good way off." 

" ·ae was a good boy to bring 
them at all," said Willy; "did you 
not give him something?" 

"Oh, yes! I gave him a nice 
piece of bread and cheese, and -a 
pair of your old shoes, which just 
fitted hin1. I-le would not keep 
thein on, but put on his old tattered 
shoes, and carried yours back in his 
hand, to wear on Sundays, because 
he said, ' They look so nice and 

tt ' " pre · y. 
'~ VVhy, I thought they looked 

so old and shabby." 
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" Old and shabby to you," said 
Sophy, "because you have others 
newer and better; but they looked 
whole and good to the poor boy, 
who had none but tattered shoes 
to his feet." 

"Well, but now, Sophy, only 
look how pretty these papers are." 

Sophy had already examined 
them, and settled which she woul<l 
paste up in the different rooms of 
her baby-house. 

The next day, ,vhen Willy rode 
as usua1 to the house, he found the 
door shut, and he could not get 
in. At last he rang a bell, and 
a servant came to the door, and 
inquired what he wanted. 

" I want to go in, and see the 
house building," said Willy. 
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"The building is a]] finished, 
my lad," said the man," "and the 
workmen are all gone; and the 
ge!ltleman and_ his fa1nily, for 
whon1 the house was built, are 
coin e to live in it." 

"So then," said Willy, '' I can
not come and see it any more." 

The master of the house, who 
was in an adjoining room, and ha<l 
overheard Willy, ca1ne out and 
said, "Yes, my dear, you may corne 
and see the house as often as you 
like ; but now there are no more 
workmen busy in it, I 'am afraid it 
will not an1use you." However, he 
took Willy all over the house, and 
showed him that the furniture and 
every thing was finished. Then 
Willy thanked the gentle1nan, 

H 
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mounted Coco, and reached home 
for- the first tin1e before the bell 
went ding dong, ding dong, ding 
dong! 
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THE THREE PITS. 

As ~illy was riding one day, 
upon the co1n1non, he saw a rnan 
digging a large hole in the ground. 
' ' Oh, oh!" cried he," you are going 
to build a house, are you? " 

" Not I, master," answered the 
man :. " this laFge hole is a gravel 
pit, and I atn digging gravel." 

" To n1ake gravel walks with in 
our garden?" asked Willy. 

" In your garden, or any body's 
garden who wants gravel, if th~y 
will pay n1e for it; for I cannot dig 
for nothing." 

" Why not?" said Willy; "I 
often do : I have a little spade ; 

H2 J' 
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and I dig in the garden for nothing, 
but to atnuse myself." · 

" Ah ! Sir," replied the rnan, 
" you have a Papa and Mam ma, 
who . give you dinner, and break
fast, and clothes, and all you want. 
I have no money to buy food and 
clothes for myself or my little ones, 
but what I get by my work; · so 
you see I cannot afford to dig for 
nothing." 

" No, indeed, you cannot," said 
Willy. "And can you sell all this 
great quantity of gravel you have 
dug up?" 

" Yes," said the man, " and 
much more too; s01ne for gardens, 
and son1e to mend the roads." 
Then he showed Willy so1ne coarse 
gravel n1ade of large pebbles, which 
was to lay on the roads, and sotne ., . 
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fine gravel made of very small 
pebbles, mixed with yellow earth, 
which was to n1ake gravel walks. 

Willy said, " When you dig the 
gravel out of the ground, the large 
and the small pebbles are all 1nixed 
together : how do you separate 
them?" 

The 1nan then showed hi1n a 
large wire screen, which stood al
rnost upright on the ground; and 
he dug up a spade full of gravel, 
and threw it against the screen, and 
~he small pebbles and the earth 
passed between the wires, through 
the screen, and fell on the ground 
on the other side of it; but the 
large pebbles were too big to pass 
through the wire, and fell on the 
ground on the side next the man ; 
so there was a heap of coarse gravel 

H3 
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on one side the screen, and a heap 
of fine gravel on the other. And 
by the side of ea.ch heap there was 
a rnan with a cart and horse, to 
carry away the gravel; and the cart 
of coarse gravel went to 1nend the 
roads; and the cart of fine gravel 
to 1nake gravel walks in gardens. 

Another day that Willy was 
riding out, he saw so1ne men at 
work in a great hole, much larger 
than the gravel pi,t, and he called 
out and asked then1 whether they 
were diaaina aravel ? . 5b ob • 

" Did you ever see w bite gra-
vel?" answered the man : "gravel 
is yellow, and this is all white ; it 
is a chalk pit." 

" Oh, I re1ne1nber," cried Willy: 
" I had a piece of white chalk onc2 
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to draw with ; and it draws just like 
a pencil, only it 1nakes white lines 
instead of black. But what is the 
use of digging such a quantity of 
chalk? vVhy, there. is enough to 
·draw with for a hundred years, 
if a11- the boys did nothing but 
draw." 

"Chalk is good for many other 
things besides drawing," said the 
man : " it 1nakes mortar to build 
walls with." 

"Oh, yes, I remember seeing 
the bricklayers spreading the 111or
tar between th_e bricks, when they 
were building the house: and what 
else is chalk good for ? " _ 

" It rnakes plaster for the walls 
of rooms," replied the nJan, "to 
n1ake the111 sn1ooth befor(? the 
paper is pasted on." 
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" And the ceilings too ? " sai<l 
,villy. 

" Yes; and then it 111akes white
wash to wash over the ceilings 
when they are plastered; for they 
are not papered, you know; so they 
must be more nicely finished than 
the walls. Besides all that," said 
the man, " it 1nakes whiting to 
clean silver spoons and candlesticks 

. h " wit . 

" I suppose that is what John 
calls plate powder?" said Willy. 

" Yes " said the 1nan · " it is ' ' 
much the same thing; and he ca1ls 
it plate powder because he cleans 
the plate with it." 

" Oh no," said Willy : " the 
cook washes the plates with water, 
and John cleans a11 the silver things 
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with the white stuff he calls plate 
powder." 

"Because," said the n1an," silver 
things are called plate, not plates j 
and that · is the reason it is called 
plate powder." 

"VVhat a number of things chalk 
is good for ! " said Willy : "an<l 
can you get enough out of this pit 
to make mortar, and plaster, and 
whitewash, for all the houses that 
are building; and whiting enough 
to clean all the silver things- the 
plate I mean ; and chalk enough 
for all the boys to draw with?" 

" Oh dear, no ! " answered the 
man : but there are many other 
chalk pits besides this; and if more 
were wanted, they need only dig in 
the ground where it looks white, 
and they will find chalk." 
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" And how is chalk 111ade into 
mortar, and plaster, and white..: 
wash, and whiting ? " · said Willy. 

"What a nu111ber of questions 
at once ! " replied the man ; and 
1nore perhaps than I know how to 
answer. Let me see : ·first, it is 
burnt in the kiln:" and he sho.wed 
Willy a kiln : it was something like 
a great oven, with a fire under
neath. 

" But," said Willy, "when I put 
a piece of stick in the fire it is all · 
burnt to pieces, and there is no
thing left ; so if you burn the chalk 
there will be nothing left, and you 
cannot make mortar with .it." 

"But chalk does not burn to 
ashes like wood," said the man ; 
"there's as much of it when it 
comes out of the fire as when it 
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goes in ; and it looks whiter after 
it has been burnt than it did be
fore ; then it is called lirne, and 
the masons 1nake it into mortar, 
and the plasterers into plaster and 
whitewash, by rnixing it up \rith 
water and some other things." 

" Well, I think a chalk pit much 
more useful than a gravel pit," said 
Willy; '' the ·chalk is good to make 
such a number of things." 

vVhen he went home he told his 
· Papa what he had seen; and his 
Papa said he would take him one 
day to see another sort of pit,. mnch 
]a,rger than either the gravel pit or 
tpe chalk pit. 

" May not I g_o with you? " 
asked his little sister Mary. 

" If you like it, my dear." 
So one fine morning they set 
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out : they went in a carriage, be
cause t,he pit was a great way off. 
Willy looked anxious} y out of the 
carriage window, first on one ~ide, 
then on the other, to see this very 
large pit; but he saw nothing but 
fields and green trees. By and by 
he observed that the road looked 
very black and dirty ; "yet it does 
not rain, and there is no n1 ud," 
said Willy; "what can 1nake the 
road so black?" 

" You will see presently," said 
his Papa ; and soon after the car
riage stopped, for they were come 
to the pit. • 

" I see no pit," cried Willy; 
'

4 and you said, Papa, it was so 
very large ! " 

Both he and Mary were quite 
disappointed when they got out of 
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the carriage, and their Papa showed 
the1n a round hole about the size 
of a well. " And is this all ? '·' 
cried lVIary. " I thought a pit was 
such a large place ! ,, -

" We will go down this hole, 
into the pit," said her Papa; "and 
then you will see how large it is." 

As they went near they saw a 
man with a very large basket slung 
to a rope, and Papa got into the 
basket, and called the children to 
get in with hin1, and told them the 
man would let the basket down by 
the rope, just as a bucket is let 
down into a well. 

" Is there water in that hole, as 
in the well ? " said Willy. 

" No," replied his Father ; "if 
there were, I should not go down 
myself, nor let you go, because it 

I 
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would be dangerous ; and you 
know I never ask you to do any 
thing that might hurt you." 

Then Willy leaped into the bas
ket, but Mary hurig back, and said, 
" It is all dark in that hole, and we 
can see nothing." 

" Oh, we shall have lights and 
plenty," said the man ; and he 
struck a light with a tinder-box, 
and lighted a long thing, which 
looked like a thick stick ; it burnt 
at the end which was lighted like a 
great c~,ndle, and he called it a 
torch. 

Mary still seen1ed afraid of the 
dark black hole. " If you dislike 
to come with us, my dear, stay and 
amuse yourself in the field; you 
may gather a nosegay of pretty 
flowers for Mamma, and this man 



THE COAL PIT. 87 

will be so good as to take care of 
you till ,ve return." 

Mary hesitated a little; she both 
wished and feared to go with her 
Papa and Willy; but her father 
said, "Come, Mary, make up your 
mind, we cannot wait." 

Then she coloured up, and said, 
"I will stay here." 
, The man then brought two long 
black cloaks, and put one on Papa 
and the other, which was sn1aller, 
on Willy, who began laughing, and 
said, " Mary, don't we look like 
two chimney-sweepers?" but Mary 
was vexed, and could not laugh. 
" Is it cold in that hole," said 
Willy to the man, "that you n1ake 
us put on these cloaks ? " 

" No," answered he; " it is be
cause the coals would dirty your 

I 2 
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clothes ; and here are two black 
caps to put on instead of your hats, 
that they 1nay not be spoilt." 

" Coals ! " · exclai1ned Willy ; 
" what coals ? " 

"This is a coal-pit," said his 
Papa ; " and when we get down 
into it, you will see how they dig 
up the coals to tnake fires with." · 

" But will not the 1nan come 
with us to dig?" said Willy ; "for 
you and I cannot dig much, Papa." 

"You will find men enough be
low digging," said the 1nan~ 

"There can't be many," thought 
Willy," at the bottom of this small 
hole." Then the man let the 
basket down by the rope; and 
when they carne to the botto1n, 
Willy was quite astonished to see 
that they were in a large place, 
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larger than either the gravel pit, 
or the chalk pit ; and the walls of 
it were all of bright shining black 
coal, and the ground was of coal, 
and the ceiling also. And there 
were a great many people digging 
coal with pickaxes, and others 
taking it up with shovels and put
ting it into baskets, and the baskets 
were fastened to ropes and drawn 
up to the top of the hole, just as 
Willy and his Papa had been let 
down. 

" What a quantity of coal ! " ex
claimed Willy; " I am sure there 
is 111ore than ever we shall burn ! " 

"We do not dig it for you only," 
said one of the men ; "but for a 
great many other people besides." 

",vell, but," said ,¥illy," you 
nee,d not work so hard now, for it 

I 3 
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. -

is sun1mer, and there are no fires in 
our house nor in any other houses ; 
it is too hot to have fires." 

"Think again, ~ 7illy," said his 
Father; " is there no fire in our 
house?" 

"No, Papa, there is none in the 
drawing-roon1, and none in your 

• study, and none in the nursery." 
Willy was going on with his nones, 
when suddenly he thought of the 
kitchen fire, and exclai111ed, " Oh, 
yes, there is one, and a very 1arge 
one too, in the .kitchen. I had quite 
forgotten that; and cook, I arn 
sure, could not do without a fire 
to roast the 1neat, and boil the ve
getables, and bake the pudding, if 
the weather were ever so hot ! " 

" Besides," said his Fathe1:, 
" these coals will be put into the 
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coal cellar : and if they are not aJl 

b .. ,rnt in the sumn1er in the kitchen, 

they will be burnt in the winter in 

the parlours as well as in the kit

chen. These rnen, ren1ember, dig 

coals for a great many houses be

sides our own, and if they did not 

dig in sum mer as well as wintE::r, 

there would not be coals enough 

to burn throughout the year." 

Then he took Willy by the hand 

and led him through a long gallery, 

in to another large place. 

" 'f his roo1n is all built of coal, 

too," said \iVilly. 
" It is not built, but dug out," 

said . his Father. " The ground 

here is all made of coal, and when 

they dig out the coal it rnakes a 

large hole, and it looks like a 

roo1n, with walls, and a ceiling, 
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and floor; but it is really nothing 
but a very large hole in the 
ground." 

" That is the reason why there 
are no windows, I suppose," said 
Willy; "for if they made windows 
in these roo1ns you could see no 
light through the1n, you would see 
only ground-black ground made 
of coal." 

Then they went into anothel' 
place, and there they saw men, 
and wornen, and children. "Look, 
Papa," said Willy, "there are little 
girls, not so old as Mary, and they 
were not afraid to co1ne down here. , 
I a1n very sorry Mary did not 
come; she would have liked to 
have seen all these black rooms 
without windows, that shine so 
bright! " In this roo1u there was 
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a large fire, which cast a blaze of 
light upon the walls and made 
them shine more than in the other 
parts. The women were cooking 
dinner for the workmen who were 
digging coals. " Oh," said ,villy, 
" I thought they all went home to 
d. ? " inner . 

" No," said one of the men, "it 
would take too much time to go 
up in the basket and home to din
ner; we only go ho1ne to sleep ; 
and some of us stay and sleep 
here all night to take care of the 
things." Then he showed Willy 
some beds where those who re
mained slept. 

" But you might work all night 
as well as all day," said Willy, "for 
you never see daylight, and 1nust 
always work by candle light, so it 
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see1ns to me that night anrt day are 
all the same here." 

" It is true, master," replied the 
man, " that it 1natters not to us 
whether we work by night or by 
day; for indeed, here we cannot 
tell the difference ; but we can't 
work both night and day too; no, 
we must get some rest. You would 
not like to do without sleep, I am 
sure, and how should we like it 
who work so hard?" 

" Oh, no, certainly," said Willy, 
'6 you would be sadly tired." Then, 
turning to his Papa, he said," They 
do not work only to an1use them
selves, I suppose, they are paid 
money for it?" 

" Yes," replied his Father; " it 
is the only way they have to buy 



THE COAL PIT. 95 

food and clothes for themselves 
and their families." 

Willy warmed himself at the fire. 
" What a large fire ! " cried he. 

" Oh ! " said the cook, "we need 
not spare coals, we have plenty 
here." 

" And where does the smoke go 
to ? " said Willy; " for the chim
ney is under ground and it cannot 
get out." 

" The chimney goes up to the 
top,"' said the cook ; "it is like 
the hole you came down ; and the 

smoke gets out at the top. You 
might be drawn in a basket up 
this chimney, and get out at top 

in the field, if there was no fire ; 
but you would not like to go up 
along with the s1noke, I believe ; it 

might suffocate you." 
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"Besides," said Willy, "the fire 
1night burn us, basket and all ! so 
we had better go· back to the hole 
where we were let down." 

" You need not do that," said 
one of the rnen ; "if you will come 
a little further on with me, I will 
show you another opening where 
there is a clean basket, in which 

~ 

you n1ay be drawn up." 
" Indeed," said Willy, " if we 

·went in the baskets the coals are 
drawn up in, we should be covered 
with coal-dust." 
• They then followed the man; 

and when they were gone some 
distance further, he bade Willy 
look up. And he saw a spot of 
light., which looked about the 
size of the moon. " That is the 



THE COAL PIT. 97 

top of the hole," said the man, 

"where you see daylight." 

" But the top of the hole is so 

s111a1l," said Wi1Iy, " that I a1n 

sure I could not get through it; 

and how could Papa, who is so 

much bigger, and basket and a11 ?" 

" Basket and all will pass 

through," answered the man. 

Willy wondered how that. could 

be ; however, they got into the 

basket, and it was pulled up frotn 

the top by a rope; and as they 

went up the spot of light seemed 

to grow larger and larger, and 

Willy saw that the hole was much 

larger than he had thought it had 

been; and the basket went through 

all the way without touching the 

sides ; and at last they got up to 

the top. It dazzled Willy's eyes 
K 



98 THE COAL PIT. 

to see the daylight after he had 
been so long in the coal pit, where 
there was no light but latn ps. 

,iVhen they got out of the basket, 
they saw the man who had taken 
care of their hats ; and they pulled 
off their black cloaks and caps, and 
put on their hats. Then Willy 
saw the man wind the rope which 
was fastened to the basket round a 
thick piece of wood ; and he did 
not wind it round with his hand, 

4 

as you do a skein of silk on a 
bobbin, but he turned a wheel 
which had a handle fixed to it, and 
turning the wheel wound up the 
rope, and the rope pulled up the 
basket. " What is he doing with 
that wheel and handle?" said Willy 
to his Papa. 

" It was he who pulled us up," 
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said his Father; '' and he could not 

have done it without that wheel 

and handle; which helps hin1." 

"To be sure," said Willy, "it 

must have been a great weight to 

have pulled up; you and I, and 

the basket too. Let me try if I 

can lift the basket, now it is empty, 

it cannot be very heavy." So he 

tried to lift it from the ground, 

but could not do it. 

"Try if you can turn the wheel," 

said his Father. Then Willy laid 

hold of the handle, and turned the 

wheel very easily; and he saw the 

rope which was fastened to the 

basket ,vind round the piece of 

wood ; and the basket was lifted 

up from the ground. 

" It is the rope that pulls it 

up, Papa ; look ; and it is I wind
K 2 
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-
ing the rope round the piece of 
wood, which makes it pull up the 
basket." Willy was so much pleased 
at this, that he began laughing. 
Then he said, " Yes, indeed, this 
rope and this handle help 1ne very 
much ; for when I tried to lift the 
basket with my hands, I could not 
do it." 

They then looked about to find 
Mary, but they could not see her. 
After seeking for her for some 
time, they saw her at a great dis
tance. " What a long way she has 
walked!" said ,vi1ly. 

"No " replied his father· "it is ' ' we who have walked away so far : 
do you not ren1ember that we went 
a great way in the coal pit under 
ground, and we came up by an
other opening? Mary, who thought 
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we should come out where we went 
in, is sitting near that spot." 

" She is so busy sorting her 
flowers to n1ake a nosegay," said 
,i\Tilly, " that she does not see us." 

Then he went up to her softly, 
and gave her a tap on the cheek. 
lVlary looked up and smiled, she 
was so glad to see them agai11. 
" Oh ! ,,.·hat a long time you have 
been down in that dirty black 
.hole! I was quite tired of waiting, 
till I found these pretty flowers ; 
and then I was so busy rnaking a 
nosegay for Marntna, that I did 
not think of you any 111ore. Is not 
this nosegay very pretty? and see, 
here is a sn1aller one for Sophy." 
Mary was wholly taken up with her 
flowers ; ar1:d Willy was enger to 
tell her all he had seen in the coal 

K3 
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mine, but he could not get her to 
l isten to him, till they got into the 
carriage to return ho111e. He then 
gave Mary a full account of it. At 
first she was very 111uch surprised, 
and then she began to be sorry 
she did not go with the111; "for I 
can gather flowers any day," said 
she, "and I cannot go down into a 
coal pit unless Papa goes with me: 
will you go to-rnorrow, Papa?" 

" No, 111y ·dear, I have a great 
deal to do, and shall not be able 
to go again for a long time ; but 
when I do go, I will take you with 
1ne. " 

When they got home, 1\1ary was 
so pleased to give her nosegays to 
her Mamn1a and sister that she 
forgot the coal mine, till Willy 
began telling the story; and then 
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poor Mary hung down her head, 

and looked ashamed to have been 

so silly as to have been afraid of 

going down into the pit. I--ler 

Mamma patted her on the head, 

and said, "Poor little foolish Mary! 

·when you are older you will know 

that you need never be afraid of 

going where Papa goes with you; 

fi,r he would not take you if it 

would hurt you." 
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THE LAND WITHOUT LAWS. 

\V1LLY once went a long journey 
with his Papa and Mannna: they 
travelled in a carriage till they 
reached the sea-shore, and then got 
into a fine large ship. The sailors 
spread out the white sails, and the 
wind blew against them and pushed 
the ship on, just as a kite is blown 
a1ong by the wind ; only the ship, 
instead of flying in the air as a kite 
does, sailed along upon the waters; · 
it is called sailing, because the wind 
blowing against the sails 1nakes the 
ship n1ove. There were roon1s in 
this ship called cabins, like the 
roo111s of a house, on1y srnaller~ and 
sn1a1I beds in the rooms. So Willy 
lived in the ship, just as he did in 
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his Father's house; but when he 

wanted to go out walking there was 

no ground anywhere to walk upon: 

it was all water round the ship as 

far as he could see. But the floor 

of the ship above the cabins, which 

was called the geek, was very large, 

and ,villy often ran about and 

played there, and was very much 

a1n used to see the sailors cli1nb

ing nimbly up the ropes to spread 

out the sails, or to take them in ; 

and he learnt to cli1nb up these 

ropes with the sailors; but his Papa 

allowed him to . mount only a little 

way, because he said he 1night be 

giddy when he got . high up, and 

lose his hold, and fall into the 

sea, not being used to it like the 

· sailor boys. Son1etimes they saw 

large black fish swi1nming after 
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the ship ; and when the sailors 
flung out any scraps of food or 
washings of dishes, these fish swal
lowed it up immediately, for they 
were very voracious animals. These 
fishes were called sharks. One day 
a poor sailor, na11:1ed Jack, was 
bathing in the sea : he had a rope 
tied round his body, by means of 
which he could cli1nb up into the 
ship; he swa!Il about a long tin1e, 
and when he began to feel tired, 
he saw one of these great sharks 
coming close up to him. He ha1-
looed out to the sailors to pull 
the rope and help him back into 
the ship ; but before they could 
do this, the shark reached hi111, 
opened his wide n1outh, snapped off 
one of his legs, and swam a,i\"ay 
with it. 
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Poor Jack was so much fright
ened and so much hurt, that he 
could not climb up into the ship, 
and the shark was just coming 
back and going to bite off his head, 
when the sailors pulled him up; 
then the surgeon went to dress the 
sturnp that was left of his leg, and 
he was put to bed, and lay ill for a 
long time; but at last he got well, 
and the carpenter 1nade him a 
wooden leg, and he sturnped about 
the deck with i~ very well, but he 
could not climb the ropes any m·ore; 
so, in order to be of use, poor Jack 
helped the cook to dress the din
ners ; but when he had any offals 
to throw into the sea, and he saw 
the sharks come to devour them, 
it 1nade him shudder; for, though 
he knew he was safe out of their 
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reach, he did not like to think how 
n1uch they had once made hin1 
suffer. 

After sailing several weeks on 
the ocean, there arose a great storm, 
and the wind blew, and made great 
waves in the sea, and the ship was 
tossed about by the waves, and it 
went up so high that Willy thought 
it was going into the clouds, and 
then down so low that he thought 
it was going to the botto111 of the 
sea. He grew very sick from the 
ro1ling of the ship, and his Papa 
and lVIamma were sick also. This 
storm continued a great while, with 
rain, and thunder, and lightning; 
and they began to be afraid that 
the ship would be b_rok~n to pieces, 
and ·they should all be drowned. 
At length the storm ceased, and 
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the clouds c1earedaway,and the sun 

shone, and their fears were all over, 

and every body was happy again. 

The captain said that the vessel had 

been a goo<l deal darnaged by the 

storm, and that the first land they 

came to they n1ust go into harbour 

to get it repaired. " But," said he, 

" before the storm I knew where

abouts I was, and what land I was 

sailing to; but the ship has been 

so driven about by the winds, that 

now I do not know where we are, 

or when we sha11 come to land." 

However, soon after, one of the 

sailors, who was at the top of the 

mast, cried out that he saw land a 

great way off. 
Willy looked, but could see no

thing but water ; then his Papa told 

him tnat the man at the top of the 
L 
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mast could see farther than they 
could below on the deck, because he 
was higher up, but that when they 
came nearer the land, they would 
see it also. The captain then looked 
through his telescope, and said he 
saw the land looking like a little 
cloud ; and soon after they all saw 
it; for it see1ned to grow bigger and 
bigger as the vessel drew nearer to 
it. '' I can see no trees or houses 
on that land," said Willy ; ' ' it looks 
as if there was nothing upon it." 

" You are too far off," said his 
Father, " to distinguish trees or 
houses, ot any other objects; we 
shall see them by and by." 

" I will show you them now," 
said the captain : " look through 

1 " my g ass. 
This glass was not a drinking 
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glass, nor a looking glass, but a 

spy-glass, or telescope) through 

which \Villy had often looked at 

other ships that were sailing along 

on the sea a great way off; and 

when he saw them through the 

telescope, it made them look quite 

large, and very near. It did so, 

too, with this distant land. Willy 

cried out, "Oh ! we are quite near 

it now, and there are little houses 

and trees." 

"When you come nearer,Willy," 

said his Father, " you will find that 

they are large houses and trees ; 

they only look s1nall from their 

t d. t " grea 1s ance. 

Willy then looked without the 

help of the telescope, and was sur

prised to see that the land was still 

so far off. I-low ever, the wind blew 
L 2 
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towards it and filled all the sails., 
and in a few hours they reached 
it. They saw there was a harbour 
and a town, so they sailed into the 
harbour, and they landed on the 
shore, and walked into the town. 
They saw an inn in the street, 
an<l went in and asked for son1e 
dinner. The master of the inn 
said he would get them some 
and while it was preparing, they 
walked out to see the town ; and 
as ,villy's hat had been blown into 
the sea during the stonn, and he 
had nothing but a leather cap to 
cover_ his head, his Papa said they 
would look out for a hatter's shop 
and buy hi1n a hat. They soon 
found one, and Willy bought a nice 
new hat. The shoprnan said, " You 
ha<l better --have strings to it, mas
ter;" but Willy thought that would 
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be like a little child, and said, 

" Oh no, I shall not let it blow off, 

now I an1 on land." 

"It will be safer on your head 

with strings, I assure you," said the 

shop1nan, "in this country." But 

Willy would not consent; and as 

they were walking back to the inn, 

a great tall boy came behind him, 

chucked his hat off his head, then 

picked it up and ran away with it. 

Willy ran after him as fast as he 

could ; but the boy was bigger than 

him, had much the longest legs, 

and ran faster, so that he was soon 

out of sight. Poor Willy was sadly 

vexed; "and do you think this 

was the reason the 1nan wanted me 

to have strings to rny hat?" said 

he to his Father; " this is a very ,,, 
strange country . . 

L 3 
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When they got to the inn they sat 
down to dinner very hungry; there 
was some roast meat, not very good, 
and no vegetables. "What! have 
you not even potatoes to eat with 
the 1neat?" said Willy's Father. 

" Sir," said the host, "I had some 
fine potatoes in 1ny garden last 
year, and when I had dug them 
all up, and was going to put them 
into n1y cella-r, there ca1ne a n1an 
stronger than I was, and took them 
all fro1n me, and put them into a 
cart and carried them away. Then 
I said I would plant no more pota
toes; forwhy should I lose my time 
in planting, and hoeing, and digging 
up my potatoes, and not have them 
after all? so I have no potatoes, 
Sir, and can give you none." 

Willy was vexed at this, for he 
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was very fond of potatoes. " This 

is something like the boy running 

off with my hat," said he ; " a 

strange country, indeed ! " 

" Vv ell, master, but there is a 

nice apple-pie coming from the 

baker's, and I hope that will 1nake 

up_ for the want of potatoes." So 

they ate their meat and waited 

long for the pie ; at length the 

baker's boy arrived, but, alas! with 

an empty tray. As he was com

ing along, a 1nan had snatched 

the pie from off the tray; but it 

was so hot that he could not hold 

it, and he let it drop : the dish was 

broken, and the pie dashed to 

pieces on the ground ; and the man 

scraped it up, and ate all he could. 

"But why did you not stop the man, 
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and get hin1 punished for taking 
the pie from you?" 

"I could not punish him," an
swered the boy ; " he was stronger 
than I atn." 

" But could you not get other 
people to help you to take hitn 
up, and have hin1 put in prison_?" 
said Willy. 

" \Ve have no prisons in this 
country," said the baker. 

"This is a strange country, in
deed! " exclaimed the Father. 

'' That it is, Sir," said the inn
keeper: "the strong rnen take 
whatever they choose to take from 
the weak, and_ there is no safety 
for any one, or any thing. When 
I went to n1arket to buy the meat 
tQr yout dinner, I was obliged to 
take a sword with rne, to prevent 
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other rnen from coming to force 

the meat from me ; and whenever 

I go out to buy any thing, I ain 

obliged to carry arms to defend 

myself from those who would take 

it from me. We have no laws here 

to punish thieves, and we must 

take the best care of our property 

we can ourselves." 
" That is a sad thing, indeed ! " 

said Willy'~ Father. 
"I wish somebody would teach 

us how to make laws," said the 

inn-keeper, '' that we n1ight live 

in peace and con1fort, and that 

I might cultivate my fields and 
my garden, without danger of the 

crops being taken from me." 
" I am sure Papa will do that," 

said Willy, '' and you will all be 

111 uch happier ; for. he would n1ake 
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a law, that if any one ran away with 
a hat, or an apple-pie, he should 
be punished, and the fear of that 
would prevent his taking them." 

"But," - said the Father, " you 
cannot make laws unless the peo
ple agree to it, so you 111ust first 

h . " get t e1r consent. 
" Oh, but· the natighty 111en who 

steal from others will never con
sent, Papa, because they would not 
like to be punished." 

'' But," returned the inn-keeper, 
" the good men who do not like to 
steal, and the weak 111en who are 
not strong enough to take things 
from other men, will all consent to 
make laws, and will all be very 
glad of it, because it will prevent 
their being so often robbed. Now 
there are a great many 111ore of the 
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good than there are of the bad 

n1en; and I think the greatest 

number should decide." 

"That is bnt fair, and what we 

do at schoo]," said Willy: " when 

sorne of the boys will play at one 

game and sorne at another, we 

count ,vhich are the greatest num...; 

ber, and p]ay at the game the 

greatest nu1nber choose." 

" ,v ell," said his Father, "if 

you can get the people to meet 

together, we will see wh~ther the 

greatest number wish to have ]aws." 

The next day all the people met 

together in a great :field, and Willy 

and his Papa went, and asked them 

if they wished to have laws ; a~d 

almost all the people said they 

wished it, for there wa·s no safety 

for any thing. One man said he 
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had a cart and a horse to carry in 
his hay from the field, and that 
one day, when his cart was loaded, 
a strong man came and knocked 
him down, and took the whip out 
of his hand, and drove the cart 
away to his own home. 

Another said he had bought a 
nice warm great coat for his ]itt]e 
boy to wear in wet weather, and the 
first time the child put it on, a 
stronger boy took it off and carried 
it away. 
' And there was a 1 ittle boy who 

could hardly speak for crying, but 
he wanted to say something; and 
Willy asked him if he was the boy 
who had been robbed of his great 
coat. 

'' Oh, _no," sobbed he, "much 
worse than that ; " and as soon as 
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he could speak, he said, " I had 
such a beautiful toy bought me at 
the fair by my grandmother, and 
as I was bringing it home I hid it 
under my coat for fear any other 
boy should see it and take it from 
me; but I could not help opening 
my coat now and then to take a 
look at it, and once while I was 
doing this, a great boy came peep
ing over my shoulder, and cried 
out,' Oh, Oh! you have got some
thing pretty there, my little lad, 
let's see it ; ' so he thrust his hand 
under my coat, seized hold of the 
toy, and ran away with it: oh ! it 
was such a pretty toy !-two men 
sawing a piece of wood, and they 
worked just as if they had been 
alive." 

Willy was very sorry for the little 
·M . 
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boy, but he did not know how to 
help hirn; for if he had got his Papa 
to buy him such another toy so1ne 
other boy might take it from him~ 
So, after thinking awhile, he said, 
" Wait a little, my lad, till the 
laws are made, and then I will buy 
you another toy, and nobody will 
dare to take it from you." 

When his Papa found that a 
great 1nany of the people wished 
to have laws, and very few were 
against it, and those few were only 
the thieves who stole the things 
from people who could not defend 
themselves, he said, "It is very fair 
that the greatest nu1nber should 
decide." So the people made laws, 
and punish1nents for those who 
broke these laws ; and then they 
said to the thieves, " If you do not 
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like to obey these laws, you may 

go and live in another country; but 

-if you stay here, and do not obey 

the laws, you will be punished as 

the law directs." 

Then Willy's Papa told the peo

ple they should get a book, and 

write down all these laws, and the 

punishn1ents for breaking thetn, 

that everybody might know them : 

and they wrote the laws down in a 

large book, and the people went 

away quite contented; and going 

home, Willy begged his Papa to 

buy a toy for the little boy who 

had been robbed of his. 

The next day, as they were walk

ing in the streets, Willy saw a man 

seize hold of a watch that a gen

tleman wore, and run away with it, 

and all the people who were by 
M2 
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ran after hi1n, and -they caught hin1, 
and made him give back the watch; 
then they looked into the book of 
laws to see how he was to be pun
ished; and it was written, '' If a 
1nan take anything by force from 
another 1nan) he shall be put in 
prison for a ILOnth, and be fed on 
bread and water." Then the people 
-said, " What shall we do, for we 
have no prison ? " and they said 
they would lock hirn up in a house 
till a prison was built. So they 
locked him up in a small room of 
a house, instead of a prison, and 
gave him nothing but bread and 
water. And when the month was 
over they let him come out, and 
he looked so dis1nal, and so thin, 
being shut up all alone so long, 
and eating nothing but bread and 
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water; and he said to the other 

thieves, " Oh ! it is a sad thing to 

be shut up so long: I shall not 

steal any more, but go to work, 

and earn a livelihood." And the 

other thieves did not dare to steal 

any 111ore, for fear of being shut 

up in the prison that was build

ing. But some of them thought 

they could steal in secret, and when 

nobody could see the111. Yet when 

any thing was stolen, every body 

n1ade inquiries who took it, till at 

last the thief was found out and 

put in the new-built prison. 

In the m.ean time the ship was 

repaired, and \Villy, with his Fa .. 

ther and Mother, went on board, 

and sailed for the country which 

they at first intended to go to. 

I-Iis Papa had business there, and 
M:3 
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they remained in it two or three 
years; but I will not tell you all 
that happened to them there, be
cause I am sure you 1nust he im
patient to hear whether, on their 
way home they went to the island 
where laws had been made. They 
<lid so, and stopped at the town, 
and the inn-keeper ran out to meet 
them, and was so glad to see the1n; 
and took the111 to walk in his gar
den, and gathered Willy a nosegay 
of beautiful flowers. 

" Oh ! " said Willy, '' I see you 
have plenty of potatoes growing 
in your garden now; ay, and peas, 
and beans, and currants, and goose
berries, and all sorts of good 
h . '' t 1n gs. 

"And all thanks to you, my 
d S

. ,, gco irs. 
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"-How is that?" said Willy. 

'' Why, Sir, since the laws have 

been 1nade, and no one takes what 

does not belong to him, I am not 

afraid of cultivating my garden, as 

I used to be, when other men came 

and carried away 1ny fruits and ve

getables ; so now I dig and plant, 

and see how beautiful and fruitful 

d . '' my gar en 1s grown. 
" And your house, too," said 

the Father, " is, I think, n1uch im-

d " prove . 
"To be sure, Sir, I have a great 

many more people come to my inn 

now, because I can give the1n good 

dinners, and nice vegetables, and 

plenty of fruit, and they pay me 

well, and so I get rich, and have 

mon~y to buy new tables, arid 

chairs, and beds, a~d curtains; it's 
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quite another thing, thanks to your 
honour and the laws." 

Then Willy and his Father went 
to walk out before dinner; and all 
the people came out of their houses 
to see them, and_ thank the1n for 
teaching the1n to make laws, for 
now no one was afraid of being 
robbed, and knew that what he had 
was safe and sure. And the Father 
asked the1n if there never were 
robberies. 

" There are, so1netimes, but very 
seldom," said they : " there are 
now six 1nen in prison for having 
robbed; and they say, when they 
come out they will never rob any 
n1ore, so much do they dislike 
being in prison." 

Wil1 y begged his Papa to go to 
the hatter's shop. 
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" Why," said his Father, "you 
do not want a new hat now ? that 
which you wear is quite good." 

" No; but I want to ask some
.thing of the hatter, Papa." So 
they went to the shop, and when 
they ca1ne to the shop window, 
Willy cried out, " Look, Papa, 
there are no more strings to the 
hats, I declare ! " And they went 
in, and asked the hatter why 
he no longer put strings to his 
hats ? The hatter replied, " There 
is no longer need of strings ; for, 
since we have laws and a prison, 
no man dar.es to toss a hat off a 
man's head and run away with it." 

Willy was quite pleased to hear 
this. " They did not take 1ne for 
a little child," said he, " who could 
not keep his hat on his head." 
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·As they were going back to the 
inn, they saw a boy playing with a 
toy: ,Villy thought he reme1nbered 
the toy which he had bought for the 
little boy who had been robbe<l; 
but he did not at first recollect the 
boy, he w_as grown so tall. "What, 
my lad," said he, "have you kept 
the toy I gave you al] this long 
while? " 
· " Yes, indeed I have," answered 
the boy : " no on~ now ever offers 
to take it frorn me; it is very .old, 
.to be sure, and has been menqed 
several times, but the sawyers go 
on working, you see, as well as 
ever." 

When they got back to the inn 
they were both tired and hungty. 
" But we shaJl have potatoes to 
our meat now/' said Willy, "and 
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the apple-pie will con1e safe home 

fro1n the baker's." There he was 

1nistaken, for apple-pie was out of 

season ; but there was currant tart, 

and cherry tart, which is much 

better; and not only potatoes, but 

peas and beans, with bacon; and 

chickens, and roast beef, 

" Oh ! what a good dinner this 

is, and what a good thing laws 

are, Papa : I never should have 

thought that they would have done 

so much good, or that the want of 

them would have done so much 

harm." 

THE END. 
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for Home Study, One Penny. 

A Manual of Arithmetic ; 
Containing a Graduated Series of Questions for Ele
mentary Instruction. By W. M' LEon, F. R. G. S. 
18mo. price One Shilling. 

London : LoNGM,rn, BRowN, GREEN, and LoNGMANB. 



. The Rev. G. R. Gleig's New School Series. 

A Class Atlas, 
To illustrate the Geographical and Historical Works of 
the Series: Comprising Twenty-seven coloured Maps. 
By W. M'Lxon, F. R. G. S. 18mo. price Half-a
Crown. 

LIST OF THE MAPS. 

l. The World; 
2. Europe; 
3. England and Wales; 
4. Scotland; ' 
5. Ireland; 
6. France and Switzerland; 
7. !<pain and Portugal : 
8. B elgium and Holland; 
9. 1>russia; 

10. Germany; 
l I. Austria ; 
12. Modern Italy; 
13. Ancient Italy; 
14. Tnrkeyand Greece; 
15. Ancient Greece; 

16. Denmark, Norway, and Swe-
den· 

17. Russi~; 
18. Asia; 
19. Hindostan; 
20. Turkey in Asia, Persia, &c.; 
21. Palestine; 
22. North America; 
23. The Uuited States of 

America; 
24. Central America and the 

West Indies; 
25. S0uth America; 
2fi. Africa and Cape Colony; 
27. Australia and New Zealand. 

First Book of History-England. 
By the Rev. G. R. Gu:rn, M.A. 18mo. price Half-a
Crown; or, in Two Parts, One Shilling each. 

The British Colonies. 
Forming the Second Book of History. By the Rev. 
G. R. GLEIG, M.A. l 8mo. price One Shilling. 

British India. 
Forming the Third Book of History. By the Rev. 
G. R. GLEIG, M.A. 18mo. price One Shilling. 

Sacred History. 
Forming the Fourth Book of History. By the Rev. 
G. R. Gu:rn, M.A. l 8mo. price Half-a-Crown; or, 
in Two Parts, One Shilling each. 

London : LONGMAN, BROWN, GREEN, and LoNGMANS. 



The Rev. G. R. Gleig's New School Series. 

Historical Questions. 
Part I.-On the Histories of England, British India, 
and the British Colonies, and on the Sacred History, 
18mo. price One Shilling. 

History of Rome. 
By the Rev. R. W. BROWNE, M.A. Professor of Classi
cal Literature in King's College, London. l 8mo. price 
One Shilling. 

History of Greece. 
By Rev. R. W. BROWNE, M.A. Professor of Classical 
Literature in King's College, London. l 8mo. price 
One Shilling. 

History of France. 
By Capt. A. C. GLEIG, Royal Artillery. 18mo. price 
One Shilling. 

The Child's First Book of Geography, 
Arranged in a Series of easy Reading Lessons. By 
W. HUGHES, F. R. G. S. Lecturer at the Metropolitan 
Training Institution, Highbury. With Woodcuts. 
18mo. price Ninepence. 

General Geography. 
For the use of BeginnerG, By WILLI.AM HuGI-rns, 
F.R.G.S. 18mo. price One Shilling. 

Geography of the British Empire. 
For the use of Beginners. By W. HUGHES, F. R. G.S. 
18mo. price One Shilling. 

London : LONGMAN, BROWN, GREEN, and LoNGMA..Ns. · 



The Rev. G. R. Gleig's New School Series. 

Astronomy and the Use of the Globes. 
Simplified for the Instruction of Beginners. By 
THOMAS TATE, F. R. A. S. of Kneller Training College, 
Twickenham. With Woodcuts. 18mo. price One 
Shilling. 

Elementary Algebra for Beginners. 
By W. J. REYNOLDS, B. A. Royal Military Asylum, 
Chelsea. J 8mo. price One Shilling. 

Elements of Book-Keeping by Single and Double 
Entry: · 

With Practical Explanations and Exercises on the 
most useful Forms of Business. By A. K. I SBISTE&, 
M. R. C. P. l8mo. price One Shilling. 

" In this manual, although of unpretending size and price, there 
is a pretty full and complete collection of examples in single and 
double entry. The introductory part is really a valuable foature, 
and will commend the entice book to the attention of teachers." 

PAPERS FOR THE SCHOOLMASTER. 

The First Three Books of Euclid's Elements of 
Geometry. 

By THOMAS T .A.TE, F. R. A. S. With Diagrams. l 8mo, 
price One Shilling. 

Hydrostatics, Hydraulics and Pneumatics. 
For the use of Beginners. By T. TATE, F. R. A. S. 
With numerous Woodcuts. 18mo. price One Shilling. 

London: . LONGMAN, BROWN, GREEN, and LoNGllU.Ns. 
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