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WILLY'S TRAVELS 

ON 

T H E R A I L R O A D~ 

THE RAILROAD. 

WrLLY, when he was six years 

o]d, went with his Papa and 

Ma111 ma to tRke a long journey. 

He had but a confused notion 

what a long journey was ; and 

knew nothing of the railroad by 

·which they were to travel. When 

they reached the station from 

which the train of carriages set 

ont, Willy was at first bewildered 

n 



2 THE RAILROAD. 

by the novelty of the scene, and 
by the bustle which takes place 
in settling all the passengers and 
their luggage. He felt a little 
awed by the strangeness of every 
thing around hi1n; but looking 

. about, and seeing nothing to be 
afraid of, he took courage, an d 
began to observe and ask ques
tions as usual. 

" You thought we should be 
too late, Marnrna," said he, ' ' but 
you see we are in very good tin1e, 
for the horses are not yet put to 

f th . '' any o - e car,nages. 
"They go without horses," 

rep1ied his l\t'Iother. 
" \Vithout horses ! " repeated 

he; "how can those great coache 
go on without horses ? There 
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n1ust be somebody to push or to 
pull then1, for they cannot move 
by the1nselves.'' 

" There is something, not 
son1ebody," said his Mother., 
H which 111akes then1 move, and 
here it cc·m-es." Willy at that 
instant heard a ,great rumblin_g 
noise, and, turning round, he 
.savv a strange~looking carriage 
full of fire inside, and, as it 
rolled on, it m-ade a .terrible 
whizzing noise, and a great deal 
of white sn1oke can1e out of it., 
Willy thought that it was on fire, 
.and he drew his iv.lamina back, 
crying out,"() 1\1an1ma ! it will 
burn us." 

But she answered, "No, no, 
it will 1nake us go on. Look 

B2 



4 THE RAILROAD. 

at the two men upon that car
riage, they are not hurt by riding 
on it, nor sha11 we be hurt when 
our carriages are drawn by it." 

,., ,¥hat is it, then?" asked 

,i\Tilly; '"'it looks like a live mon
ster, more than like a car .. 

. ? '1 nage. 
" It is only a steam-engine,' " 

replied she, "like that which 

1noves a stean1-boat, in which 
you have often been, and what 
you take for s1noke is stearn 
rising fro1n boiling water, just 
as it does from· the tea urn." 

" But that is real fire insid 
the carriage, is it not?" 

" Yes," replied she, " and 
there is real fire in the tea urn, 
in the shape of a red-hot heater; 
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fire is wanted both in the tea urn 
and in the steam-engine, to make 
the water boil, for without boil

ing water we can have no steam ; 
and. without steam we should not 

be able to get on so fast, either 
in ~ a boat, or on the rail-road." 

~'And then," said Willy, "we 
should be like the n1an and the 

pig, we should not get borne 
r , 

to-night." 
"Very true, \iVilly, you can 

understand the story of the pig 
t hat would not go' over the bridge, 
n1uch better than how a steam 

engine can n1ove a boat, or a 

train of carriages." 
Just then a little bell went 

ting-a-ring-a~ring, and his Mam-
1na told hitn it was to let 

B 3 



6 THE RAILROAD. 

then1 know that the train was 

going to set off; so the pas
sengers a11 hastened to take their 
places. The train at first set off 
rather slowly, but then it went ., 

on faster and faster, till it got to 
its full speed, and Willy thought 
that there 111 ust be horses to 
1nake it go so fast. He looked 
out of the window, but the train 

was so long he could see neither 
the beginning nor the end. I-le 
saw only the houses and trees 
and fields, looking as if they were 

. 
1nov1ng. 

" I know they do not," said 

he ; "but in the railroad, I 
th ink every thing seen1s to be 
1noving. And do, Papa, look, 
how little the cows are in that 
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field. And are those sheep? they 

see1n to be no bigger than 

lambs; - and I declare those 

houses," said he, pointing to 

the1n, "look almost like baby 

houses at the toy shop." 

" 1'hose houses are really 

srnall," replied his father, "but 

not so very small as you sup

pose; for they are large enough 

for people to live in ; €Very 

thing seen fron1 the train when 

it is n1oving fast, appears smaller 

than it rea11 y is ; but I will not 

try to explain the reason, because 

you could not understand it." 

"But, Papa," continued Willy, 

" the steam engine 111ust be 

stronger than horses, to be able 

h . '' to move t e train. 
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" lVluch stronger than on e 
horse,,'' replied he ; " the engine 
which draws this train is one per
haps of thirty-horse power,-w hich 
n1eans that it has the power or 
strength of thirty horses." 

" But I wonder that thirty 
horses should be able to draw 
so n1any carriages along, such 
large carriages too, much bigger 
than our chariot, and so n1any 
people in them." 

" They are, indeed, a great 
deal largei-," said his father; 
" for each carriage will hold 
eighteen persons." 

"But there is only roo1n for 
six in this carriage," observed 
'\iVilly. . 

" 1'rue; but this is only a part 
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of the carriage ; it looks like a 

whole carriage inside, but if you 

saw .it fro1n the outside, you 

,vould find that there were two 

others joined close to it, to make 

h 1 . " a w o e carnage. 

" I think, then," said '-Villy 

laughing, " that the whole car

riage is like a house with three 

roo1ns in it, and that we are 

riding in one of the roorns ; in

deed it is so large that it looks 

ahnost as big as a little roo1n." 

"Just so," replied his father. 

" Now, can you teH me how 

many people there are in the 

whole carriage?" 

" Yes," said Wi11y, carrying 

on the joke, "if there are three 

roon1s and six persons in each, 
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there 1nust be eighteen in the 
whole house; for three tin1es 
six n1akes eighteen in the mul ... 
tiplication table. But I should 
like to know how 1nany people 
there are in the whole train, and 
that cannot be in the multipli
cation table, I think." 

" No," said his father ; "there 
are, I believe, ten of these car
riages, and eighteen tin1es ten 
tnakes one hundred and eighty." 

" But," added he, "there are 
a great 1nany other carriages of a 
different kind belonging to this 
train; they are called the second 
and third classes, and are cheap
e r, so that the com1non people 
can afford to go in the1n. The 
second class is not so ,vell fitted 
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up as this carriage ( which is one 
of the first class), and is 111ore 
exposed to the air; and the third 
class, which is the cheapest, is 
quite open." 

" Oh, then, I should like that 
best," said Willy; "for I like 
open carriages so 111 uch, you can 
see the horses ; - oh no, not on 
the railroad," added he; "but 
then you see everything around 
you, without the trouble of look
ing out of the windows, and then 
the fresh air blows so nicely 
b t " a ou you. 

c, We will try thern before we 
get to the end of our journey," 
said his father. 

"But," asked , iVi11y, "how 
can one stemn engine be strong 
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enough to draw a11 these car

riages ; for it is not alive? I 

know that men are strong, and 

horses are stronger, · and ele

phants are stronger still, but 

they are all alive ; I never knew 

anything strong that was not 

alive; did you, Marn ma?" 

'~.Yes," replied she, laughing, 

" I once saw a little boy blown 

down by the wind; now the 

wind rn ust have been strong to 

blow down the boy, and yet it is 

not alive. Then don't you re

n1ember when you bathed in the 

sea last su1n1ner, how strong the 

waves were? you often told me 

that if the bathing won1an had 

not held yon tightly, they would 

have thrown you down." 
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" Oh yes," cried Willy, " and 
the waves are not alive; though 
they n1ove about and froth so 
rn uch, they are only sea water ; 
but I am sure they are strong, 
very strong indeed. And is there 
anything else strong that is not 
l. ? " a 1ve. 

" The steam from the steam
engi ne, which looks so light that 
yon took it for sinoke, is strong 
enough to draw this long heavy 
train. But observe, it is not 
the stearn which you see flying 
about that rnoves the train, but 
that ·which is kept close inside 
the engine and cannot get out. 
Then the carriage \vheels rolling 
on this smooth iron rail 1nove 
n1ore easily." 

C 
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"I thought," added he, '' that 
iron rails always stood upright 
as they do in the railing before 
our house. I never saw an iron 
rail lying on the ground as these 
do, unless it was broken or 
thrown down." 

" Any bar of iron," replied 
his father, " is called a rail, and 
rnay be used either upright or 
lying on the ground, or in any 
way in which it is wanted; but 
it is 111ore cornrnon1y called an 
iron bar when it is not used as 
a railing. 11 he iron bars which 
fasten the window shutters are 
not called rails." 

The train now slackened its 
pace, as it was near the station, 
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where they were to stop for pas .. 
sengers. 

This station was a very pretty 
looking building in which several 
persons were waiting the arrival 
of the train ; as soon as it stopt, 
many passengers hurried out,and 
1nany others got in. " I think it 
is like playing at puss in the 
corner," said Willy. 

" Yes," replied his mother, 
"and sometin1es a passenger is 
too late, and then he is really 
puss in the corner, for the train 
sets off without him, and he loses 
his place." 

C 2 
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THE SPOILED CHILD. 

WILLY and his parents had had 
no one in their carriage but an 
old lady, who wore a very old
fashioned black bonnet; but now 
the door was opened, and there 
came in a lady with a pretty 
looking little gir], and immedi
ately afterwards the ting-a-ring 
bell gave the signal of departure. 
" Here we are off again," cried 
VVilly, "whiz, whiz, whiz: and 
look at the pretty curling srnoke, 
oh no, the stea1n I mean, which is 
going all the way with us. Well, 
I think a railroad is very funny 
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after all, though it does fi·ighten 
you a little so1netimes." Willy 
now looked at the little girl, 
and thought she would 1nake a 
nice little companion for him ; 
but though he tried all he could 
to get acquainted with her, she 
would not say a word. He asked 
her what her name was, but her 
Marnma was obliged to answer 
for her that it was Harriet; then 
how old she was, still she was 
du111b; and her 1nother said five 
last birthday. At last Willy 
thought of another ,vay of get
ting the better of her shyness. 
A school-fellow of his had given 
hi1n a very pretty ball as a keep
sake just before he set out on his 
journey; this ball was in his 

c3 
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pocket, and he took it partly out, 
so as to ten1pt the little girl to 
look at it, and wish to see more. 

She wondered what that pretty 
looking red and ye1low round 

thing could be; it could not be 

an orange, because it was half 

red, and it could not be an apple; 
so then she srniled, as much as 
to say, Show me the whole of it. 

Willy, seeing she was pleased, 
took the ba11 quite out of his 
pocket, and asked her to catch 
it. She immediately held out a 

pretty little apron she wore to 
catch it, an<l then she threw it 
back again, and so they got quite 

well acquainted, and went on 
playing at ball for some tin1e, till 
unfortunately Harriet, who was 
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a little awkward in taking airn, 

threw the ball so that it fell into 

the old lady's lap; this made her 

gru1nble at troublesome children, 

and throwing the ball back to 

the1n, she declared that if it 

came in her way again she would 

thro,v it out of the window. The 

children took more care, but 

their spirits rose as the gan1e 

went on, the ball was tossed 

higher and higher, with less at

tention, till · in an unlucky mo

n1ent it fell plu1np on the old 

lady's high-crowned bonnet, and 

as it was only n1ade of silk, 

pushed it down, so that the bon

net was in an instant changed 

fron1 a bonnet with a re1nark

ably high crown, into a bonnet 
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which looked as if it had no 
crown at a11. This struck the 
children as so funny, that they 
both burst out laughing; it cer
tainly was ,vrong, because it 
was very rude, but the laughing 
burst out before they had time 
to think of that. However, 
their gaiety was soon at an end, 
for the old lady, ufter having had 
son1e trouble to find the ball, 
which had, as it were, hidden 
itself in the crown of her bonnet, 
kept her promise, and threw it 
out of the window. Upon this 
the little girl began to cry, and 
screa111ed out to her Ma1n1na, to 
stop the carriage in order to pick 
up the ba1l; but her 1\1.atn 111a 

told her that was irupossible, but 
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promised to buy her a ball when 

they came to the end of the 

journey ; but this was far from 

pacifying little Miss, she almost 

screamed herself hoarse, because 

her Mamma would not stop the 

carriage ; and then frowned 

rudely at the old lady for spoil

ing her gan1e at play. Willy 

looked at her with astonish-

1nent ; the very pretty little girl 

was beco1ne ugly fro1n her pas

sion. Her Man1ma, half scold

ing, half coaxing, took her on 

her lap and gave her a piece of 

barley sugar to stop her crying, 

but she sobbed so violently, that 

it almost choked her when it 

was first put into her n1outh; at 

length, quite worn out, she sunk 
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on her Mainma's bosom, and 
sobbed herself to sleep. 

The n1other made the best 

apologies she could to the old 
lady, but could not help observ
ing that it was very hard to throw 

away the children's ball. The 

old lady replied, "she had given 
them warning, so it was their 
own fault." The child's n1other 

declared that she was the best 

child in the world when not put 
in a passion, but then she really 

could not 1nanage her; she hoped 

she would outgrow it. 
" Her passions will grow 

stronger as she grows older," 

replied the lady, "if she is not 
corrected in tirne. I believe if 
you punished her instead of giv-
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ing her barley sugar, when she is 

in such a rage, it would do her 

more good. And you, rny little 

fellow, added she, speaking to 

Willy, "you did not cry, though 

it was your ball that I threw ., 

out of window. Come here, and 

I will try to 1nake you sorne 

amends." If the truth must be 

told, ,¥illy had felt the tears 

start to his eyes when he saw the 

ball fly out at the window ; it not 

only broke up the ga1ne, but it 
was his dear I-Iarry's parting 

present: however, he had learnt 

how to comnland hirnself, and 

made no co1nplaint. I-le crossed 

the carriage and went up to the 

old lady, though not without 

showing some signs of reluctance: 
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she said, " I treated you as you 
deserved by throwing away your 
ball, because it is proper that 
children should be taught how to 
behave in a public carriage to
\vards strangers. But you be
haved very ·well in not crying, or 
saying anything saucy about it. 
Now," continued she, "I have 
a pretty picture book in this 
Lag, and I will lend it you to 
look at. The book was full of 
beautifully coloured prints, with 
a few lines in verse at the bot
tom of each, so easy, that Willy 
could both read and understand 
thern. He arnused himself with 
this book extrernely, and thank
ed the lady ; indeed, he was 
nearly saying that it amused hi1n 
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better than the ball ; bnt he did 
not, because he thought that 
would not be fair towards Harry. 

The rnother of the sleeping 
child, · seeing Willy so n1uch 

pleased, observed, it was a pity 
that the lady had not thought of 
this book of pictures before; for 
it was the very thing that would 
have amused and pacified her 
little girl. 

"I should not have shown the 
book," said the old lady, "had 
the little girl been awake. I 
like to amuse children when 

they are good, but it is right 
they should be punished when 
they are naughty. I have had 
a great many children," con-

tinned she, "and a great 1nany 
D 
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grandchildren, and I never once 
rewarded then1 for crying, and 
when they found crying was of 
no use, they left it off. A child 
would much rather laugh than 
cry, when he can get nothing 
by crying. But when a child 
knows that it will get either 
the thing it cries for, or some
thing else to pacify it, like the 
piece of barley sugar, it will cry 
if it has any sense. 

Willy thought the old lady 
was rather severe ; he did not 
recollect his ownMa111rna having 
ever punished hi1n for crying; 
but then he could not reco1lect 
having cried for any thing: when 
he crj ed, it was fro111 a fall ; and 
then his Mam111a laughed at hin1, 
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if it was a fall which only fright
ened hirn ; or, if he was hurt, she 
applied s01nething to ease the 
pain, and then bade hi1n bear it 
like a 1nan, and not like a baby. 
Willy thought he should like to 
know the grandchildren of the 
old lady, they must all be so 
good ; but he wondered whether 
they were fond of their grand
rnam1na, and he ventured to ask 
her how many she had. "Why, 
I can hardly tell you," replied 
she, " I have so 1nany; and my 
1nemory is very bad, now I am 
so old, that I cannot well reckon , 
them up. But look at this pretty 
bag," said she, " it was worked 
by three of my granddaughters." 
This was the bag fro1n which 

n2 
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the picture-book had been taken; 
it was very pretty, there were 
three broad white velvet stripes 
on each side of it;, and these 
were separated by stripes of 
green velvet; the green stripes 
were plain, but on the white 
ones beautiful flowers were em
broidered; there were roses, and 
jessarnine, and jonquils, and vio
lets, and I know not how n1any 
other pretty blosso1ns, with their 
bright green leaves, and they 
looked so fresh and so gay that 
they ahnost see1ned to be alive 
and growing. 

" ,v ell, now," said the old 
lady, " each of n1y three grnnd
daughters worked one of these 
stripes, and their Mam1na had the 
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hag rnade up, with a nice handle~ 
as you see, and a pretty lock 
and key, and then they sent it 
to me on my birthday. You may 
suppose how much I was pleased, 
and what a nice letter I wrote to 
thank thern for the present; and 
now I an1 going to see thetn in 
the country, so I thought this 
was the tirne to use rny travelling 
bag, for it is 1neant for a travel
] ing bag, to keep all I want on 
the road safe and snug; so I put _ 
my purse and rny spectacles, 
and my pocket-book and hand
kerchief, and two or three books 
I was reading, into it, and yet 
the bag was not half full ; then 
I thought of a nice way of filling 
it. I took it to the bazaar, and 

D 3 
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there I bought a number of toys, 
and all sorts of things I knew 
the children would like, which 
filled it to the bri rn." 

VVi1ly stared and thought the 
cross old lady was becoming 
quite good-natured~ and he longed 
n1uch to see all the things in the 
bag. 

The lady guessed his wishes, 
and said, " As yon seen1 to be a 
careful child, I will trust the bag 
to your hands; take it to yonder 
corner of the carriage, where 
there is an e1npty seat, and you 
1nay look over the things." 

This was a treat, indeed ; antl 
I never should have finished, if 
I told you all the bag contained. 
'fhe first thing that Willy saw 
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was a dissecting puzzle, but he 

was too impatient to look at the 

other things to stop to put it 

together; besides, he was afraid 

he might drop some of the pieces, 
and that the o1d lady 1night gro\v 
cross again. 1.,he next was a box 

of paints. The different colours 

were so beautifully arranged that 
they looked very pretty, though 
they were only colours to paint 

with. Then there was a little 

palette to spread thein on, and a 

nun1ber of brushes, of different 

sorts and sizes, to paint with. 

Next carne a work-box, which 

did not please Willy so n1uch 

as the painting-box, because 

he knew nothing about needle

work; and if the truth must be 
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to1d, he did not know much 
111ore about painting; but, as 
he so111etimes daubed over with 
colours a drawing his 1\1an1ma 
111ade for him, he fancied he un
derstood son1ething about paint-. 
1ng. 

Then there was a large doll 
carefully wrapped up in silver 
paper, so nice1y dressed and 
so pretty, that he thought he 
shou1d like to play with it, as 
well as a little girl could do; but 
he was afraid of crumpling its 
dress, so he only turned it 
round, and looked at it a11 over. 
Then there was a portfolio for 
writing, fitted up with pens, ink, 
and paper, sealing wax, and in 
short every thing that cou]d be 
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wanted for writing,. This, he 

guessed, was for a little boy, for 

though a little girl can write as 

well as a little boy, she does not 

,vrite so 1nuch, having needle

work and other things to do, 

that do not belong to little 
boys. 

When Willy had finished the 

exa1nination of the bag, and 
put all the things back in their 

places, he returned it to the 

lady, and .thanked hex~ 



34 

THE TUNNEL. 

, ,V1LLY was lying at his ease 
and resting himself after having 
done so 1nuch business, when 
he suddenly heard a loud and 
harsh sound which frightened 
him ; he crept close to his 
Marnma, saying he had never 
heard such a horrid screeching 
noise in his life. 

"It is only a signal for sorne
thing," said she, "but for what, 
I cannot tell." 

" I dare say it comes fro1n 
that terrible fire carriage," said 
,¥illy. 
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" It does," replied his father, 
"a little stea1n is let out through 
a very small hole, and the diffi
culty the steam has to force its 
way through the hole 1nakes 
this disagreeable whistle." 

" You complain of my little 
whistle so1netin1 es, Mam1na," 
said ,¥illy, "but I a1n sure it 
does not make half so disagree
able a noise as this." 

Very soon after, to the great 
astonishrnent of Willy, it becarne 
suddenly dark, so dark that he 
could hardly see his Papa 01· 

his l\/lamma, though the sun 
had shone brightly a 1ninute 
before. I-le laid hold of his 
n1other's hand, and asked what 
was the matter. 
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"Nothing, n1y dear," said she,
"we are only going through a 

1 ')tun ne ·. 
" A tunnel? what's that?" 
"It is a long hole made in 

the ground through a hill) that 
the train may go straight through 
the hill instead of going over it, 
for it is not easy for trains to go 
up and down hill." 

" Then it n1ust be a very long 
hole indeed ! When shall we get 
through it, and see day-light 

. ? " again . 
I . '' " n a nunute or two, re-

plied she ; " and this, no doubt~ 
\¥as the reason the whistle gave 
a signal, to warn any one, who 
1night chance to be in the tunnel 
to get out of the way before the 
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train went in. And this noise, 

disagreeable as it is, makes an 
excellent signal, it is heard at so 
great a distance ; and it is so 
unlike all other sounds that it 

b . 1 " can never e m 1sta .<en. 
" And how can they rnake 

such a long ho]e, and so large 
too! big enough for the train to 
pass through ? " 

"They begin," said his father, 

"by digging into the hill at both 
ends, the end at which we can1e 
in, and the end at which we 
shall soon go out, and they carry 
away the earth in wheelbarrows 
as they go on." 

",iVhat a quantity of ground 

there must be to wheel away ! " 

E 
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said Willy; "and are we very low 
under ground now? " 

"We have not gone down," 
replied his father ; '' but then 
the hill is high above our 
heads, n1uch higher than a 
l " 1ouse. 

" Oh dear! '' cried Willy, 
"if the hill were to fall upon us, 
would it not crush us to death?'' 

" Certainly it would, but there 
is no danger of that. Were you 
ever afraid that the ceiling of a 
room would fall down, and kill 

? " you. 
"Oh no," said Willy, laughing, 

" I never thought of such a 
thing." 

"Because it never happens," 
said his father; " nor does it 
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happen to a hill to fall down 

into a tunnel. Builders, who 

understand how to build houses, 

and engineers, who know how 

to make tunnels, take care to 

construct thern in such a manner 
that they shall not fall." 

'' I think, Marnma," said 
Willy, "that we are getting 

near the end of the tunnel, for 

I see a little light." 
" That glimmering of light," 

said his father, "comes from a 

hole which has been n1ade from 

the top of the hill, and is called 

a shaft. When a tunnel is very 

long, it is so difficult to get rid of 

the earth that it is found easier 

to take it away from the 1niddle 
. E 2 
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part of the tunnel, by pulling 
it up through a shaft, or well." 

"Then," said Willy, "they 
dig a shaft just as they dig 
a well, I suppose, only they 
bring up baskets full of earth 
instead of water. I re1nember 
seeing the well dug in our gar-
cl " en. . 

"Then you must have ob-
served, that when they first began 
to dig the well they brought up 
earth ; it was not till they had 
dug down to a spring of water 
that they brought up water." 

" These shafts have also the 
advantage of letting light and 
air into the tunnel." 

"It is but very little," replied 
VVilly, "for I cou1d hardly have 
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seen you and Ma1nma, if it had 

not been for the little lamp at 

the top of the carriage." 

''Now, Willy/' said his 1nother, 

"I think you will soon see us by 

daylight, for we are coming to 

the end of the tunnel. Mind that 

you look at the sides of the 

tunnel before we leave it." 

The daylight increased every 

instant, and Willy saw that the 

sides of the tunnel as well as the 

arch overhead were built of bricks. 

'' Just like the brick walls of 

a house," said he ; " if I had 

known that, I shoul<l not have 

been afraid of the hill falling 

upon us and crushing us . . I 

thought the tunnel was only a 

hole 1nade through the ground." 

E 3 
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'6 In son1e places," said his 
father, "that is really the case; 
but then it is where the ground 
is made of hard rock, so that it 
is as strong and even stronger 
than a brick wall.,, 

"It is like building a house 
of stone, like our country house, 
instead of bricks, like our house 
. L d " 111 on on. 

" Yes," replied his father, 
"only the stone walls of a tunnel 
are not built, they are there all 
ready made ; you have only to 
cut a road through the1n." 

"I-low. hard it rnust be to dig 
through the solid rock! they can
not do it with a spade, can they?" 

"No; s01neti1nes they work 
with a pickaxe, and sometirnes 
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they blow up pieces of the rock 

with gunpowder; but that you 

are too young to understand." 

Just then the train carne out 

of the tunnel, and WiJly was 

quite delighted to see daylight 

once 1nore. He now began to 

feel very hungry, and inquired 

of his Ma1nma when he should 

dine? 
" We shall very soon arrive at 

a station," replied she, " where 

the train -will stop for ten 1ni

nutes, and as I do not think 

you can eat your dinner in so 

0 .. 1ort a titne, I believe that you 

1nust dine with us when we reach 

Derby; you rnay eat a luncheon 

at the station, and then you will 

be able to wait for a late dinner." 
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To dine in the dining-roon1 
with Papa and Main tna was a 
treat "\iVill y had never yet known, 
and he could not help ju1nping 
about for joy; then reco1lecting 
the old lady, he stopped sud
denly, fearful of disturbing her; 
but she observed his forbear
ance, and said, "Jump on, my 
lad, in your own corner; I like to 
see children happy when they 
are good." But if Willy had not 
disturbed the old lady, he had 
awakened the young one, and 
she awoke in very bad humour ; 
her eyes were so swelled with 
crying, that Willy scarcely knew 
her again, and thought she looked 
ugly ratb er than pretty. She 
too was hnngry, and said the car-
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riage must turn about and go 

home to have dinner; her 1nother 

pron1ised she should have her 

dinner very soon, the first ti1ne 

they stopped; so then Harriet 

1nade up her mind to grumble 

and whine until that time ar

rived. Willy looked at her, and 

thought what a sad thing it was 

to be a spoiled child. 
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OLD AND YOUNGs 

THE train now arrived at the 
,,V olverton station, where most 
of the passengers alighted to take 
so1ne refreshment. There was a 
large room, and tables covered 
with good things for trave1lers 
to eat. Willy would have filled 
his pockets with sweet cakes and 
fruit ; but his mother knew that 
would not be good for him, 
so she allowed him to take 
a large bun, and then gave 
hi1n so1ne sandwiches. He had 
hardly finished eating then1, 
when the little bell was heard 
ting-a-ring-a-ring ; and every 
body understood what it 1neant. 
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" It seems to say," cried Willy, 

"con1e away, ladies, come away, 

gent]emen, from all those nice 

things, or you will lose your 

places ; we are going to set off." 

A great bustle there was, to be 

sure, with the crowd of people 

who were pushing their way out 

of the roo1n door, and then hur

rying to their carriages. 
When Willy and his Papa got 

in to their carriage, they found 

neither the old lady nor the spoiled 

child and her 1nother, but some 

gentlemen had taken theirplaces. 

And in another minute the train 

began to move. 
" Oh dear ! " cried Willy, 

"they will be left behind; what 

will they do ? " 
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'' They have no doubt come to 
the end of their journey, and 
are gone to the town, in which 
they live, jn one of those little 
carriages called Ries." 

"Flies, Papa," repeated V\7 illy, 
"why are they ca1led flies? for 
they are not a bit like one." 

" The carriage js not Eke the 
shape of a fly," said his father; 
"but it is like one by the quickness 
of its motion. Flying is quicker 
than trotting or galloping, and 
these carriages are called flies 
because they go so fast. They 
were a11 glad to have got riq. of 
the spoiled child. Their new 
fellow travellers talked a1nong 
themselves, and Willy and his 
parents did so too. WiJly felt 
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very grateful to the ol<l lady for 

all she had shown him ; " yet 
still, Mamrna," said he, "it was 
rather hard,I think, to throw my 
ball out of the window ; for we 
did not hit her bonnet on pur
pose. And then, as for laughing, 
to be sure that was very wrong; 
but it was so funny, how could 
we help it? " 

" Do you think, if the sa1ne 
thing were to happen again, you 
wonl<l laugh ? " 

" Oh no, certainly, I should be 
1nore careful now that I know 1 
should lose my ball." 

" The old lady gave you warn
ing; and you see that the lesson 
has not been lost." 

F 
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" But I am sure you would 
not have done so, Ma1n1na, if 
you had been the o]d lady." 

" We ought, 111 y dear, to make 
so111e a1Iowance for the infirmi
ties of old people, which often 
1nake then1 peevish and irri
table." 

" \Vhat are infinnities, Man1-
1na?" asked Willy. 

" Old people can neither see 
nor hear so well a8 young ones, 
because their eyes and their ears 
become worn out." 

"Yes," said Willy, "the old 
lady was obliged to put on her 
spectacles when she read in her 
book; and she made 1ne repeat 
what I said often, because she 
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could not hear me till I spoke 

louder." 
"That," continued his mother, 

"is owing to her eyes and her 

ears being a good deal ,vorn out; 

and that is the case, I dare say, 

also, with her limbs ; her legs 

begin to feel that her body is 

a great weight to carry about; and 

she cannot run, nor even walk so 

quickly as you can. Then often 

old people cannot sleep at night, 

which makes the1n tired in the 

day time; all these con1plaints, 

though not exactly illnesses, are 

called infirmities, and are very 

weariso1ne to bear ; it is there

fore the duty of the young to 

do al] in their power to n1ake 

F 2 
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the old as co1nfortab1e as they 
can, and to put up with a little 
fretfulness and ill temper on 
their part, without being angry." 

"Oh, poor lady ! " exclaimed 
Willy; "well, when I rneet with 
a cross old man or woman, I will 
think of those infirmities you 
have been telling n1e of. I am 
sure if I had known about them, 
I should never have laughed at 
the old lady when she looked so 
funny with the ball stuck in her 
bonnet." 

" 'That's right, 1ny dear," said 
his mother ; " and on the other 
hand, I think the old lady 1night 
have had a little more indul
gence for the weakness of chil~ 
dren- for children," continued 
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she, "have their infirmities as 

well as old people." 

"Why what, Mam ma?" cried 

Willy, with surprise; "I am sure 

I can run and walk, ay, and skip 

and jump as well as any body, 

and see and hear too." 

'~ The jnfirrnities of childhood 

are not in general of the same 

nature as those of old age; and 

yet there is often a great rese1n-

blance between the two. A 

child is feeble, because it has 

not grown up to its strength ; an 

old person is feeble, because she 

has lost strength. Little Sophy 

is often obliged to be carried in 

her nurse's arn1s, because she is 

tired of walking; Grandn1a1n1na 

can only walk a little way either, 

F 3 
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and wants a stick to support her. 
Sophy suffers from tooth-ache, 
because she is cutting her teeth, 
which 111 eans that her teeth are 
growing; Grandn1arnma has the 
tooth-ache, because her teeth arc 
grown old and decayed. Sophy 
is fed with pap and soft food, 
because she has no teeth to 
chew with ; and Grandrnatn ma 
is obliged to rnince her meat, 
because the few teeth she has 
are too rnuch worn out to be 
able to chew meat." 

"We11," s,1,id Willy, " I never 
should have thought Sophy an<l 
Grandtnam1na had been so 1nuch 
alike! I a1n sure thev do not ]ook ., 
alike at aU, Man1 n1a." 
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" No; in looks, youth has all 

the advantage." 

They now passed a luggage 

train which was stopping at one 

of the stations, and Willy was 

very much am used with seeing 

the number of cattle, and sheep, 

and pigs that were closely lodged 

in the waggons. " I think those 

poor creatures are too crowded 

to be comfortable," observed he; 

" I dare say they would like 

better travelling on foot, as the 

flocks of sheep often do." 

" I doubt it," said his Mother, 

" for all along the road the dogs 

and 1nen are ·worrying then1 to 

keep the1n together, and then 

they are sadly tired before the 
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day is over: don't you think you 
would be tired? " 

"Oh, that I am sure I should, 
but then I have only two legs 
to walk on, and they have four; 
so it 1nust be n1uch easier for 
them. I wish old people had 
four legs," continued he, "then 
they would not feel the weight 
of their bodies so great : I 
know a poor old 1nan who 
rnakes hin1self two legs of wood 
besides his own live legs, and 
that is old Carter, who walks on 
crutches ; and then Grand
mam1na has three legs, when 
she walks with a stick." 
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THE THIRD CLASS CARRIAGES, OR 

THE MARKET GIRL. 

WILLY's Papa told him that 

as he had been so long travel

ling in the coach which was a 

close carriage, he would take 

hin1 to another part of the train 

where the carriages were open, 

as he had promised to do. 

Willy was much pleased at 

this, and when the train stopped 

at a station, they got out, and 

·walked to another part of it. 

He saw nothing like the open 

carriages he had been used 
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to; there was neither phaeton, 
nor gig, nor caleche ; there 
were, it is true, a number of 
i1nmensely large carts full of 
people carrying baskets, and 
they sat down on plain wooden 
seats in long rows. Wi1ly with 
his Papa and Mamma s·at next to 
a rosy-cheeked young woman, 
who had a large basket of live 
fowls, and a smaller one of eggs 
and butter. 

" I am sure you could not carry 
those heavy baskets?" said Willy. 

"No, that I could not in
deed," replied the young wo
man ; "I a1n obliged to get 
some one to help n1e to take 
them from the station to market, 
or else pay the omnibus for 
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doing so. But before ,ve had a 

railroad, I did not go so far as 

Derby ; I sold my things at I{eg

worth, and I could get no price 

for fowls there; so I only took 

butter and eggs to market." 

Willy had already made an 

acquaintance with the fowls in 

the basket, the young wo1nan 

having placed it under his feet 

as a footstool, for his little legs 

were too short to reach the 

ground. Now Willy having a 

piece of the bun in his hand, the 

re1nains of the luncheon, which 

he was only nibbling because he 

was no longer hungry, some of 

the crumbs fell into the basket 

and were greedily picked up by 

the chickens ; and finding it 
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very good, they tried to put 
their beaks between the twigs 
of the wicker to catch some 
more. VVilly, seeing this, every 
now and then fed them ; but 
there was one old hen who, 
being stronger than the chick
ens, pushed them away, in order 
to get all the crumbs for herself. 
"No, no," said Willy, "get 
away, and let the chickens have 
their share." I--Iowever, the hen 
at last contrived to thrust her 
head through the bars of the 
basket, but there she was caught, 
for she could not get it back 
again. This made Willy laugh. 
" It serves you right," said he, 
" I an1 sure you cannot swallow 
anything now you are caught in 
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a trap ;" but when he saw that 

the hen was really choking in 

struggling to get her head free, 

he was sorry for her, and the 

young won1an opened the bas

ket, and got the head of the 

hen back again, but she was a 

good deal hurt, and lay at the 

bottom of the basket very sulky. 

" She is well punished for 

her greediness," said the girl, 

"but she will have time to come 

round again before I get to rnar

ket, or else I should not be able 

to sell her; folks would fancy 

there was something the 1natter 

with her, an<l I ·want to get a 

good price for my fowls, that I 

may have son1ething more than 

111 y 1nother reckons on : and then 

G 
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I shall be able to spend that in 
tea and sugar ; for tea, she says, 
co1nforts her 1nore than any 
h . " t 1ng. 

"Is anything the 1natter with 
your 1nother," asked Willy, "that 
she wan ts to be co1nforted? " 

" Oh dear, she is blind," said 
the girl, "and I an1 sure that's 
uncon1fortable enough. Stone 
blind ! and yet she is not an olcl 
woman neither, but she has got 
what the doctors call a cataract, 
and they say it can be cured, but 
that the time is not yet co1ne to 
cure it; but when it does, we are 
to take her to Derby to the 
hospital, and there the doctors 
will do something to her eyes. 
Ob, I don't like to think of it," 
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said she, shuddering, "but then 

they say she will see again, ju st 

as she did years ago." 

" You need not be afraid of 

the operation for your mother," 

said Willy's mother; "I assure 

you it is not painful." 

"Why, sure you have not had 
. d M ' ? " 1t one . to your eyes, a am . 

" No ; but I know frorn those 

who have: it is called couching, 

and if the eyes are carefully 

bound up afterwards till they 

get strong, she _ may see as well 

as ever. " 
"But," said Willy, " I sup

pose you will stay with her at 

the hospital to take care of her." 

"No ; I shall not be able," 

replied the 111arket girl, "I must 
Gi 
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stay at hoine to take care of 
the house, and of my younger 
brother and sister, Johnny and 
Betsey, who go to school." 

"Then," asked Willy," does no 
body stay with your poor blind 
mother when you go to market?" 

"It's lucky enough that one 
of the 1narket davs is of a Sa-o/ 

turday, when there is a holiday 
at school, and on Thursdays, 
that's to-day, the little gir] stays 
at hon1e on purpose to attend 
to mother. Then, as for the 
hospital, she will want for no 
care there, for we have a grand
mother living at Derby, and 
though she is old, she 1nakes as 
good a nurse as any one; and 
she will be sure to take care 
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of her own daughter. Besides, 

there are plenty of doctors and 

nurses at the hospital," said she. 

" Oh, Derby's a famous place 

for poor folks ; I suppose you 

know all about the fine gardens 

Mr. Joseph Strutt has made for 

the people to walk about and 

amuse the1nselves in ?" 

"No, indeed," replied Willy's 

1nother; "we do not know Mr. 

Joseph Strutt." 

" Not know him ! " cried the 

girl, lifting up her hands with 

astonishment, "I thought every 

body knew Mr. Joseph Strutt. 

,iV ell, you are going to Derby, 

where he lives; so pray go and 

see him and his house full of 

curiosities." 
G3 
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" But as we are not acquainted 
with hi1n, we cannot take the 
liberty of going to his house, or 
walking in his gardens." 

" Oh, but you n1ay ," said the 
gir], "house and gardens are 
open to everybody, gentle or 
siinple ; but the gardens, I assure 
vou," added she, with a look of .I 

self-satisfaction, " were rnade for 
the poor more than for the rich ; 
you rich people have gardens 
of your own, but you may come 
and see the Arboreturn, that is 
its natne, and welcome, and then 
I am sure you will say that none 
of the gardens of the rich can 
co1npare with this. i\ nd if you 
chance to meet 1Vlr. Joseph 
Strutt there, it will do your 
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heart good even to look at hi111 ; 

he is so gentle and so kind, 

and from his looks you might 

think that instead of doing good 

to all the people about him, they 

were doing good to him." 

" Oh, do let us go and see 

hitn," said Wi11y, "and all his 

curiosities and the gardens too." 

His father said they would try 

to get introduced to hin1, for he 

liked to see good people, ex

tremely. When they reached 

Derby, they took leave of the 

market girl. Willy helped her 

to lift the basket of chickens, 

and he bid them good by, too ; 

and he was very sorry to think 

he should see her no rnore. "I 

should have liked to have seen 
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her little brother and sister, 
" .d h too, sa1 e. 

" I am afraid you haYe not 
111uch chance of that," said his 
111other; "but who can teH ?" 
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THE INN. 

IN the mean time they went 

to an inn at Derby. \iVilly had 

never been at an inn, and knew 

not what it n1eant. He sup

posed i( was the house of one 

of his father's friends, to w horn 

they were to pay a visit. The 

Jandlady was extre1nely civil, 

and asked them what they would 

like to have for dinner. She 

said she had a nice young chick

en and son1e green peas, and a 

gooseberry tart, with a custard, 

which she thought would please 

little master. Willy replied, 
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" Oh, yes, that it will, thank 
you, Ma'a111 ;" and when she 
went away, he asked why she 
did not sit down and stay with 
Ma1111na? 

" She is not a friend of ,nine," 
replied his 1nother, " I never 
saw her before." 

"Then why do you cotne to 
her house, if you don't know 
her, lVIa111111a? You said you 
could not go to Mr. Strutt's, be
cause you did not know hin1." 

His 1nother then explained to 
hi111, that this landlady kept a 
large house called an inn, or 
hotel, on purpose to receive 
trave1lers, and then 111ade a bill, 
and that they paid her for all 
they ate or drank, and for the 
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use of the roo1n they sat in, 

and the bed rooms they slept 

in. " This house," said she, 

"cost her a great deal of money, 

and she has besides to pay for 

all we eat and drink." 

" Oh yes," said Willy, "the 

nice dinner we are going to have 

1n ust cost her a great deal of 

money, and she would not have 

enough if we did not pay her." 

"So you see, Willy, she takes 

1noney out of her pocket to 

spend for us, and ·we put rnoney 

into her pocket to pay her back 
. '' again. 
Willy was thoughtful for a 

1ninute or two, and then asked 

his MammF.l whether she paid 
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the landlady just as rn uch n1oney 
as she spent for her? 

" Her bill cornes to a little 
more," said his mother, " for if 
I paid her only just what she 
spent for us, she would gain 
nothing by ns." 

" But she would not lose 
either," said Wi11y; "if she 
spent a sovereign for us, and 
you paid her a sovereign, she 
would neither gain nor Jose." 

"I an1 glad to find you under
stand accounts so well," said his 
mother. '' But you rnust know 
that this landlady keeps an inn 
on purpose to gain money ; she 
wants rnoney to pay for all she 
and her children eat and drink, 
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and for their c1othing and their 

schooling, and I know not how 

rnany things besides; now all 

that I pay her rnore than she 

spends for 1ne she puts i.n her 

pocket, and keeps to spend for 

her own family." 

"And does everybody who 

comes to the inn," asked Wi11 y, 

"pay her a little n1ore?" 

Y . 1 " " es, certain y. 
'' 'fhen all the little n1ores 

n1ust 1nake a great <lea]," ob

served VVilly. "Oh; how nicely 

that is contrived ! We get good 

dinners and beds, and a11 we 

want, when we go to the inn, and 

the landlady gets the rnoney she 

wants to spend for her family ; 
H 
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so everybody gets s01nething 
d " goo . 

He then ran about, examin
ing aH the furniture, which was 
new to him : he adtnired the 
flowers on the carpet, and 
was amused with the spring 
blinds, and the round dumb 
waiters, laughing heartily when 
he was told that they were 
ca1led du1nb · waiters because 
they cou]d not speak; and when 
dinner came he got one placed 
beside him, and then whisper
ing to his Marrnna, begged she 
would send away the live speak
ina waiter, and n1ake use of the ;::, 

dumb one. So the knives and 
forks and plates were placed 



THE INN. 75 

on the du1nb waiter, and then 

Willy, who had heard his father 

and mother ask the waiter for a 

knife or a plate, said in joke, 

"Corne, waiter, bring me a plate," 

and then added, " rfhe waiter is 

deaf as well as dumb, and be

sides that, he cannot 1nove." 

"Oh yes, he can," said his 

Marn ma ; " at least, if he cannot 

walk, he can run, for the du1nb 

. '' d l waiter runs on castors; an s 1e 

pushed it towards Willy. 

" Oh, but I n1ean it cannot 

rnove of itself, like an anin1al; 

then it cannot feel, but I a1n 

sure it can 1nake other people 

feel, for when you pushed it, it 

gave n1e a good blow upon the 

shoulder." 
H2 
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Willy was to sleep in a little 
bed in his 1Vlan1.ma's roon1.: that 
was a great pleasure, and the 
new bed was another treat. 
Then everything was new to 
hirn in the room, and it was a 
long ti1ne before he could go to 
sleep, so 1n uch was he taken up 
with the hangings of the becl, 
which, instead of being plaited 
full like the flounce of a gown, 
were drawn up in festoons and 
bordered by a fringe ; then it 
was red damask, not white, like 
his own little bed at home ; and 
the paper, instead of having 
green and white stripes like that 
of his nursery, was covered all 
over with flowers, which seemed 
to hi1n 1nuch prettier, and there 
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was an odd sort of wash-hand

stand which stood like a naughty 

boy in the corner; but one after 

another all these things seemed 

to fade away, he saw nothing 

distinctly, and at last he fell 

asleep. 
The next 1norning, while they 

were at breakfast, the landlady 

came again, and said she hoped 

they liked their breakfast, that 

the eggs were quite fresh, for 

her little daughter had brought 

them in fron1 the hen-house that 
. 

1norn1ng. 
Willy could not help looking 

at the landlady's pockets, to see 

if they were big enough to hold 

all the money that was paid her, 

but he saw nothing but a bunch 

H3 
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of keys hanging by her side ; 
then he thought so n1uch money 
would be too heavy for her to 
carry about, 'so I dare say she 
keeps it in a lock-up drawer, as 
Ma111 ma does, and that the keys on 
that bunch lock up the drawer;' 
however, he said nothing. Then, 
he thought, this little girl she 
talks about is one of those she 
buys clothes and food for with 
the money that is paid her. ' I 
wish I could see her.' After 
breakfast his lVIa1111na told him 
he might go and play in the 
p-arden of the inn, if he would 0 

not n1eddle with any thing. It 
was a pretty garden, with a great 
deal of ripe fruit and n1any gay 
flowers in it; but what pleased 
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hitn rnost was the sight of a little 

girl gathering gooseberries in a 

stnall basket; he asked her whe

ther she was the little girl who 

had brought in the eggs that 

1norning, and when she said that 

she was, they soon got acquainted. 

Willy asked her whether she 

,vould let him help her. " That 

I will," said Anna (for that was 

her na1ne ), "if you will not 

eat any of the fruit; can you be 

trusted ? " 
"To be sure," answered V\Tilly, 

a little offended that he should 

not be thought trustworthy ; 

"why I am very nearly as old 

as you are, and have as good 

a right to be trusted." 
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" Ay, that you 1nay be," said 
Anna, "but I have known boys 
a great deal older than you are 
come and steal apples in our or
chard, and only call it fun. But 
stealing can't be fun any ,vay, 
I'rn sure. Now, Man1ma knows 
n1e and trusts 1ne; but I don't 
know you, so I don't know whe
ther I ought to trust you; how
ever, if you proinise not to eat 
any of the fruit you gather, I 

·11 " \<VI • 

This was agreed upon, and 
Willy gathered the gooseberries 
so fast that the basket was soon 
fu1l; but when Anna came 
to examine thern, she found a 
great 1nany of them were not 
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ripe. " Look here," said she, 

'
1 here is one, and another, and 

another, quite green !" 

" VVhy they are all green,'' 

cried Willy, " they are not red, 

but green gooseberries." 

6' Yes, but when green goose

berries are ripe they are soft, 

and look rather yellowish, like 

these," said she, showing him 

s01ne ripe ones : " well, I a1n 

afraid I sha11 be scolded !" 

vVi1Iy felt very sorry, and said, 

"But I will tell your Marnma 

that it was I who gathered the1n, 

and then she will 8cold n1e, and 

11ot you." 

" Yes," said Anna, " she will 

scold rn e for letting you gather 

fruit when yon did not know 
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which were ripe and which un-
. '' ripe. 

The two children looked ra
ther dis111al, till at length a 
bright thought struck Anna. "I 
ren1en1ber," said she, "Mamn1a 
told me to gather some unripe 
green gooseberries, if I could 
find any, to make s01ne goose
berry fool; now perhaps we 111ay 
just find enough in the basket 
if we pick the1n out;" so they 
emptied the gooseberries into 
a large leaf, and picked out all 
those which were unripe; and 
\Villy learnt to distinguish a ripe 
from an unripe gooseberry, and 
he said, " I shall never for get it; 
I was so 111uch vexed for fear · of 
getting you scolded." 
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" But take care," said Anna, 

'' if you pinch them so hard to 

feel if they are ripe, you will 

hurt the gooseberries." 

"Hurt them," said Wi11y, 

smiling, "why they cannot feel." 

" Well," said Anna, "I 1nean 

spoil them;" and just as she 

said so Willy showed her a beau= 

tiful large gooseberry, which he 

held between the tips of his fin

gers, saying, " I atn sure I need 

not pinch this to know whether 

it is ripe, it is so large and yel

low, and looks as if you could 

h 1 . '' see t roug 1 1t. 

"But take care," said Anna, 

"you do not let it fall by hold

ing it so slightly, for it is so ripe 

that if it fell on the ground I 
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dare say it would burst, the skin 
is so thin." 

So Wi1ly grasped it tighter 
between his fingers to prevent 
it from falling, but he did not 
consider that if he squeezed it 
tight the skin rnight break; and 
so it happened; his finger and 
thumb met together in the 1nid
dle of the gooseberry al 1 wet 
and sticky! 

"Well, now you 1nay as ·well 
eat it," said Anna, " for no use 
can be made of it." But Willy 
was so n1uch vex·ed, that he had 
no ·wish to eat the gooseberry ; 
he felt angry with himself for 
being so awkward, and fearful 
that he should get Anna into 
trouble. f-Iowever, he just 
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sucked his fingers to get rid of 

the wet, and he could not help 

thinking ·what a pity so fine a 

gooseberry should be lost, the 

juice tasted so very nice. 

Anna, who saw how really 

sorry he was, now tried to con

sole hin1, and laughed at the loss 

of one gooseberry; she then 

covered the basket over nicely 

with leaves, and took out an

other, and, wishing to put Willy 

into good spirits again, said, 

"This is to be filled with cher

ries, and now you may help n1e 

better still, for you can easily 

cli1nb up this low tree and ga

ther the cherries which I cannot 

reach from the ground." Willy 

knew how to climb, and Anna 

I 
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held her apron spread out, and 
stood right under Willy that he 
rnight throw the bunches of 
cherries into it. The cherries 
being all ripe, Willy had not 
the trouble of examining them; 
and, delighted with scrambling 
from one branch of the tree to 
another, he was soon as merry as 
ever. ,¥illy had not even wished 
to eat a gooseberry ; he was so 
anxious to prove to Anna that 
he could be trusted, that he 
thought of nothing else; but 
now these cherries looked so 
p1urnp and so red, that he longed 
to taste then1, and he was begin
ning to forget the affront he had 
received from Anna; but he did 
not gi,Te way to the te1nptation, 
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for he had learnt to co1ntnand 
himself; but he hung two of 
the cherries over each of his 
ears, calling them ear-rings, an<l 
threw down some very fine ones 
for Anna to put on her ears, 
saying, " That is not eating the 
cherries, you know," and they 
laughed heartily at each other's 
fine ear-rings. Who should 
come into the garden just then 
but their two Marntnas, and the 
landlady gave them leave to 
eat s01ne of the cherries they 
had gathered. Oh, how glad they 
were, the cherries were so sweet 
and nice, and they had longed 
for them so 1nuch ! 

They then all went to the 
strawberry bed, and Willy was 

I 2 
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obliged to take care that what 
lie gathered was ripe, for the 
strawberries which looked quite 
red on one side were often w bite 
on the other. " I wonder both 
sides don't ripen at the sa1ne 
tirne," said he. 

"Why, it is the sun ripens 
them," answered Anna, "and 
there is only one sun to shine 
on one side of the strawberries." 

"Yes," said Willy; "but 
though there is only one sun, it 
moves about, and shines on one 
side of the strawberries in the 
1norning, and on the other side 
jn the afternoon, so they 1night 
be both ripe together." 

" So they will, in ti1ne," said 
·Anna; "but the sun cannot get 
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at them under these leaves, 

either rnorning or afternoon." 

"I think," said Willy, joking

ly, "that these strawberries are 

cunning little things, and hide 

thernselves as rn uch as they can 

under the leaves for fear of being 

gathered; for if I lift up a leaf~ 

I always find a strawberry un

derneath." 
" Let then1 stay there till both 

sides are ripe," said Anna, "and 

that they will be in a few days 

if you leave them alone, for they 

don't want n1uch sun. Straw

berries want more water than 

heat." 
" What a deal you know about 

fruit and gardens," said Willy. 

I 3 
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" T'hat is because I live in the 
country, and an1 used to gar-
d . '' en1ng. 

" ·well," observed Willy, " it 
is like resting to pick straw
berries after gathering cherries. 
I declare n1.y neck quite ached 
with looking up to the cherries, 
and now I have nothing but 
looking down for the straw-
b . '' ernes. 
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THE ARBORETUM. 

W1LLY was now called away 
to acco1npany his parents to .lVIr. 
Joseph Strutt's. He received 
then1 with kindness, and Wil]y 
thought hi1n very good-natured, 
for he took hin1 over all the 
rooms and showed a11 his cu
riosities. There were birds 
stuffed, and shells and paint
ings; in a word~ so many things, 
and they filled so 1nany rooms, 
that Mr. J. Strutt had scarcely 
any roo1n left for hi1n.self. 1,hey 
then begged that he would show 
his celebrated garden. 

"It is not 1ny garden," said 
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he, '' I have given it away to 
the good people of this town, 
but I will go and show it you 
with pleasure; but let us go in 
the evening, the weather will be 
cooler, and you will see a greater 
11u1nber of people walking." 

1"his was agreed upon, and in 
the evening Mr. J. Strutt ca1led 
upon them at the inn, and ac
coinpanied the1n to the Arbore
tuin. ,iVhen they can1e to the 
gate, Willy thought it looked 
n1ore like a park than a garden 
gate. There were a number of 
people walking about, and when 
they met .lVIr. J. Strutt, you could 
tell by their countenances that 
they knew hin.1, they looked so 
rn uch pleased, and so respectful, 
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but they did not bow or courtesy 

to hi1n~ because they knew that 

he did not like to be publicly 

noticed. He had told the1n, 

once for all, 'If you make a fuss 

about me I shall think 1nyself 

troublesome, and shall not walk 

in your garden so often as if you 

let me alone, and take no more 

notice of me than of any other 

person.' As they were walking 

. about, Willy observed a family 

passing by, one of who1n was a 

blind woman ; this put hi1n in 

mind of the market girl's 1no

ther; then there was a little boy 

and girl with her, who might be 

about the age of her youngest 

children, and an old woman, 

who might be their grandmother. 
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But there was no market girl 
with thern, and ,villy thought 
it could not be the1n, they lived 
so far off. Son1e ti1ne after
wards they passed by again, and 
then a young won1an had joined , 
them, but she was so much bet
ter dressed that Willy thought 
it could not be her. However, 
he peeped under her close straw 
bonnet, and found that it really 
'1vas his old frien-d, and he cried 
out, " Oh ! Ma1n1na, there they 
are, all of the1n ;" then, taking 
hold of the rnarket girl by the 
hand, he said, " Don't you know 

? " 1ne . 

" Oh ! how do you do? I am 
very glad to see you," said she; 
"I thought I should meet you 
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here." Then, seeing Mr. Strutt, 

she added," How lucky you are! 

there is Mr. Joseph Strutt him

self giving his arm to your 

lVIa1nma. So, then, you have 

made his acquaintance. 

" But," added she, "I rnust 

make you acquainted with 111y 

little brother and sister too. 

" Did not I tell you," said she, 

addressing them, "that I met 

with a nice little boy on the 

railroad yesterday; well, this is 

1 " 1e. 
1,he children were at first 

very shy, and only answered 

yes. Then Willy and his pa

rents n1a<le acquaintance · with 

the poor blind won1an and her 
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old n1other, ·who1n the children 
called Granny. 

Willy's Ma1nma ta1ked a 
good deal to these two women, 
and told Mr. J. Strutt all about 
then1. 

" Is Mr. Joseph Strutt here?" 
asked the blind wo1nan. " Oh, 
i fl cou1d but see hi1n ! Betsy," 
whispered she to her little 
daughter, 'b lead n1e towards 
hin1, that I 1nay hear hitn 
speak." Mr. J. Strutt, who ·was 
nearer to her than she thought, 
took her by the hand, saying, 
"With God's blessing you shall 
see me one of these days, when 
your eyes are cured ; and I shall 
go and see you when you come 
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to our hospital, and I shall take 
care that you are con1fortable." 

Willy then went to play on 
the grass with the two children, 
and when they were tired they 
sat down on a soft smooth bank 
under the shade of some spread
ing trees, which ·was very plea
sant, for they had rnade then1-
selves hot with running to catch 
each other. Then "\¥illy asked 
thern how thev came to be here, 

o/ 

when they Jived so far off? 
" Oh ! it's by the railroad," 

said Johnny: "you 1nust know 
that every Sunday that Father 
can make a holiday, he takes us 
all to see Granny, who lives at 
Derby. Did not Martha tell 
yon yesterday that we were to 

K 
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come to-day ? for though it is 
not Sunday, we are corne, be
cause Father had some business 
to do at Derby." 

" She did not tell 1ne," said 
Willy, "for I thought I never 
should see you in all my life, 
and I wanted sadly to see you, 
because your sister Martha told 
1ne so rnuch about you." 

" That's very good of you," 
said Johnny. " Well, what 
was I telling you ? Oh, it was 
about coming to see Granny. 
You must know that every time 
we co1ne she 1nakes a large cake 
for us to take home. And one 
day it happened that I went to 
market to help Martha, because 
she had so many baskets to carry; 
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and then, instead of going home 
with her, I staid to sleep with 
Granny, and I saw her make the 

cake. You cannot think how 

funny it was ; she slapped it over 
and over again ; she said, the 
1nore it ,vas beaten, the better 

it would be; and very nice it 
was after it had been baked in 
the oven." 

" Oh ! it was so nice," cried 

little Betsey; "I remember it, 
Johnny, as well as you." 

K2 
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CHILDREN'S GAMBOLS. 

THE children soon left off 
talking, to go and play. Betsey 
showed them a spot where 
daisies were growing very thick 
in the grass, and they all went 
to gather some to make daisy 
chains. Betsey was the cleverest 
in rnakingthese garlands, for little 
girls who go to a sewing school, 
and learn to sew, and hern, and 
stitch, and thread needles, can 
split the stalk of a daisy and 
fasten the end into it 111uch 
better than a boy can, who is 
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used only to cut sticks, and 

play at ball and marbles; but 

the boys could gather daisies 

quite as well and as quickly as 

Betsey. So, in order to get on 

with their chains as fast as they 

could, it was settled that the 

boys should gather the flowers, 

whilst Betsey sat still and made 

them into ehains. Then, when 

the chains ·were all finished, 

the two boys climbed up the 

trees and hung ti1em in festoons 

from bough to bough, and Betsey, 

who had been so long sitting 

still, jumped about for joy seeing 
then1 look so beautiful. 1~hey 

then fetched their parents to 

show them how prettily they had 

ornarnented tbetrees,and Martha 
K3 
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explained it all to her blind 
rnother, who could not see the 
beautiful wreaths of daisies; ancl 
having been praised for their 
work, the children began to 
consider what they should do 
next. 

" I wish I had n1y hoop," said 
Betsey ; " and I wish I had my 
top," said Johnny; "and I wish 
I had my ball," cried Willy, 
" my poor pretty ball ! " 

"Why, what has happened to 
it?" inquired the children. 

Willy then told the whole 
story of his ball, and ended by 
saying, " how nicely we should 
have played with it together ! " 

Whilst they were standing 
under their garlands of daisies, 
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consulting together what game 
they should next play at, a large 
new ball fell down amongst 
them. It seemed to come from 
the skies. They all stared with 
astonishment; then Willy picked 
it up, and, as he stooped down, 
he saw a man's legs behind a 
bush, and he knew by the 
chequered trowsers on them 
that the 1nan was his Papa. 
Papa wanted to hide hin1self to 
make the children wonder where 
the ball caine fro1n, but ,villy 
ran after him and caught him, 
and then jumped up and kissed 
him to thank him for the 
present. 

" VVhy, how did you find n1e 
out? " asked his father. 
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"Oh! because the bush was 
not so thick of leaves at the 
botton1 as at top ; so in stoop
ing down I had a peep of you 
through the branches." 

" VF ell," cried Betsey, " I 
really thought the ball fell fron1 
the skies." 

" I-low could you be such a 
goose? " cried Willy. " Balls 
never fall from the sky, unless 
they are thrown up first, and 
then to be sure they n1ust co111e 
down again. But now, let us 
play with it." 

So they tossed the ball fro111 
Johnny to Betsey, and fron1 
Betsey to Willy, and fro1n Willy 
to Johnny again. Afrer the 
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ball had gone round for s01ne 
ti1ne, Betsey said, " I wish there 
\Vere a few 1nore of us to catch 
the ball, for then we should 
have 1nuch better fun." 

" You 1nust divide yourself 
into five," said Will v, " and ,, 

then we should have four rnore 
to catch the ball." 

" What nonsense you are talk
ing," cried Betsey. 

"Don't you know the funny 
verses about your name?" asked 
VVilly. 

" No, indeed ; do tell 111e 

then1." 
Willy then, with as grave a 

face as he could put on, repeated 
the following lines : -
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' Elizabeth, Elsebeth, Bet, Betsey, and Bess, 
All went together to seek a bird's nest: 
When they found it, there were five eggs in; 
They each took one, and left four in.'" 

" Do you call those pretty 
verses ? " said Betsey : " why, 
they are quite nonsensical." 

" But they are true," said 
Willy, "only you don't see the 
fun of tbe1n. It's like a riddle; 
you told 1ne you were s01ne
times called Elizabeth, and at 
other times Betsey, and are you 
never called Bet and Bess ? " 

" Yes, son1etitnes," said she ; 
"but not Elsebeth. I never 
even heard that na1ne." 

" But it is your na1ne though," 
replied Willy, " for all that." 
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" Well then, suppose that you 
went one day to rob a bird's 
nest? " 

" But, indeed, I would do no 
such thing," retorted Betsey, 
quite offended. 

"Don't be angry," cried he; 
" I only said suppose." 

" But I wonder you should 
suppose I could steal any thing," 
cried the indignant Betsey. 

" I only said so to make you 
understand .the fun." 

" Pho, pho, nonsense," cried 
Johnny, c, it's only make-be
lieve. Well, let 1ne be Betsey, 
and then you may suppose what 
you please., ., 

But Betsey did not seem to 



108 CHILDREN'S GAMBOLS, 

like to give up her name to 
Johnny; the truth is, that when 
she found that her eldest brother 
did not think there was an v 

,/ 

harm in supposing, she allowed 
Willy to suppose in her own 
name. 

"Well then," continued Willy, 
"re111ember that you went alone 
to the nest and took out an 
egg. " 

" Oh yes," said Betsey, "I b21 
myself, I." 

"Then," said ·willy, "who 
was it took out the egg?" 

" Why, I, Betsey, to be 
sure." 

" And did not Elizabeth take 
out one also ? " 

"Yes, because that's n1e too ." 
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" And did not Elsebeth, 
Betsey, and Bess also take out 
eggs?" 

" Yes, but that's all me." 
"Well then," continued Willy, 

"were not five eggs taken out 
of the nest, and four left in ? " 

Betsey laughed ; she under
stood the joke pretty well, 
though she could not explain it. 
But Johnny said, there was only 
one person who went to the 
nest, but she had five names, so 
when she had taken out one egg 
there were four left in. 

Tbe three children then went 
to take a stroll on the gravel 
walks, and see if they could 
not n1eet any friends, but they 
saw nobody they knew, be-

L 
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cause, as they did not live at 
Derby, they did not know 1nany 
people there. 

"If it had been Sunday we 
should have seen many," said 
Betsey, " but the people on 
working days are tired after 
working at the factory, or have 
other things to do at hon1e. 
Oh ! if you had been here last 
Easter Nlonday, what would you 
have said? Why, there were 
hundreds and thousands! Were 
there not, Johnny? " 

"Yes," replied Johnny, "for 
as it was holiday time, there 
can1e trains from Nottingham 
and Leicester and other factory 
towns, ever so far off. You may 
think what a treat it is to the 
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children, who often co111e with 

their parents; and the trains 

n1ake then1. pt1y very little when 

there is so 1nany of them, an<l 

so both old and young are so 

glad and so happy. First, you 
know, they have a long ride in 

the train, and then such fine 

gardens to a1n use then1sel ves in, 
and large roo1ns where they 

n1ay eat the dinner they bring 
with the111, or drink tea, just as 

they choose; they have hot water 

and tea-things for nothing; and 

if they don't bring tea with 

them, they may get it there, and 
bread and butter too, for three

pence. But they cannot buy 

any beer or spirits ; that is not 

a11owed, for fear they shoul<l 
L2 
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get tipsy, for that would be 
doing wrong. 

" Then in the Easter holidays 
there comes a fiddler, and the 
peop]e all dance, that is, all those 
who like it, and know how. 
There is a large flat piece of 
grass like a bowling green, on 
purpose for them to dance on." 
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THE FACTORY, 

'' PRAY," said Willy, going on 
with the conversation, " tell me 

s01nething about the factories, 

where you say so 1nany of these 

people work." 
Johnny replied, " th~t as he 

worked in a fann, and not in a 

factory, he did not understand 

much about it; but," said he, " I 
once went to see the mills at 

Milford, a few miles from Derby, 
for I have an uncle who works 

there, and one day he took 1n.e 

a11 over the1n , and showed 1ne 

every thing." 
L3 
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" Are mills and a factory the 
same thing ? " asked Willy. 

"I know no difference," re
plied Johnny. 

'' And what did you see 
there?" 

" All sorts of things. There 
were great wheels and little 
wheels, and spindles which 
turned round like wheels, and 
large rollers that turned rounJ 
too, and 111any other things ; 
and uncle told 111e it was all 
called n1achinery." 

" But what do they do with all 
this 111achinery ? " 

" They spin cotton wool ; but 
do you know what cotton--vrool 
is ? " 

" Yes," replied Willy, "it is 
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what 1namrna puts to rny ear to 
keep it warn1 when I have the 
ear-ache ; but that is not at aU 
like thread. I a1n sure you could 
never thread a needle with it." 

"No, not before it is spun ; 
but then it makes all the nice 
cotton-thread that is wound on 
little bobbins to sew with." 

" Then, I dare say," said 
Willy, "that the wheels and 
spindles· at the factory are like 
grandmamma's spinning-wheel ; 
she turns the wheel with her 
foot, and the wheel turns the 
spindle, and she twists the flax 
·with her fingers; for she does not 
spin cotton, but flax." 

"'fhat is much the sa1ne," ob
served Betsey, "only flax n1akes 
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stronger thread ; we all know 
the difference at school well 
enough. When we sew with 
cotton it often breaks, but thread 
n1ade of flax very seldo1n does." 

"Then, if I was a girl, I would 
al ways sew with flax," said 
Willy. 

" When you are at school you 
n1ust sew with what the school
mistress gives you, and that is 
aln1ost always cotton, because it 
. l " 1s c 1eaper. 

" Now," continued Johnny, 
"you know that your grandtno
ther's spinning-wheel twists only 
one thread; but at the factory 
there are hundreds ancl thou
sands of threads all twisting at 
once.'' 
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"What a nun1ber of people 

there 1nust be to twist so many 

threads ! " 

" Oh no," said Johnny, " it is 

the spindles that twist the 
threads." 

" But, then, who turns the 

spindles? I suppose 1nen 1nust 

do that?" 
" No such thing; all the 

spindles are all turned by one 

single thing." Willy stared with 

surprise; but Johnny went on : 

" Yes, not only all the spindles, 

but everything that turns in the 

factory, is made to turn by one 

great wheel, which is as big as a 

h " ouse. 
" But what is it turns this 

great wheel ? it cannot be a 111an 
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nor a horse, for they would not 
be strong enough. Oh! I dare 
say it is a stearn-engine, for that 
is the strongest thing I ever 
heard of." 

" WelJ, it is true," returned 
Johnny, "that the great wheel is 
turned by a stea1n-engine in most 
factories, but in that I saw it was 
son1ething else, which cost less, 
and did as well." 

" vVhat can that be ? " said 
Willy. 

" Why, it is a strearn of water, 
which is higher than th~ great 
wheel, and so it falls down upon 
it, and pushes it round." 

" That is just like the wheel at 
the miller'8, which grinds corn," 
said Willy; "it is called a water 
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wheel, because the water turns 
h ; but," added he, laughing, 
"when the great wheel of a fac
tory is turned by a steam-engine, 
it is turned by water too." 

" How do vou n1ake that ,; 

out?" 
" \Vhy, stean1 is made of hot 

water, and the strean1 of cold 
water; so it's only the difference 
between hot and cold." 

"I never thought of that," 
said Johnny, "but it's true 
enough; the power that rnoves 
the wheel is in the water, whe
ther it be hot or cold." 

"Well, I think between grand
ma1nma's spinning-wheel and 
the corn-n1ill you will under-
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stand something of a factory at 
last." 

"Indeed," said Willy," I think 
a spinning-wheel n1ust be very 
like a factory in little, for it doe~ 
just the satne thing, only grand·
mam1na's foot, which turns the 
wheel, is not a bit like a steam
engine or a stream of water." 

Betsey could not he] p laugh

ing at such a ridiculous con1pa
rison. Then Johnny said," WeH, 
if it is not like, it does the sarn e 
thing ; her foot is the power 

that turns the wheel; it don't 
signify what the power is, so that 
it be strong enough to do the 
work." 

"But then," observed Willy, 
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"if the great wheel and the 
spindles do all the work, what is 
there left for the rnen and 
wo1nen and children to do?" 

"Oh, there's plenty of work 
for everybody," returnedJohnny, 
'' a deal 1nore than I can explain to 
you. When the threads that are 
spinning break, they stop the 
twisting and fasten them to
gether, and even the children 
can do that." 

"To be sure, if it's only tying 
the broken thread together in a 
knot, that is easy enough." 

" But it's not tyjng a knot," 
said Betsey. " .\i\Then your grand-
1nother breaks the thread she is 
spinning, does she tie it together 
in a knot?" 

M 
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" No," replied ""\V-ill y, " she 
twists the two ends together so 
cleverly that the thread looks as 
if it had never been broken. I 
have often tried to rnend the 
thread so, but I never could." 

" The children of the factory 
can, though," said Betsey, "they 
do it all day long; and when 
once they have learnt it, it is 
easier to t.hern than tying a knot. 
But you can't teach the spindles 
to do it, so you see they 
could not get on without the 
children." 

The boys, who were a1 ways 
ready for a joke, fell a-laughing 
at Betsey's idea of teaching the 
spindles any thing. 

" I will tell yon what you 
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should do," said Johnny; "ask 
your Papa, who seems to be so 
good-natured, to take you to see 
one of the factories to-111orrow. 
There are plenty of then1 here 
as well as at JVIilford, and they 
say that all the great folks 
who corne to Derby go to see 
one or other of them." 

" Then I hope he will," re
p lied \iV illy, "but I should like 
best to see the 111i1ls at Milford 
you have been telling 111e about, 
where your uncle works." 



l24 

THE F .A.RM. 

H Now you have told n1e all 
about the factories," said Willy, 
" I wish you would tell 111 e 
son1ething about your farrn." 

" Oh ! that is quite another 
sort of thing," replied Johnny; 
"it's all out-of-doors work at a 
farm." 

"And what sort of work do 
you do?" 

"I cannot do n1uch, because 
I a.111 only ten years old, and a111 

not strong enough, for the work 
is 111 uch harder there th an 
here." 
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'' Not always," observed Bet
sey. "I an1 sure hay-making is 
n1ore like play than work, it's 
such good fun to rake up the 
hay, and then to have a roll on 
the haycock, and sometin1es we 
get a drive in the cart when the 
hay is carrying." 

" Yes," said Johnny ; " but 
reaping, and ploughing, and 
digging are not so easy. I-Iow
ever, hard or easy, I have not 
n1uch tirne for work, for I go to 
school." 

" An<l so do I," interrupted 
Betsey. 

"Then," continued Johnny, 
"when we are at borne we rnust 
he] p to take care of poor blind 
111 other ; but I he] p a little in 

M3 
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the stables too, for I like to be 
looking after the horses and 
cows, and when I am older, 
father says I shall go to 
plough." 

" And I help too," cried Bet
sey. " I don't run after the 
cows as Johnny does, but when 
he has brought thein in I help 
Martha to 111ilk thetn ; that is, 
I carry her 1nilking stool, and 
bring in a jug of 111ilk for break
fast. Then I help her as 1nuch 
as I can to set all to rights in the 
dairy ; but what I like best of 
all is, to take the new-laid eggs 
so nice and wann fro1n under 

, the hen that is sitting." 
"Ah, ah!" cried Wi]ly, laugh

ing, " you see after all that you 
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are fond of robbing a bird's 

nest." 

" Nay t said Betsey, " that is 

not a bird's nest; it is not 1nade 

by the hens, at least, for it is 

lVIartha who makes it, and then 

the hens were hatched from our 

eggs ; so you see that hens, and 

eggs, and nests, and all, belong 

to us ; and pray how can you 

rob what belongs to you ? " 

"But then," replied \Villy, 

"is it not very hard upon the 

poor hen, to take away her eggs 

just when she is sitting upon 

them to hatch them?" 

" No," replied Betsey," for we 

never take away all her eggs, we 

leave her one, and that quite 

satisfies her ; and when l\1artha 
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wants to raise a brood of 
chickens she leaves her all the 
eggs she lays, and puts others 
under her besides ; so you see 
we feed the hens and n1ake the1n 
nice warn1 nests ; and they lay 
eggs f 01~ us ; so it's tit for tat." 

Betsey had the best of the 
argutnent, and Willy gave up the 
point. 

" I should like," said he, "to 
work in a farn1 111uch better 
than in a factory, where you are 
staying alJ day in a roo1n fasten
ing broken threads." 

"So do I," replied Johnny," it 
is n1uch pleasanter to be running 
about out of doors after cattle, 
than to be shut uo in the fac-1 

tory,-except perhaps in winter, 
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when you often get wet through. 

That is why 1ny uncle went to 

the factory; he got an ague by 

working out of doors in the 

rain, and was so bad he lost all 

his strength, and could hardly 

lift a spade. So, w·hen he was 

better, he said he would go to 

the factory, where they do not 

work so hard, and are always 

under cover. When folks are 

not strong, a factory suits then1 

best. Then every body could 

not find work at a farm, so s01ne 

1nust go to the factory, whether 

they like it or not." 

"But what sort of 

done in 
Willy. 

a farn1? " 
work is 
inquired 

" We grow corn to 111ake 
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bread, and breed cattle for 
t " mea. 

"rfhen you n1ake bread and 
r 1 ' d. '' n1eat 1or poor peop e s inners, 

said Willy. "I a1n sure that is · 
very good of you." 

" Oh! but father don't give it 
away," said Johnny, "he could 
not afford that; he helps the 
poor people as n1 uch as he can, 
and pays then1 wages for their 
work; but his corn he sells to 
the baker, who n1akes it into 
bread ; and his cattle to the 
bntcher, who n1akes it into meat; 
<1nd they sell it both to rich and 
poor, they care not which, so 
that they do but get paid for it." 

" But the poor have no n1oney 
to pay with," observed Willy. 
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" Then they 1nust work to 
earn 111oney; and that they 1nay 
do either in a farm or a factory. 
,vh y, in a factory, as I told you, 
even little children get pai<l for 
h . l " t eir wor {. 

"But what does your father 
do with all the money he gets 
for the corn and cattle he sells to 
the baker and the butcher? for 
he don't want to buy 1neat, nor 
bread,no, nor fowls, nor eggs, nor 
milk; for he gets all those things 
f, h. f: " rom 1s arm. 

" Yes, we get plenty to eat 
and to drink too fro1n the fann," 
answered Johnny, "for we 1nake 
cider fron1 our apples, and 
·we brew beer fi·o1n our barley~ 
But we want a great rna.ny other 
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things besides food. We n1ust 
have clothes to keep us wann; 
and the factory people provide 
us with clothes as we provide 
the1n with food." 

" But," said Willy, "they do 
not rnake clothes at the factory, 
they only 1nake thread." 

"Ay," replied Johnny, "but 
there are a great many other 
factories where they rnake things 
for clothes, such as silk, and 
linen, and cotton, and woollen 
cloth." 

"Then," added Willy, "the 
thread they make at Milford 
serves the tailors and n1antua 
1nakers, who n1ake up the clothes, 
to sew them with. ·well, how 
nicely that is contrived ! people 
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all help one another; it is tit 
for tat, like Betsey and her 
hens." 

The children now returned to 
their parents, whon1 they found 
sitting on a bench. 

Willy then n1ade his request, 
and was much pleased to hear 
his mother say that they in
tended seeing the factory the 
next day; "but," added she, "we 
did not 111ean to take you with 
us ; we thought you were too 
young to understand it, and that 
you would like better to stay 
with your friend Anna, and help 
her to gather fruit." 

Willy thought that gathering 
fruit with Anna was a very nice 
thing too, bnt Johnny had raised 

N 
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his curiosity to see the factory 
so nn1ch, that he answered, 
'' Oh no, pray let rne go with 
you, for though I don't under
stand a factory rnuch now, I 
dare say I shall when I see it; 
.Johnny and Betsey have told 
1ne all about it ; I shall know 
the great wheel, and the spindles, 
and what the children are doing 
when they fasten the broken 
threads together." 

I-Iis parents, finding he had 
learnt so 1nuch already, pro
mjsed he shouJd go with the1n. 

" And pray, Papa, let us go 
to the factory at lVlilford, where 
Johnny's uncle works;" and he 
was rnuch pleased when he 
heard that was the factory they 
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intended seeing, as it belonged 
to .lVIr. Joseph Strutt. 

It was now tirne for the1n to 

return to the inn; so they took 

leave of the blind wo1nan and 

her family. 
" I an1 afraid you will soon 

forget n1 e," said ,vill y sorrow

f u 1ly ; '' I wish I had sornething 
to give you for a keepsake to 
1nake you remen1ber n1e;" and 

he felt in h-is pockets, and 

found a teetotu1n and a few 

rnarbles, besides the ba1l, which 

he did not like to part with, his 

Papa having just given it to him; 
so he gave the teetotu1n to Betsey 

and the 111arbles to Johnny, and 

they pro1nised to keep them for 
his sake. Willy was very sorry 

N2 
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to part ·with his yot1ng friends, 
and the old ones too, for he 
liked thern all : Granny, be
cause she took such good care 
of her blind daughter, and 
looked so cheerful and good 
tetnpered; and the blind woman, 
because he pitied her ; and 
lVIartha, because she was his first 
friend; and Johnny and Betsey, 
because they had all been so 
happy together ; - so, for one 
reason or other, he liked them 
all. 
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,vHEN VVilly and his parents 

returned to the inn, they could 

talk of nothing but Mr. Joseph 

Strutt, and the beautiful gardens. 

" I declare," said Willy's 

rnother, "I never felt so proud 

in my life as when he gave rne 

his arrn to wa1k about the gar

dens; I fancied every body who 

passed us and smiled, seerned to 

th ink how happy I 111 ust be ; 

and then he showed me all 

the curious trees which ca1ne 

fro1n foreign count.1~ies; for, 

said he, I wish these gardens 

not only to an1use the people, 

N3 
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but to teach them something ; 
therefore I have planted trees 
and shrubs of various sorts, 
that those who wish to study 
the properties of plants may 
learn the1n, and turn their kno,v
ledge to sorne purpose; thus I 
have tried to rnake these gar
dens useful as well as pleasant." 

" But, Man1n1c1," said Willy, 
'' are trees of any other use but to 
look pretty and shade us fro1n the 
sun P" This was the last use 
,vill v had n1ade of then1, and he ., 

did not just then think of any 
other. 

",vjlJy !" exclaimed his ma1n-
1na, " was the cherry-tree you 
climbed this morning of no 
other use ·? " 
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'-' Oh, to be sure ! ripe cherries 
grow upon it, and they are so 
good to eat ; and then there are 
apples on apple-trees, and pears 
on pear-trees, and fruit of so111e 
kind or other on all the trees ; 
but no," continued he, " after a 
little thinking, there is no fruit on 
the oak tree, nor on the ehn, nor 
on a great rnany other trees." 

"Yes, there is," replied his 
ma111ma, "but the fruit is not 
good for us to eat; the oak bears 
acorns, which the pigs are fond 

f. " o. 
"And I like the111 to play 

with, but not to eat ; and I like 
horse-chestnuts to play with, but 
I like the good chestnuts to 

t 
,, 

ea • 
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" W e11," observed his rnother, 
H the oak and the ehn, and the 
pine and the beech, and all those 
trees which do not bear fruit 
fit for us to eat, are of use to 
ns for other purposes." 

"Oh yes, their fruit is fit to 
play with." 

"S0111ething better than that, 
Willy ; cannot you find out?" 

Willy thought and thought 
again, but he would not guess, as 
some children do, hap-hazard, 
·without any reason ; so his ma1n
n1a helped hitn a little by bid
ding hin1 go and stamp upon the 
floor, in a part of the room where 
the boards were uncovered. 

WilJy, who was never fond of 
standing still, and preferred run-
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ning or statnping to walking, set 
off with a hop, skip, and a jump, 
to the further end of the roon1, 
where the floor was uncovered, 
and began stan1 ping on the 
boards with all his 1night; at 
length he suddenly stopped and 
exclai1ned, " Ah, the boards ! 
the boards are n1ade of wood, 
and wood is 1nade of the trunk 
of a tree ; so that is the use of 
trees which do not bear good 
f: . '' ru1t. 

"And of those which do, son1e
times, " replied his 1nother : 
"the wood of the cherry-tree is 
one of the lightest; so if you 
want to have s01ne light chairs 
that children can move about, 
you must have them 1nade of the 
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planks of the cherry-tree. 1,be 
oak and the ehn, and all those 
large trees ,vhose fruit is not 
good to eat, are called forest 
trees, because they con11nonly 
grow in woods or forests ; but 
fruit trees we plant nearer ho1ne, 
in our orchards and gardens, that 
we 1nay easily gather the fruit." 

" Oh yes," cried VVill y, "as 
Anna and I did." 

" We]]," continued his 1no
ther, "trees and plants of all 
kinds have n1any more uses than 
you can understand at your age, 
or than I can tell you, old as I 
a1n. But there is one thing 
you 1nust rernember, which is, 
that all plants were first created 
by God Almighty, and that all 
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that He n1akes is useful and 

1 " gooc. 
"But, 1\1arrnna," said Willy, 

thoughtfully, '' I rernernber your 

telling 1ne once never to touch 

the berries vvhich grew on the 

laurel bush on the lawn, because 

they were poisonous ; and nurse 

says there are a great many other 

plants that are poisonous. Why 
did God rnake them, 1\/Iamtna, for, 

you know, poisons kill people?" 

"God 111ade poisons to cure 

people," replied she: "do you 

remember last week when you 

suffered so 1n uch fro1n the ear

ache?" 
" Oh, that I do, the pain was 

so bad. I think I shall never 

forget it. I could not sleep all 
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night ; and as soon as it was 
light, nurse went to fetch you, 
and you laid my aching ear on 
your shoulder, and then you 
poured three drops of son1ething 
which looked like water into rny 
drink, and it took the pain 
away, and I fell asleep. Was it 
those three drops that cured the 
pain ? " 

" Yes, and it was those drops 
too which sent you to sleep." 

" Oh, if I had known that, I 
do think I should have drunk 
up the ,vhole of the bottle; it 
was but a 1itt1e one, you know." 

" \V ell, my dear, the drops I 
poured into your drink were 
poison ; if I had given you 
six drops instead of three, they 
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would have n1ade you ill, and if 

you had swallowed all that was 

in the bottle, it would have 

killed you. So you see that 

poisons may kill as well as cure. 

God created plants which are 

poisonous to cure us when we 

are ill; they are then wholesome 

and good for us." 

" Then God is very good to 

have made these plants, though 

h . ? " t ey are poisonous . 

" Yes, my dear. Whatever 

God creates is for some good 

purpose, though we cannot al

ways understand it. 

"There are a great many 

poisons of different sorts ; most 

of them take away pain and send 

you to sleep, others cure par-
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ticular diseases. Your grand-
1nan11n a scarcely ever sleeps 
without taking morphine." 

" Yes, I know that," said 
,¥illy, "but I did not think, 
that inorphine was a poison. I 
suppose that is why she keeps 
it locked up." 

" Yes, for fear that the chil
dren should hurt the1nselves 
with it. But, now, Willy, it is 
time for you to go to bed ; and 
after all you have seen and done 
to-day, you must be tired, and 
will go to sleep without taking 

. '' any poison. 
Willy kissed his papa and 

mannna, and was just going out 
of the roo1n, when the waiter 
brought in a parcel directed to 
Master Willy. 

~ 
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"rfhat's n1e," exclai1ned Willy: 

" what can it be?" 
"Let us open the parcel," 

said his n1other, " and then we 
shall find out what it is." 

They untied the string, and 
unfolded the paper which covered 

the parce], and what should there 

be within but a large piece of 
plutncake ! 

" Oh ! I know what it is," 

said Willy, "though I never saw 

it before ; it is a piece of the 
cake Granny slapped so hard, 
and they have sent it 1ne, because 

I gave then1 the teetotu~ and 
the marbles." 

This proved true ; but until 

Willy explained it, his papa and 
0 2 
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1namma could not understand 
what he meant. 

Willy begged they would taste 
the cake, and having eaten a 
little bit himself, he went to bed 
and soon fell asleep. 
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'THE next day they went to 
see the factory, or cotton rni11s, at 
lVIilford. As there was no rail
road fron1 Derby to Milford, they 
were driven with horses, and 

Willy was very glad to see his 
old friends, the horses, once 
n1ore. It is true, that they did 

not go so fast as the train, 
and that he was irnpatient to 
arrive, and was continually pop
ping his head out of the window 
in h opes of seeing the factory. 
His father told bi1n that he n1ust 

look out for the s1noke from the 

chi tn ney of the great stea1n en-
o 3 
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gine which put all the rnachinery 
in n1otion ; but Willy Rnswered, 
" It is a water-wheel, Papa, not 
a steam engine, that n1akes every 
thing turn at these mills. Johnny 
told me so." \i\Tilly felt a sort 
of pride that he knew sorne
thing his papa <lid not ; but 
when he thought about it, he 
said to hi rnself, it would be very 
foolish to be proud of that, 'for 
it was only by chance I heard it.' 
At last they reached lVlilford, 
and the carriage drove into a 
large court-yard surrounded by 
buildings in which the work was 
carried on. Willy was at first a 
good deal bewildered at the sight 
of the n1achinery, and the noise 
it made in working. In one 
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rootn he saw ]arge bales of cotton 

wool which had been brought 

fron1 foreign countries, and which 

n1en were unpacking. Willy ob

served that it looked untidy and 

dirty, not like the nice cotton 

wool marn1na had at home. 

" You will see the difference 

after it is carded," said one of 

the men. ,~ We begin by carding 

or pulling it to pieces, and then 

we squeeze it between two great 

rollers, and you shall see how 

clean it co1nes out." And he 

took them into another room, 

where the wool can1e out frotn 

between two rollers, and it 

looked so white and soft that 

Willy said, it put hi1n in 111inJ 

of wreaths of snow. f-Ie asked 
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this rnan if he knew a little boy 
ca1led Johnny, whose mother was 
blind. 

"Yes," replied he, "I am 
his uncle. Have you seen him 
lately? I have not heard of him 
for a long tin1e." 

Willy was much pleased to 
have found out Johnny's uncle, 
and to be able to tell him that 
Johnny was well, and to give 
hin1 news of all the family. 

They then went into another 
work-roo1n, where they saw the 
cotton twisting into threads, and 
the children busy joining these 
threads when they broke. This 
pleased him much, for after all 
he had heard frorn Johnny, they 
seerned like old acquaintances; 
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but he asked what those children 

were doing who went about 

wiping every thing. 

"All this twisting and twirling 

of the cotton wooJ," said his fa

ther," makes a great deal of dust, 

which would injure the rnachi

nery, and prevent it from work

ing, if it collected on it; so these 

children are e1nployed to wipe 

it away, and keep every thing 

l " c ean. 
They then went into another 

room where the cotton thread, 

which had been wound off from 

the spindles after it had been 

sufficiently spun, was being 

1nade up into skeins, and this 

was done by wo1nen and chil

dren. At last they were taken _to 
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see the great water-wheel which 
put all the 1nachinery into 1no
tion, and Willy declared that it 
was as big again as the wheel at 
the corn 1nill, and he thought it 
1nust be as strong as a hundred 
horses to be able to n1ake so 
many things 1nove. 

"Every thing seems alive in 
the factory," said he; " nothing 
stands still except the people, 
who are really alive, and they 
move only when they have 
threads to tie, or other work to 
do, whilst the machinery . is at 
work all day long ; it works a 
great deal harder, and does a 
great deal n1ore, than all the 1ive 
people." 

" Very true," observed his 
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papa, "but the machinery would 
work to no purpose if these Ii v
ing people did not set things to 
rights when they went wrong." 

"Yes," said Willy, '' if there 
was nobody to join the threads 
when they broke, the wheel 
1night go round and round for 
ever ; there would be no thread 
to twist." 

He then asked if all the peo
ple who worked in the factory 
,vere paid for it. 

" Certainly," replied his papa, 
" they are paid by the person to 
who1n the factory belongs." 

"He n1ust have a great deal of 
1noney to pay so n1any people ; 
where does he get it all?" 
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"By selling the thread after 
it is spun," said his 111amrna. 

" There must be a great deal 
of cotton thread to sell, indeed/' 
said ,~illy; "but do you think 
he will get money enough for it, 
to pay all these people?" 

" Yes, and a great deal more; 
for he 1n ust get money enough to 
pay for the cotton, which comes 
from countries a great way off, 
and for all the machinery. Anu 
then he must get sornething over, 
for he would not take so much 
trouble, if he did not make some 
profits to put into his pocket." 

" What are prqftts ? " inquired 
Wi11y. 

" I will te1 I you what profits 
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are," said his mother; "it is the 

little over which the landlady 

k h . " 111a es at t e inn. 

"But a manufacture is not at 

a1l like an inn," observed ,¥illy. 

"Not 111 uch ," replied she ; 

"but the manufacturer buys the 

cotton, and when he has spun it 

into thread he sells it again, and 

he sells it for more than it cost 

hi111, and what he gets over is 

fi " pro t. 

" Oh yes, now I understand 

it," said Willy, "and with what 

he gets over he buys clothes and 

dinners for his children, and 

sends them to school, as the land

lady did." 
" Yes," said his father, "he 

n1ay spend his profits in what

P 
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ever manner he chooses. And 
it has pleased the good Mr. Jo ... 
seph Strutt, to whom this fac
tory belongs, to spend a great 
deal of his profits in making that 
fine garden for the people." 

" Oh how good he is!" cried 
Willy. "But, Papa, does every 
body who sells things sell them 
for a little 1nore than the things 

h . ? " cost nn. 
"Yes," said his father. "But 

we have had enough of buying 
and selling now, and I should 
think 1nore than enough to puz
zle your little head." 

" I was puzzled," said ,Vil I y, 
" till I thought of the landlady 
at the inn and her pockets full of 
1noney, 1nade by people paying 
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a little over, and then I under

stood it." 
The next day they continued 

their journey by railway, and 

arrived safely at grandmamma's 

country-house, where they were 

to spend a month. 

P2 
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THE COUNTRY HOUSE. 

WrLLY was highly delighted 
with every thing he saw at his 
grandma1n1na's house; it was 
quite unlike his papa's house in 
town ; the rooms were s1na1ler, 
and the curtains, and tables, and 
chairs were not so fine; but then 
there were cows with their calves 
in the·cow-house, and horses with 
their young colts in the stables, 
and sheep in the 111eadows with 
their lambs skipping about them, 
and hens with their chickens in 
the poultry yard, and ducks and 
geese swimn1ing in the pond; 
and they all looked as if thev 
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·were so happy and so hungry ; 

for, excepting the birds, which 

were swi1nming in the water, 

they were all busy eating. " As 

for the cows and sheep," said 

Willy," they1nay eat all day long, 

and I believe they do; for only 

look at that cow, Grandrnamma, 

] ying down to rest ; she is still 

chewing the grass she has been 

eating." 
"That cows always do," re

plied his grandmother; "when 

they eat grass they do not chew 

it, but put it into a sort of bag, 

or pouch, they have inside them, 

and when the bag is full they 

lie down, and whilst they are 

resting they bring the grass out 

of this pouch back into their 

p 3 
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n1ouths, chew it at their leisure, 
and then swa1low it, just as we 
do our food." 

Grand111a111111a then took Willy 
to a little garden, which had 
been 111ade on purpose for hi111. 
" The gardener," said she, " has 
got it in to very good order 
for you, an<l you are to keep it 
so. Look at these rows of peas, 
they are now in b1osso1n - next 
week these blosso1ns will fall." 

" Oh! I shall be very sorry 
for that," said \i\li11y; "they look 
so pretty, and they smell so 
sweet," added he, putting his 
nose close to one of the flowers, 
"it is a pity they do not last 
J " onger. 

"But when they are gone 
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s01nething better, though not so 

pretty, will come in their place; 

instead of flowers, there will be 

peas in a pod." 

" I know what pea-pods are," 

said Wi11y, "very well; for 

though we have no garden in 

London, the cook buys peas, and 

sometimes lVIan1ma lets me shell 

the1n. I 1 ike she11ing peas very 

rnuch, the pod cracks and opens 

so nicely, and the pretty little 

round peas 1 ie so straigh t in a 

row. But how can these flowers 

turn into pods? they are not the 

least like pods." 

"Perhaps we 1nay find a pod 

already fonned," said his grand-

111 other, " and then you will see." 

So she took Willy by the hand, 
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and they looked carefu1ly all over 
the row of peas a long ti 1ne 
without success; at last they 
found upon one sta1k the re
mains of a flower, the greater 
part of which had already fallen 
to the ground. Grandma111ma 
picked off what re111ained, and 
then showed Willy a very small 
pod ; but she would not open it, 
" because/' she said, " the peas 
would be too s111al1 to eat, she 
thought not larger than pins: 
heads; next week," added she 
" they will be fit to gather, and 
then you will give manuna and 
n1e a dish of peas fron1 your 
garden." ,villy was highly 
pleased at this idea, and declared 
he would shell then1 hi111self; 
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he only regretted that next week 

would be so long corning. 

- "Well," said his grandma1nma, 

" let us see if there is nothing 

ripe for you to gather now. 

Here are so1ne lettuces, rather 

small yet, it is true, but I think, 

if you choose two or three of 

the largest, they will 1nake a 

salad." 
" Oh, Grandmamma," said 

Willy, " they must be large 

enough, for they are twenty 

times bigger than a pea." 

" That don't signify ; peas and 

lettuces cannot be co1npared to

gether, they are so different." 

She th en took out her garden

knife, and showed Willy how to 

cut a lettuce, and having cut one 
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herself, she let Willy cut two; 
the first he cut rather awkwardly, 
but with the second he suc
ceeded tolerably well. " Now," 
said he, "I 111 ust take them in 
to the cook, to be boiled." 

"No, you are thinking again 
of your peas ; lettuces are eaten 
without any boiling; you have 
on] y to wash them well, and 
pour some oil and vinegar over 
them, with a little salt, and they 
will make a nice salad." 

Willy then gathered a nosegay 
for his n1amma : he chose first 
a full-blown rose ; " then," said 
he, "there must be some buds 
too ; little buds are like the little 
children of the rose, and ma1n1na 
is very fond of little children ;" 
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then he gathered some jessamine 

and several other flowers, and 

was very proud that this beauti

ful nosegay should come from 

his own garden~ and he felt that 

he loved his grand1namma better 

than ever for having given it to 

hin1. 'fhe only fear he had was 

that he should not know how to 

keep it in order ; " I have seen 

a gardener dig and hoe," said he, 

" but their spades and hoes are 

so large and so heavy, that when 

I tried to use the1n, I could 

scarcely lift them." Grand

mamma then called to the gar

dener, who was at work in ano

ther part of the garden, and he 

came up, holding his spade in 

his hand. ,villy tried to handle 
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it, but he could scarcely lift it 
frorn the ground. He looked 
very sorrowful, but grandrnamn1a 
s111iled, and said, "Little children 
n1ust have little tools to work 
with." She then took hirn to a 
tool-house, where, amongst a 
nun1ber of large tools, she found 
a con1plete set of s1nal1 ones, fit 
for a boy of Willy's age to use. 
Oh! if you had but seen how he 
jumped about for joy, and then 
sprang up to kiss his grand-
111a1nma for her charrning pre
sent! 

"These tools will be of no 
use," said she," unless you know 
how· to work with the111 ; but if 
you are a good child, and n1ind 
what the gardener tells you, you 
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will learn to be a Ii ttle gardener 

yourself." 

" That I will," said Willy; " I 
shall be a little gardener, jnst 

big enough for rny little gar

den." 

They then returned to the 

house, and grand1nam ma took 

out her spinning-wheel and began 

to spin. This delighted Willy, 

who in11nediately told her all he 

had seen at the factory, and how 

much her wheel was like the 

1nachinery there; and then he 

laughed, and said, '' that her 

foot had been co1npared to a 

steam-engine.'' 

" Not quite so powerful," re

p lied she; "but it is strong 

enough to set every thing going 

Q . 
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in my little factory; and a factory 
it is, as well as the great ones, for 
it rnakes thread as good as they 
do, though not so much, I 
1nust allow." 
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THE GARDENER. 

THE gardener, who had pro

mised to teach Willy gardening, 

said he was just then very busy 

about his celery, but that if he 

would come to him in the evening 

he would be at leisure ; " or if," 

added he, " you like to come and 

see me at work now, you may 

learn s01nething." Willy willingly 

agreed to do this ; so he tied up 

his tools, and carried them over 

his shoulder. The gardener said, 

"if he meant to see him work, 

he 1nust not 1neddle with his 

tools, as it would interrupt him, 

Q2 
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and he should not be able to get 
on with his work." Willy pro
mised he would not use his new 
tools, but he could not bear to 
part with thenl. 

When they reached the celery 
bed, Willy thought the celery 
looked very njce and clean, and 
that the gardener was going to 
gather it, for he ren1embered 
having eaten s01ne in salad; and 
he asked the gardener if he 
w·ould give him "one stick of 
celery to put into his salad of 
lettuces?" but the gardener said, 
the celery was not fit for ga
thering yet; and, to Willy's great 
surprise, he found that the gar
dener was busy covering all 
these plants with earth, and 
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patting it over then1 with his 

spade, just as if they were dirty 

.rubbish, £t for nothing but to be 

buried in the ground. He could 

not help crying out, "Oh dear! 

how can you cover that nice 

celery with dirt? you will quite 

spoil it." 

" Not a bit," replied the gar .. 

dener; "it will grow rnuch £ner 

and whiter under the ground 

than above it. If I let it grow 

up like other plants, it would be 

green like them, and so bitter 

that you could not eat it ; but 

·when it is covered up from the 

light it grows white and crisp, 

and good to eat." 

" Well," said Willy, " I never 

should have thought that all that 

Q3 
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dirty earth could have done it 
any good." 

" Your nurse will call this 
earth dirt if it gets upon your 
clothes and soils them ; but I can 
te11 you, that earth is one of the 
best things we have. What would 
beco1ne of this garden if there 
were not earth for the trees and 
plants of all sorts to grow in? 
Why, you would have neither 
flo\vers nor fruit, and I'1n sure 
that would not please you ! " 

"No indeed," said V\Ti]]y, 
"but you do not cover all the 
other plants with earth, as you 
do the celery?" 

"No, because we do not want 
then1 to grow white; they do 
much better with green ]eaves 
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and coloured blossoms and fruit; 

so we only cover their roots with 

earth : that is what all plants 

want. Ah ! you little know all 

the good that happens under this 

dirty ground, which you despise 

so tnuch. Have you never sown 

any seeds ? " 

" Oh yes, very often." 

" We11, then, you know, seeds 

are little brown things, much of 

the colour of dirt, and perhaps 

you rnay think no better of then1 

than you do of earth ; but do 

you know what they grow into 

when they are sown?" 

" Yes ; they turn into flowers, 

and leaves, and all sorts of 

pretty things. But I cannot 

think how all this happens in 
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that dark dirty place under
ground; I wish I could make a 
hole down deep enough in the 
earth to see how the seed is 
changing into the pretty plant." 

" But if you did," replied the 
gardener, " you could not see 
what passed there, it is so dark. 
We none of us know how it is 
done; but we know who it is 
that does it. It is the good 
God, who does so n1any wonder
ful things ; and we must never 
forget to thank hin1 for it. How
ever, I know a little n1ore about 
it than you do, for I have done 
nothing but work in the garden 
these fifty years and rnore. I 
have sown so rnany seeds, and 
watered so many flowers, and 



THE GARDENER. 177 

gathered so 1nuch fruit, that it 
would be strange if I did not 
know something about it." 

" But you cannot see in the 
dark any better than I can," said 
Wi1ly: "so how can you know 
what happens to the seed under
ground?" 

" It is not by looking at the 
seed underground, but by taking 
it up when it is beginning to 
grow, that I see how it grows. 
Co1ne along with n1e," said he, 

taking VVilly by the hand, and 
carrying his hoe with the other; 
and he led hi1n to another part 
of the garden, where there was 
a bed of fresh earth raked over, 

quite s1nooth and neat. 

" Are you going to sow sorne 
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seeds in this bed?" asked Willy, 
'' for there is nothing growing 
• . ? " Ill It . 

"I sowed the seeds some days 
ago, and by this time I am sure 
they are a11 growing ; that is, 
beginning to change into plants; 
but they have not had time to 
grow up above ground yet : " 
then he took his hoe, and turned . 
up a little bit of the earth, and 
there he found three or four 
.seeds of kidney beans beginning 
to sprout out and grow. lie 
took up one, and showing it to 
, iVilly, said, "Look here, what 
has happened to this seed ! " 

"I don't know," replied Willy, 
"but I think it 1nust have been 
broken in falling, when it was 
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sown, for you see it is sp1it quite 

open, and spoiled ; so this poor 

seed will never grow." 

" It is not spoiled at all," said 

the gardener; '' for it must be 

split open to be changed into 

a plant. The skin of the seed 

cracks, and through the crack 

the little stem or stalk of the 

plant grows up." 

" But there is nothing grow

ing out of this split seed." 

" No, there has not been time 

for the stem to grow long enough 

to get through the crack. But 

let us go to the other end of the 

row, where the seeds were sown 

a day or two earlier." They 

did so, and upon turning up the 

earth they found several seeds in 
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which a little stern ·was growing 
out of the split seed. This de
lighted Willy, who a1so picked 
up a seed which seen1ed to have 
two sterns, but the gardener told 
hi1n one of then1 was the root of 
the plant, and would grow down 
into the ground instead of up
right into the air. Then look
ing carefully along the bed, they 
saw several tiny sten1s, scarcely 
bigger than threads, peeping 
above ground. 

" I should like to know all 
about these seeds and flowers," 
said vVill y, "it is so very curious." 

~ ~ I cannot teach you more 
than I have learnt 1nyse]f by 
working in 1ny garden ; but there 
are n1any people who know n1ore 
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about it fro1n reading in books, 

and I dare say when you grow 

up your papa will teach you 

1nore about it.'' 

The good old gardener then 

took Willy back to the house; 

and every evening '!lilly went 

with him to learn how to work 

in his little garden. The follow

ing ·week the peas were large 

enough to gather, and Willy 

shelled them hi1nself; and, I 

believe, he ,vatched them whilst 

they were boiling on the fire; 

and if he had been strong enough 

I do think he would have carried 

then1 hi1nself and placed them 

on the dinner table ; however, 

he had the satisfaction of seeing 

R 
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then1, and hearing thern praised 
by his parents, and he thought 
he had never tasted any thing so 
good in a11 his life. 
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THE LITTLE COvV ARD. 

WHEN Wil]y had been some 

tirne at his grandmother's, and 

nlade acquaintance with every 

thing about the farn1, and had 

been taught by the old gardene1~ 

to take care of his ] i ttle garden, 

his grandn1other told him that 

she expected s01ne friends frorn 

London. She said they would 

bring with then1 a little boy about 

his own age, who, she hoped, 

would rnakea pleasant cotnpanion 

for hi1n; "I do not know hirn," 

added she, " but as he has al

ways lived in London, I dare say 
R ~ 
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every thing in the country will 

he new to hitn and arnuse him." 

The thoughts of a play-fellow 

pleased Willy much, and he was 

w1 atching the greater part of the 

day for the arrival of the car

riage: at last he heard the trot

ting of the horses, and the roll

ing of the wheels, and presently 

a carriage stopped at the door, 

and the be11 rung. The party 

soon alighted, and appeared in 

the drawing-roorn; but the little 

boy, whose name was Ton1my, 

attracted all Willy's attention. 

There was some shvness between ., 

thern at first, but they soon got 

over it, and 111ade acquaintance; 

and then ,viily took Tomn1y 

away to show hin1 his garden. 
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There they feasted on goose

berries and currants; but unfor

tunately To1nrny, in thrusting 

his hand into a gooseberry-bush, 

got a thorn into one of his fin

gers, which hurt hitn sadly. 

'' Oh! you n1nst co1ne in and 

have it taken out," said \Villy, 

"and then the pain will be 
', over. , 

But Toinn1y did not 1ike to 

do th is, for he fancied that 

taking it out would give hi1n 

still 1nore pain ; however he 

was asharned to say so, and 

went into the house ancl told 

his rna111n1a what had happened. 

" You see, Man1 n1a," said he, 

H that I was not afraid of th rust

ing U!J hand into the goo-. 0 ~ 

ll 3 
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berry--bush." Poor 1"'om1ny knew 
he was a coward, and therefore 
he was very glad when he had 
any thing whjch he thought 
courageous to boast of. 

" I think it would have been 
better if you had been afraid," 
replied his mother. "There is 
always danger of being pricked, 
at least by thorns, when you put 
your hand into a gooseberry
bush, and you should never run 
into danger when there is no 

I.' • " reason Lor 1t. 

" \Vell, now let us look at 
this finger," and she brought 
her needle for the purpose of 
taking out the thorn. At sight 
of the needle poor Ton1111y's 
cou rag was all gone, and in ... 
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stead of holding out his hand he 

ran off to the farthest corner of 

the room~ and it was not with

out sorne difficulty that she got 

hi1n to consent to have the 

thorn taken out. When this 

,vas done, and he found the 

pain entire1y gone, he thought 

he had been very foolish to 

1nake such a fuss about it, for 

the pain of taking out the thorn 

had been very short, and now it 

,vas all over, and he should have 

felt quite happy if he had not 

been ashan1ed of his cowardice. 

At night he slept in the sarnc 

roon1 as Willy, and in the morn

ing he was awakened by the 

crowing of the cocks, and he 

wanted Willy to get np that he 



188 THE LITTLE COWARD. 

n1ight go and see them in the 
poultry-yard. ,Villy said it was 
too early, and that he n1ust 
turn about and go to sleep 
again ; but 1'oLnrny retnained 
awake listening with delight to 
the noise of cock-a-doodle-clo, 
cock-a-doodle-doo. By and by 
he heard another noise, and 
he cou1d not conceive what 
it was ; it sounded like beat- , 
ing so1nebody, and he was sad-
J y frightened, thinking perhaps 
they n1 ight con1e and beat hirn. 
But he was asharnecl to awake 
,A/illy, who had fallen asleep 
agnin, lest he should again laugh 
at hin1 for his cowardice. So he 
Jay awake, trernb1ing with fear, 
till VVil ly awok e. I-le then ask-
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ed hi1n what the noise was, and 

Willy burst out laughing when 

he saw how frightened Tomrny 

was. 

"But are they not beating 

so1nebody very hard?" cried 

Ton1n1y. 

" No," replied Willy; " they 

are beating so1ne thing, not son1e 

person." 

" \Vell ! but they must hurt 

it very 1nuch : I wonder you can 

laugh so." 

"Dress yourself quickly, and 

con1e and see what it is, and 

then you will laugh too." 

As soon as they were dressed, 

Willy took him to the barn, 

and there they saw four 1nen 

threshing corn. 
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To111rny tried to laugh, but he 
did not do it heartily, for he 
could not help thinking that 
those broken sticks tied toge
ther 111ight by chance give him 
a blow, instead_ of the corn. 
VVilly told hin1 those sticks 
always struck at the sa111e dis-., 

tance, so it was very easy for 
then1 to know how near they 
n11ght. go to the threshers with
out danger, and he walked boldly 
on, whilst Tornmy followed hin1 
tin1idly, al·ways keeping at a 
greater distance than Willy ; and 
he was very glad when VVilly 
proposed that they should go 
and see the cocks and hens, for 
he was not at all afraid of the111. 
Then there were ducks, too, 
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swin1111ing about in a pretty 
little round pond, with their little 
ducklings swin1 ming after them. 
" I wonder the little chickens do 
not go into the water too,'~ said 
'fomn1y. Willy to1d hin1 they 
could not switn, so that if they 
went into the water they would 
be drowned; and the dairy-111aid, 
who was there feeding the poul .. 
try, took up a little duckling, and 
showed Tommy bow its feet 
were n1a<le. " They look like 
long fingers," said Ton11ny, 
"only they are joined together 
by a thick skin." Then she took 
up a chicken, and showed him it 
had no skin between its toes. 
"It is this skin,".said she," which 
1nakes the ducks swim: look how 
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the great duck paddles in the 
water with his two legs, just a.s a 
rnan paddles in a boat with his 
paddles or oars." She then gave 
the boys some food to throw to 
the poultry, upon which they all 
gathered round Willy and Tom ... 
my, ducks, chickens, turkeys, and 
all ; and even the pigeons flew 
down from the pigeon-house to 
partake of the feast. Tommy 
thought this extren1ely divert .. 
ing, though he could not help 
sometin1es shrinking back a 1 ittle 
,vhen a great turkey, or a cock 
with his red comb, came very 
near hirn. Many of the birds 
quarrelled with each other for 
the crurnbs, and at last the tur
key-cock grew so enraged, that 
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he stretched out his great black 

tail like a fan, his throat swelled 

and beca1ne purple, his eyes and 

co1n? beca111e red and fiery, and 

he screarned out gobbledy, gob

bledy, gobbledy; upon which 

1,01nrny let fall the dish in which 

he held the crurnbs, and scaLn

pered away as fast as his legs 

could carry hin1. Willy hal
looed after him to stop hirn, but 

nothing could persuade hin1 to 

co111e near the squalling turkey

cock. " Well," said Willy, " I 
think it is of no use your corning 

into the country, if you are 

afraid of every thing that is 
. '' amusing. 

s 
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THE COWARD, CONTIN UED. 

'fr1E two boys were going in 
to breakfast when they n1et the 
old nurse, who told thern to 
co1ne along with her, and they 
should have their breakfast ou t 
of doors. ,vhen they got there, 
they found the dairy-1naid, who 
had finished feeding the poul
try, and was now 1TI.ilking the 
cows. 

" Well, Master Tommy," said 
she, " have yon got over your 
fright of the turkey-cock ? I 
think," added she, " that yon are 
apt to be afraid when there is no 
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dRnger, and not w·hen there is ; 

- for you are standing now close by 

the hind legs of 1nycow,and if she 

gave you a kick, she wot1ld hurt 

you 1nuch n1ore than any turkey

cock could ever do." To1nmy 

jurnped away in an instant, and 

placed hi1nse1f cJose beside the 

dairy-rnaid, as if for protec

tion. She then went on n1ilking 

and filled two jt_1gs, the n1ilk 

frothing up above the bri 111 ; 

and nurse said, the boys had 

better drink it there, while it \Vas 

warn1 from the cow, than take it 

hon1e across the farrnyar<l to 

the nursery; and she gave the1n 

each a thick slice of bread and 

butter to eat with the n1ilk. 

They sat down on two lo\v rnilk-

s 2 
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ing stools, and ate their break
fasts with great appetite ; but 
just as Tonuny held the jug up 
to his 1nouth, while his nose 
dipped into the froth, a donkey 
who was in one of the sta1ls 
began to bray. He had never 
heard an ass bray in his ]ife, and 
certainly it is as ugly and dis
ngreeable a noise as can be 1nade 
by any anirna], so it is no wonder 
that he was frightened. Down 
fell the jug on the ground, the 
n1 ilk was all spilt, but 1 ucki] y 
the nn1g was not broken. 
To1n1ny was going to run away, 
but the nurse, and the dairy
maid, and Willy, a11 laughed so 
much at hi1n, that he stoocl still, 
as pale as a sheet, mid tre1n
bling with fear. "Why, what 
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is it? and where is it? or who 

is it? VVon't it hurt us?" 

" You goose," said Willy, 

" it is nothing but the donkey, 

the nice ] i ttle don key that you 

are to ride upon after break-

.r " 1ast. 

" Oh no, no," cried To1n1ny, 

"I ,vill not ride upon it, indeed 

I ·will not." 

Nurse then took the boys in 

doors. 1'hey each learnt their 

lessons very well, and then two 

donkies \Vere brought to the 

door for the1n to ride ; but 

To1nn1 y would not go near thern. 

\Villy was n1uch vexed at this, 

nnd tried all he could to per ... 

suade him to n1ount one of the 

donkeys. "See how quiet and 

s 3 
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gentle they look," said he, " and· 
then the boy who goes with us 
can lead yours, if you like it." 
But Tomrny could not be per
suaded, saying, that if it be
gan braying again he should 
be so 1nuch frightened that he 
was sure he should fall off. 
"Then you n1ust go alone, ,.vil
ly," said his grandn1a1nrna; so 
,vil1y jun1ped up, and trotted 
away. '' See what a pleasure· 
you lose," said his mother to 
Tomn1y, "frotn being such a 
coward." 

His rnother's observation was 
very true; he was obliged to take 
a wa1k all alone; and as he did 
not like to go into the Janes, or 
high roads, for fear of 1neeti11g 



THE LITTLE COWARD. 199 

with so1nething that would fright

en him, he ra1nbled about the 

fields, where he· unfortunately n1et 

with a drove of cows. So1ne of 

the1n were a littleskittish,and one 

of then1 was running up towards 

Tom1ny, who in his fright, in 

order to avoid her, scran1 bled 

up a s1nall tree vvhich stood close 

by. The drover called to hitn 

to co111e down, telling hi1n the 

cows would do him no hann, 

but he said he would rather stay 

where he was till they were gone 

by. The drover only laughed 

at hitn; but while the cows were 

passing underneath the tree, the 

branch on which To1nmy Rat, so 

safely as he supposed, gave way, 

and Tommy, and branch and all, 
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came tun1bling down a1nidst the 
drove of cows. The cows were 
now frightened in their turn, 
and went kicking and scarnper
ing about. The hoof of one of 
the1n struck poor To1n n1y, as he 
lay on the ground, and hurt hi1n 
sadly. The drover took hi1n up 
in his arrns, and carried hitn 
ho111e to the house, where he 
was put to bed, and the doctor 
sent for. His poor n1otber was 
sadly grieved at this accident, 
and the 1nore so when she found 
that it was 1nerely owing to her 
son's cowardice. To1111ny suf
fered a great deal of pain fron1 
being bruised by the cattle, and 
having sp rain ed bis ankle in the 
fal1, was obliged to keep bis bed 
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for sorne days. He had then a 

great deal of tirne to think, and 

he often thought how unlucky 

he was to n1eet with so n1any 

accidents; but as be was think

ing, it catne into his IYiind that 

there was 111ore folly than ill

luck, and when he began to 

count over his n1isfortunes, he 

found that, excepting the thorn 

in his finger, they all arose fro1n 

hjs cowardice. Oh, how he 

longed to get rid of his coward

ice ! But still he felt that he had 

not the courage to do so. 

One day as he was lying in 

bed with his eyes shut, his 

1na1nn1a, who was sitting in the 

roon1 at work with his grand-
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1na1nrna, thinking that Ton1n1y 
was asleep, said,-

" VVhat would I give, if 111 y 
poor child could get rid of that 
sad fault. It 111akes his life un
happy, and rnine too, I am sure; 
for I arn always afraid of son1e 
accident happening to hirn, and 
then it grieves rne to the heart 
that he should be . so weak and 
.r 1· I " 100 1s.1. 

Grandrnan1 rna tried to con1-
fort her, and saiJ that she hoped, 
as he grew older, he would get 
111ore cotu8ge. 

1'on1111y peeped through his 
eye-_lashes, and saw his n1otber's 
eyes full of tears. This n1ade 
hin1 feel very unhappy. rle had 
always thought that nobody suf-
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fered fro1n his cowardice but 

hin1self; and he could not bear 

the idea of making his 111other 

unhappy. When she l1eard hin1 

n1ove in the bed, she said, "NOV{ 

I 111ust go and give hirn his medi

cine, and even that is a painful 

task for 1ne. I a1n obliged both to 

scold and coax in order to make 

hi111 take it." \iVhat was her 

su_rprise when, on offering hi1n 

the dose, he swallowed it at one 

draught, without even 111aking a 

wry face, and then flung his anns 

round his 1nother's neck, saying, 

"Dear Mamrna, does that 1nake 

you happy?" 

" Yes, n1y Jove, indeed it 

does," sc1id she; " but bow is it 
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that you have all at once becon1e 
?" so courageous . 

" It is frorn hearing what you 
said just now to gra.ndrnam
rna," replied he. " I arn so 
very sorry to have 1nade you 
unhappy, that I do not think 
that I shall ever be a coward 
again. I can't be sure, but I 
hope so. I wili try all I can." 

And Ton1n1y kept his word. 
I do not 1nean to say that he 
never shrunk back, or that he 
<lid not suffer a great deal from 
fright; but the idea of his mo
ther's unhappiness always kept 
up his courage, and after son1e 
tirne he got con1pletely rid of 
this fault. 
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THE LITTLE vVASI-IERWOMAN. 

THE time now came for Willy 

to return with his parents to 

London. He was very sorry to 

leave his dear Grandrnannna, 

his nice little garden, and the 

good old gardener. He was 

very sorry, too, to part with 

Tornmy, who since he Legan 

to get rid of his cowardice was 

a very pleasant co1npanion; but 

there was no choice, so he 

tried to make the best of it. 

The rail-road soon diverted his 

thoughts, and he began n1oving 

about from place to place, rather 

T 
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to the disturbance of the passen
gers. His rnother desired hin1 <...; 

to sit still ; · but then he began 
to yavvn. A lady in the carriage 
called hi1n to her, and placing 
hi1n on her knees, said, " Now, 
I dare say you love stories, don't 
you? .- , 

" Oh yes, very rnuch," cried 
'''illy, whose yawning suddenly 
ceased. " Well, then, as I see 
yon are an obedient child, I will 
tell you one. But n1y stories 
are about little girls; for I Jived 
as governess with little girls 
when ~ was younger than I am 
now, and I used to te11 the1n 
stories about girls." 

"Oh, that don't signify," said 
Willy; " I like all stories, w11e-
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ther they are about girls or boys, 

or any thing else, and I shall be 

very glad if you will be so kincl 

as to te1J rne one." Then the 

lady began in the following 

manner:-

" There was once a washer

wo1nan ·whose name was Mrs. 

Brown. She had a daughter 

called Lucy, who ·was a quick 

clever child, and who, though 

only ten years old, was already 

of some use to her 1nother, in 

helping her to wash and iron. 

As the con11non irons were too 

heavy for her, her n1otber bought 

her a srna11 one. Lucv was 
.; 

very proud of it, and with it 

she used to iron children's 

_ pocket-hanclkerchiefs and night

T 2 
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caps, and other things which 
were s1null, and easily ironed. 
She also went with her n1other 
to gentlen1en's houses to fetch 
the linen to be washed. 

"One day, while they were at a 
gentlernan's house, counting out 
the ]inen they were to take away, 
two little girls ran into the room. 
The elder, who \.vas eight years 
old, was called Anne, and the 
na1ne of the younger, who was 

] . s " on y six, was usan. 
",¥hy that is just ]ike Sophy 

and Cary," said Willy, "but go 
" on. 

The lady then continued. 
'' ' Oh, lVI rs. Brown ! ' said 

Anne., 'I a1n so glad you and 
l~ucy are con1e, for we want 
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our doll's clothes to be washed. 

Cannot you wash thern for ns ?' 

" ' To be sure I can, lVIiss,' 

answered Mrs. Brown ; 'but I 

thought you always washed the1n 

yon rsel ves.' 

" ' Yes, we do in general,' said 

Susan, ' but we are going to 

have a little party of friends, so 

\Ve want the doll to be very 

nicely dressed, and I arn sure 

you ivou1d wash her clothes 

much better than vve could.' 

" ' But, perhaps,' added she, 

' Lucv can wash then1 ; for · I 
.I 

kno,v you have taught her to 

wash; and then she has a riice 

little iron of her own, which I 

think \iYould iron dolls' clothes 

1; 3 
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better than a large one. Do you 
think you could, Lucy?' 

"Lucy coloured up with plea
sure that the young ladies should 
trust their doll's clothes to her, 
and tin1idly answered ' Yes.' 
Anne then asked on what day 
Nlrs. Brown brought the linen 
ho1ne, and when she heard it was 
not till Saturday, she exclaimed, 
' Oh dear ! that will never do, 
for our little party is to-111orrow 

. '' evening. 
"' I can wash then1 out to-day,' 

said I.1ucy, ' iron the111 to-mor
row 1norning, and bring the1n 
hon1e in good ti1ne.' 

"' That will do very well,' said 
Susan, 'and I will tell you ,vbat, 
if they are nicely done, I wilI 
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give you one of the cakes that 

vre are to have to treat our 

friends with. Then you n1ust 

take particular care of this frock, 

Only look how pretty it is,' said 

she, holding up the doll's frock; 

' it is covered all over v.rith little 

worked spi♦ igs, and the 111uslin 

is so clear, that you can see 

quite through it, and the doll has 

a beautiful pink slip to wear 

underneath it. But we do not 

send that to be washed, because it 

is made of satin, and satin does 

not wash. This white petticoat,' 

5aid she, 'is only an under one, 

and then, here is her shift, fi)l~ 

1\/Iiss l)ollv 111ust be clean fro1n 
,I 

top to toe, that the con1pany n1ay 

admire her.' 
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"Anne a1so desired that great 
care should be taken of the frock; 
' for,' said she, " it is so thin, 
that, if you were to rub it hard, 
you would be sure to tear it.' 

"Lucy pron1ised to mind all 
they said, and the bundles of 
linen being now tied up, lVIrs. 
Brown and her dHughter carried 
h " t en1 away. 

H vV ell ! " said Willy' " I dare 
say sornething will happen to the 
poor doll's clothes." " ,,re slia11 see," replied the 
lady, and continued her story. 

" \iVhen Lucy got horne she 
began i1nn1ediately to wa~h out 
the doll's clothes, and then she 
hung then1 out in the garden to 
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dry. She took care not to 

spread them on a gooseberry 

bush, or on any plant that had 

thorns, which 1night tear then1, 

but hung the1n over a little line, 

and when they were dry, she 

took the111 in, sprinkled then1, 

and folded them up." 
1'he train now stopped at a 

station, and there was so rnuch 

bustle made by the passengers, 

some of whom were getting out 

of the carriages and others get

ting in, sorne taking leave of 

their friends and others 1neet

ing friends, that the lady could 

not go on with her story ; but 

when every one was settled, 

,¥illy looked very wistfully at 

her, and said, " Now we are all 
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so nice and quiet, won't you go 
on with the story." .,And the 
lady went on as follows. 

"The next n1orning Lucy was 
very impatient to iron the <lo1l's 
clothes. Her n1other bade her 
take care not to 1nake her iron 
too hot lest she should scorch 
tlien1 , and told her every tiine 
she heated it in the fire to trv it ., 
on so1nething e1se before she be- · 
gan ironing. This Lucy did very 
carefully ; bnt as the iron never 
scorched the linen on which she 
tried it, she thought she might 
go on without further trials. She 
succeeded very well. The shift 
and the petticoat were nicely 
jroned and folded up, and she 
had half-finished ironing the 
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frock, when her mother called 
her to help her to lift a heavy 
basket full of clothes, and as her 
iron vvas nearly cool she put 
it to the fire while she went to 
help her mother. As soon as 
she returned, she began iron
ing again, when, lo and behold ! 
there was a great scorch all up 
the frock from top to botto1n. 
Poor Lucy knew not Yvhat to do: 
she thought of the young ladies, 
of their party of friends, and of 
the nice cake they would have 
given her if she had done her 
task vvell. She was ashamed to 
go and ask her n1other what she 
should do, because she had ne
glected to follow her · advice. 
After looking at the long yellow 
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stain in dismay for son1e ti1ne, 
she at last thought she rnight 
perhaps wash it out, and dry it 
and iron it in ti111e to set all 
right. So she put it into her 
own ] ittle washing-tub and be
gan rubbing it, in hopes of get
ting out the stain. But it still 
ren1ained ; so she rubbed harder 
and harder, till at last she tore a 
great hole in the n1ns1in. Then 
she thought all was lost, and in 
despair she burst into tears. Her 
rnother can1e to know what was 
the rnatter, and began scolding 
her for being so careless ; but 
when she found how rnuch 
grieved Lucy was, she tried to 
make the best of it. She fi
nished getting up the frock her-
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self, and then laying all the doll's 

clothes nicely in a little basket, 

she bade Lucy carry them home 

and confess the truth. Poor 

Lncy was sadly frightened at 

the idea of carrying home the 

frock in this condition, think

ing she should be scolded, and 

that the young ladies would 

never let her wash their things 

any more. As for the piece 

of cake, she gave that up for 

lost ; and as she had eaten cake 

only two or three times in 

her life, and thought it very 

nice, she was very sorry to Jose 

it, but not so sorry as she would 

have been at any other _time, for 

she was too unhappy to care 

about eating. Well: she walked 

u 
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towards the young ladies' house 
with her little basket hanging 
on her arm, but she went on 
at a very slow pace; and when 
she came near the house she sat 
down on a bank by the road-side 
to try to gather courage to tell 
the sad story. She looked anxi
ously towards the house, when 
she saw the two little girls pop
ping their heads out at a window 
which looked down the road. 
~ Oh ! ' cried she, ' they are 
watching for me, but if they see 
me stopping here they will only 
think the worse of 1ne for loi
tering whilst they are so impa
tient. 'rben,' added she, ' the 
sooner it is over the better.' So 
she got up and walked quickly 
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towards the house. When she 

arrived she could not say a word, 

but the i1npatient little girls 

snatched the basket and began 

unfolding the parcel. ,vhat was 

their horror when they saw the 

beautiful sprigged 1n uslin frock 

quite spoilt ! Susan, who was a 

quick-tempered child, was very 

angry, and scolded poor I~ucy 

heartily. 

'" VVhat a shan1e ! ' said she, 

' to tear our best do1l's frock 

all to pieces. You shall have 

no cake, no, that you shall 

not;' and, bursting into tears, 

she ran away to tell her n1a1n

ma. Anne wag n1uch 1nore 

moderate. She was older than 

her sister, and of a more gentl e 

u 2 
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disposition ; and when she saw 
the tears running down poor 
Lucy's cheeks, inste~d of scold
ing her, she inquired how it had 
happened; and finding that it was 
merely from a little heedlessness, 
she begged Lucy to dry up her 
tears, as she was sure she wpuld 
be more careful another time. 
Susan then returned into the 
roon1 with her mamma, and 
Lucy again was frightened, ex
pecting a severe scolding from 
the lady. But instead of that, 
she spoke to her calmly and 
good-naturedly; and Susan, who 
had been repritnanded by her 
1nother for her violence, stood 
silent and abashed. Lucy, quite 
comforted at being so well treat-
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ed, dropped a courtesy and was 

going away, when Susan bid her 

stay a n1inute longer, and ran 

and fetched her the cake. But 

Lucy did not dare take it. 'No, 

1\/Iiss ! ' she said, ' I do not de

serve it.' 'But,' said the lady, 

' if you do not deserve it on 

account of the washing, Susan 

owes you sorne arnends for be

having so ill to you when she 

was in a passion.' Lucy blushed 

and sn1iled and took the cake, 

and went away quite happy ; 

and Anne and Susan's kind 

ma1n1na soon made them happy 

too ; for she gave them a piece 

of new 1nus1in, which matched 

the doll's frock ex actly. Nurse 

had just Lim e to take o ut the 

u 3 



222 THE LITTLE WASHERWOMAN. 

spoilt part and sew in a new 
breadth ; and before their little 
±i·iends arrived, dolly was in full 
dress, and very much admired 
by them all." 
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THE RETURN TO OLD FRIENDS. 

'' WELL, that is a pretty story," 
said Willy ; " and do you know 
a great many others?" 

" Yes," said the lady; "but I 
should be out of breath if I told 
you stories all the ,vay; besides, 
I want to talk to other people as 
well as to you." 

Willy thought that was but 
fair ; and, after thanking the 
lady for her kindness, he re
turned to seat himself by his 
mamn1a, who told him they 
would soon reach Derby. This 

pleased him highly. " Then," 
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said he, " I shall see 1ny old 
friend Anna, the landlady's 
daughter at the inn. Oh ! but 
we shall not see the blind 
won1an and her children." 

" Possibly we 1nay ," replied 
his mother, " for to-1norrow is 
Sunday, and that is the day they 
are 1nost likely to go to see their 
old mother. 

Soon after they reached Derby, 
Willy renewed acquaintance with 
Anna and the landlady ; and 
in the evening they went to walk 
in the Arboretum, and there 
they met all the family, except 
the blind woman hersel£ 

" ,Vhere is 
Willy's n1other. 
ill ? " 

she ? " asked 
" I hope not 
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" Oh dear, no, Ma'am," cried 
Martha, her eyes sparkling with 
joy at the good news she had to 
tell ; " well, quite well; and she 
can see us all now, she is no 
longer blind." 

" Oh, how glad I am," said 
\Vill y. " Where is she ? How 
happy she 1nust be, and how I 
should like to see her now she 
can see ! " 

" She is at the hospital," said 
Martha. " She was couched only 
about ten days ago, and is not 
allowed yet to go abroad in the 
day light; but if you had but 
seen her kiss us all round when 
her eyes first saw, and then 
kneel down and thank God for 
restoring her sight, and preserv-
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ing all her children so that she 
had the blessing of seeing them 
again. Well, I really thought 
we should have cried our eyes 
out, we were all so happy ! " 

" Cry for being happy ! " said 
Willy; "why I thought people 
laughed when they were happy." 

" So they do," said l\1artha ; 
"but when they are very, very 
glad, they cannot laugh, and 
then they so1netin1es cry for 
. '' JOy. 

Willy told Betsey and Johnny 
all about grandmam1na's farm 
and his own little garden ; and 
they, in return, told hirn a11 about 
their mother going to the hos
pital, and how the surgeons 
had done so1nething to her eyes 
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which made her see ; and what 
a treat their grandmother was 
going to give them when mo
ther was well enough to leave 
the hospital. " It is to be a 
grand drinking tea in the gar
dens," said she, "and I don't 
know how rnany nice things 
there will be. She is, I believe, 
making some of the pies and 
cakes already." 

When they returned to the 
inn, there was still day light 
enough for Willy to go over 
the landlady's garden with his 
friend Anna, and she showed 
hi1n the apricot and peach trees, 
which were now full of ripe fruit, 
whilst, at their first visit, Willy 
had scarcely noticed tlien1, seeing 
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nothing but smaU green balls 
growing on their branches. 

" I will tell you a secret/' said 
A.nna, " if you will keep it. 

M~n1ma bade me gather some 
of these apricots and peaches, 
and put them in a nice little 
basket, almost quite new, and 
cover the fn1it over with fresh 
green leaves, as she means to 
give it to your mamma when 

she goes away, to eat w bile she 
is on the railroad." 

The next morning the land
lady came with her bill to be 
paid, and Willy was very glad 
when he saw his mamma take 

two sovereigns out of her purse, 
and a great 1nany shillings, for 

he thought, " I hope she will 
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have a good deal instead of a 
little over." Then Anna came 
with the nice basket of fruit 
and offered it ; and Willy's 
mamma was much pleased, and 
thanked her, and gave her a 
pretty silver pencil-case in re
turn, which delighted Anna. 

In a few hours more Willy's 
travels were ended by his arrival 
in London ; we shall therefore 
take leave of him, after his plea
sant journey and his happy re
turn. 

THE END. 

X 
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