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CHILDREN’ FRIEND.

Rein@lio Bioseh b ong

wicked, but his mother let him always have his
- way ; and then his father was afraid he might un-
fortunately cry his eyes out, if he wanted any thing, and
fhould not get it. Being thus indulged, his whims grew
every day more frequent, and they could not always be
complied with ; for his parents were extremely poor, and
lived, as the expreflion is,” from hand to mouth. He grew
at laft quite obftinate and quarrelfome, infifted upon hav-
ing every thing he faw, and when he could not get it,
would grow fullky, tear his clothes to thow his fpite, do
nothing he was bid to do, and often the reverfe. -~ -
His parents were quite grieved to fee him thus, and
thought his heart was bad. Alas! cried out his mother,
{ once hoped our little Robin would in time confole us in
our forrow, be the joy of ourold age, and work for our
fupport, when we were paft our flrength, refleting we
had done fo much to feed and bring him up: but, on the
other hand, he 1s the greateft grief we have. His prin-
ciples are quite corrupt, began the father; every one will
hate him utterly, and not a foul aflit him in his need.
He will commit fome wicked a&ion, and be punifhed for
it by his country. Ide will live in fhame aund mifery,
God grant I may be dead before this comes to pafs.
Thefe mortifying thoughts would conftantly be upper-
- moft within them. 'They were now no longer cheertul at
their daily toil, -and had no appetite at meals. Their
forrow had a vifible effe@ upon their health ; their firencth
foon failed them ; and one morning, being morc dc’p;v?}bi
than ufual, they had not {ufficient {pirits to get up. Not
fo the little Robin: he was up as ufual, and required
VOL. IIL, B - hi
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ROBIN was about fix years of age. He was nat
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his breakfaft.  Robin, faid his'mother, I am very ill, and
cannot rife to get it you. On which he fulked, the wept,
and Hutchinfon, his father, fighed. The litcle archin
waited yet fome time; but feeing wveither of them flir,
refolved on what he had to do. He went that inftant ‘to
a neighbour’s houfe, that he might get alight, as he de-
figned to make a fire. A little girl came down to let him
in; and feeing Robin, afked him what he wanted, with a
tone of voice that feemed to fay he was not welcome ; for
fhe did not like him in the leaft. . Twant to light my can-
dle, anfwered Robin. Well, do {o, returned the little
girl, as I have let you in: but don’t come here again,
This way of talking Robin did not much approve of.
He was very eafily offended ; fo he went away, and did
not even light his candle. _ ~ :

* After this, he vifited another neighbour, who came
down ; but feeing Robin through the cafement, would
not even afk him what he wanted, but went up again,
Refufed admittance every where alike, he then came home,
put down the candle, and bethought himfelf of going to
a good old woman’s, who ufed formerly to treat him with
fweet things. He went and afked her for fome break-.
faft. Breakfaft! anfwered Frances: why has not your
mother let you have fome? She is a-bed, {aid Robin.
“'Well, your father then? He likewife is a-bed. They fay
they’re ill.  And would you leave them then, and come
to me for victuals? Get you gone! I’ve nothing for you.
Had I more, than what I want myfelf, I’d give it to poor
children that are fonder of parents than you are, and
make them happy, while yowevery day torment them.

Robin came away in tears, and walked home ver

flowly. In the way, he recolleCted he himfelf had fre-
quently fhammed 1illnefs ; and {uppofed it not impoflible
his parents were at prefent.thamming illnefs tco. For
certainty, he got upon a little chair, held back the cur-
- tain, and beheld how pale they were. He faw they had
been crying too. This fight affeCted him. He put the
curtains to again, fat down befide the bed, and held his
hands vp to his face. Unhappy as I am! faid he, fup-
pofe my parents were to die, what would become of me ?
I am refufed admittance every where, and can’t obtain a
bit of bread. I muft then have been very wicked! my
poor mother! haw you have at all times loved me! }zlmd

oW
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how much have I net grieved you! And my father, my
dear father Who can tell, alas | but they will die ?
. He fat a little longer tlunkmg, and returning after
to0 the houfe that had at firlt refufed him entrance, begged
for heaven’s f{ake they would let him have a little bread
and milk, to make a breakfaft for his parents. His af-
fli¢tion, and the humble tone of voice with which he now
addrefled them, got him eafily a hearing. Look ye)
faid the good man of ths cottage, fince you atk me
thus, I’ll not refufe you. Take the half of this:brown
loaf, with fome, too, of this milk, and warm it for your
parents.. ’Tis but jult you fhould prepare. their break-
faft, while they’re working both fo hard for you. He
durlt not mention they were 1ll, becaufe he feared the
fame reproaches Frances had beftowed upon him, though
he merited them now much lefs: on which account, his
charitable benefactor did not go himfe¢lf to {ee them ;-
which he would have done, had he but knewn their fitva-
tion, fince he loved them greatly.

In the intertm, Robin ‘brought away the bread and
milk, came home, made up a fire, and putting on a
pipkin, boiled the milk. It was no fooner ready, than
he drew a little table towards the bed. His mother lieard
him move about the chamber. What can Robin be
about ? began his mother. Nothing good, I fear, {2id
Hutchin{on. - She withed to know, eﬂdeavoured to it up
in bed; and Ioo!«.mg through the curtains, which were
very flimfy, faw the little table with two porringers, and
Robin, who was cutting bread into them. Upon {‘}“,
the jogged-her hulband. See, faid the, I verily believe
he's doing this for us; elfe, why two perringers upon the
table? Would to God faid Hutchinfon, he were ! 1 am
not hungxy, but fhould like to be convmced he's better
than we’ve thought him.

Robin, with the pipkin, came at lafl 5 ;- and filling boch
the porrmgers, approached his parents. * Hold, id he
dear father ; hold, dear mother.—Here’s {m'w breakfalt
for yon both.—And is it you that got it? faid the father.
Who could give you all this bread and milk? Twas
meighbour fuch-a-one, faid he. ‘The father and the tmo.
ther bade him put down both the porringers again. Thei,
eyes grew bright with joy. Dear child! come ni'ﬁt;c:',
thu cried out.  You are not.what we thought y ; but

B 2 ‘ﬁ[i-“\ 7
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bring both of us to life again. So faying,” they held out
their arms: he bent to their embrace; he wept, as they
did likewife ; he defired forgivenefs for the grief he had
occafioned them ; and promifed they fhould henceforth be
rejoiced by his behaviour. : ' §

He was in their arms as yet, when Frances entered
with her breakfalt in her hand; and which fhe brought,
to fhare it with her indifpofed good neighbours. . She was
moved at fuch a piteous fight, fhed  tears- of joy, and
blefled the little Robin ; who, on his fide, tenderly em-
braced her alfo. They all breakfafted together, and had
never in their lives before enjoyed {o fweet a meal.

The happinefs of fuch a day foon re-eitablifhed this
good father, and this loving mother, in their former ftate
of health. The little boy became, too, very happy. He
acquired the love of every one that knew him, was ca-
refled with juftice by his parents, and the charitable Fran-
ces, who rejoiced to do them all the good the conld.

R M e R T A

MELIA fcarce was fix years old, was very fond of

ker mamma, and wifhed continually to be with her.

On a certain day, Amelia’s mother wifhed to go to mar-

ket, and the little girl entreated to accompany her thither,

You will only incommode me, child, {aid fhe. No, no;

I hepeT fhall not incommode you, faid Amelia ; and with

fo much urgency, that her maama at laft was forced to
give her leave.

They f{et out, therefore, both together. As it chanced,
their houfe wasin the country, and the paths proved ver
bad. Amelia frequenily was forced to walk behind her
mother, when the ruts would not permit them to have
hold of one another. They were now got very near the
town ; and as 1t chanced, the road was crowded with 2
mulditude of people pafling every way. The litde girl
was often feparated trom ber mother; but this gave her
no uneafinefs, as afier two or three fuch accidents, fhe
had with eafe rejoined her: but the nearer they approached

the
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the market, fhe perceived the crowd augmenting. This
fhould neceffarily have made her watchful of the way her
mother went ; and yet, a fort of puppet-thow that was
exhibiting,” had charms fufficient. to detain her. She
flopped fhort to gaze at Punch and 'Punchinello. In the
midft, however, of her entertainment, fhe turned round,
but could not fee her mother; fhe ran on, called out, and
ferambling up a bank, at once looked over all the peo-
ple’s heads: but ’twas in vain. She could not fee her,
could not hear her voice; and now, the little maiden,
being frightened, durft not mix among fo great a crowd,

that joftled one anoth°r. So fhe got into ‘a corner,
called out mammy! mammy! and burft into a flood of
TEBTS: - L

The people that went by, looked at her. Therd's d
lirtle - girl, {aid one among them, iz a piteous takin
What's the matter with yon ? alked another. I hawe /o/z‘
my mammy ! Ob, don’t mind it ; anfwered he. You'll ﬁ.».fa’
ber out again, I avarrant you. A third {aid, Dox’t ery
Jo, my little girl. She wan't for that come ta you fooner.
Thus faid many, and they all went on about their
bufinefs.

By good luck, at laft, however, an old woman, who
fold eggs and butter, and was lame, and therefore could
not walk without a cratch, was going by, but feeing"
her in foch diftrefs, ftopped fhort, and pitied her. And
awhich way was your mother going, little dear, began the
woman, awben jou loff ber? Ske awas gazrcr 1o the maz,lef
faid Amelia. Well, be (cmfarle//, replied the firft; and
come along Pwtb me. LIl take you to rhe arhet, s You will
Jind ber there, mo doubt. Amelia ga»e her hand, that
moment, to the good old woman, and foon reached the
market. As they entered, fhe perceived her mother, gave
a cry of joy, and up her mother came immediately. She
took the little girl into her arms, and faid, You frxch tened
me exceadingly, my child, by wmdumv from me: and
the child, th moment fell a hugging hcr, and cried.

She told her of the puppet-fhow, which fhe had pcop-
ped to look at; how fhe called out after her, and how thé
good old marknt -woman, and fhe only, had taken pity of,
and brought her through the crowd. Amelia’s moter
thanked her, bought the eggs and butter fhe had left,
and gave her more than what fhe atked. Amelia kified

B 3 her



6 BETTER TO GIVE THAN RECEIVE.

her ten times over; and while going home, would talk of
sothing but the good old market-woman. = ‘

. When the firft fine weather came, Amelia begged her
mother would go {fee Dame Dunch, which was the mar-
ket-woman’s name: and fhe confented, took a loaf of
bread, and half a pound of tea, with fugar in proportion,
Dunck’s dwelling was a wooden eone: it was not large,
but very clean and comfortable. In the front, there was
a little grafs-plat, thaded upon every fide by fruit trees ;
apon which, Amelia danced till evering with Johanna,
whom, it feems, her aunt had fent for to divert Amelia ;
and Johanna was a fpecial little girl.

QAmelia’s mother always bought Dame Dunch’s eggs
and butter, but complained fhe put them at too low a
price ; while Dunch would have it fhe was paid too much,
Amelia and her mother gave the good old woman all the
efiftance in their power ; and when in Aer turn the old’
woman could be ferviceable to Amelia or her mother,
fhe would put on her cloth apron, take her crutch, and
come quite out of breath, but very joyous,

Thus they did each other mutual fervice : but the good-
old woman had the greateit reafon to rejoice, that fhe had
taken pity on a little girl in trouble. In the aé of help-
ing her, {he did not think that her good heart would gain
her fuch a world of happy hours,

BETTER TO GIVE THAN RECEIVE.

Thifee and Letitia.

Thifbe. HAT acharming day is Chrifimas Mon-
day, when one has fach handfome pre-

fents! how I long to fee it! '

Letitia. O, don’t fpeak about it, fifter. The firft five
and twenty days of this dull gloomy month, appear much
longer than the reft all put together. What fine things
we are to have! I dream about them every night, and
‘wake a dozen times, when Chriftmas Monday is the firft
thing I think of,

Thifbe.
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BETTER TO GIVE THAN RECEIVE. 9

Thifse. Do you recolle@, laft year, how all mamma’s
acquaintance brought us play-things and confectionary,
We had really fo much, we knew not where to put them.

" Letitia. They were {pread upon a large {quare table,
-and mamma came out to call us with her charming voice.,
Come, come, faid the, and take thefe prefents. She em-
braced us, and thed tears. I never faw her half fo happy .
as”that day, when fhe beheld us jump about the room
fot joy.. o b Sl 04

, /;1}5‘3. I think, indeed, fhe feemed much happier than
ourfelves. R 2 Rt j

Letitia. One woild have thought, ’twas fhe that had
received the Chriftmas boxes. s . :

T hifbe. 'There muft confequently be a pleafure, I fup-
ofe, in giving: fo' I'll tell you what we ought to do,

wtitia, We are very little, and of courfe have little we
can give. But ftill we have it in our power to get this
pleafure. ; : ' :

Letitia. How, pray, Thilbe 2 : e,

Thifre. Why, it wants a fortnight now, you know, of
Chréﬁmas Monday : and we both have momey in our

ockets. .,
b Letitia, Yes; I've upwards of a crown. What there-
fore thall we do ? :

Thifbe. You recollett our fair comes on to-morrow.
Well then, we mult get up early, and work hard, and
ftudy diligently, and do every thing we ought to do, that
in the afternoon we may get leave to go and fee the fair.
Now I have more a good deal than nine fhillings. We
will each take half our money, and go buy the prettieft
things we meet with. We will bring them home all cles
verly wrapped up, and early upon Chriftmas Monday,
give them to our gardener’s children.

Letitia. Yes; but then, Thitbe, the poor woman’s
children who comes here to work occafionally, muft have
fomething likewife. ,

Thifee. Right; I did not think of them. O, how de-
lighted they wiil be! I fancy the poor little children in
their joy, will fay they never had a Chriftmas-box before.

Letit:a. In that cafe, we fhall be the firft to caufe them
fuch a deal of pleafure.—~O, my dear, dear fifter! I mult
hug you for that thought!

B 4 : szﬁe-
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Thifke. Yes, but ftay alittle. I’ve anotherin my head,

'Th..s money we defign to fpend—
{@titia. Is ours; and we may lay it out as we think
pl'f PEr. i
7o fbe. Yes, that’s trae. But—
1 stitia., Well, but what? _
7" ffe. We had it from mamma, you know ; it was
her prefent to ws, as in gereral all our money is. Now
fitter, if we lay this money out in prefents for the chil-
dren, ’twill be then mamma has made thefe prefents,
and not we.
: Letitia. That’s true indeed ; and yet we have no other
“-Jnoney. - NI :

_ Thifte. We ‘can, notwithftanding, hit on fome expe-
dient for the purvofe, Idare fay. For in the firft place,
I can work indifferently at my needle, and you knit with
tolerable eafe, :

Latitia, What ufe will this be of ?

Thifte. Youwll not be long before you’ve knit a pair of
gerters for papa: and I have been this fortnight at a pair
of ruflles, which he does not know of. What then hin-
ders, pray, but we may finith thefe two articles a day or

“two on this fide Chriftmas Monday ?

Latitia, Well, and if we do, what then 3.

Thifbe. We can prefent the garters in that cafe, and
ruffies to papa, who will be glad to buy them of us, and
pay thrice as much as they are worth.—

Letitia. Yes, yes: I’m fure of that. But fiill the fair
will be to-morrow ; and we can’t before that finifh what
you know is to procure the.money we would lay out at
the fair,

7 hifle. Nor is it neceffary eithers for the money we
fhall want to make our purchafe with to-morrow, we may
borrow of ourfelves; and afterwards repay it upwards of
two days before we make our prefents. 'Thus then we
fhall have it in our power to fay, indeed, ’twas we alone
gave Chriftmas-boxes to thefe poor dear children.

Letitia. A good {cheme indeed ! *Tis always you that
are the readieft at thefe matters: but tis likewife true,
that you’re the eldeft, .

Thifte. Blefs me! How rejoiced we fhall be both, in
being able to afford them fo much pleafure !

Laititia



THE GOOD SON REWARDED.
Letitia. T could with to-morrow were the day.

Thifte. Don’t fear but it will foon come now; and we ‘
fhall ftill be pleafed in waiting its arrival.

THE GOOD SON REWARDED.

'I‘ HE little Abel fcarce was turned of eight years old,

when he was {o unhappy as to lofe his mother. "It
afilicted ‘him {o much, that nothing could reftore him to
the gaiety fo natural to young children. Mrs. Philipfon,:
his aunt, was forced to take him to her houfe, for fear
his fadnefs fhould fill aggravate her brother’s inconfola-
ble diftrefs. :

They went, however, frequently to fee him; and at
laft, the time was come for going out of smourning.
Abel therefore quitted his; and, though his heart was
full of forrow, he endeavoured to affume a lively counte-
nance. His father was affected at this fenfibility : but all
it did, alas! was to oecafion him more forrow, in refeé-
ing on the mother of this amiable child he had for ever
loft ; and this refle®ion, every one remarked, was bring-
g him with forrow to the grave.

It was a fortnight now, fince Abel, as his cuftom was,
had been to fee him; and his aunt was always urging
fome pretext or other in the interval, as often as he with=d
to go. ‘The truthis, Mr. Philipfon was dangeroufly ill.,
He durft net afk to fee his child, from apprehenfion that
the fight of his condition might too much affec him.
Thefe paternal ftruggles, joined with that afli&tion he
was under, fo exhaafted him, that very foon there was no
hope remaining of his cure. He died, in fa&, upon the
day before his birth-day.

On the morrow, Abel having waked betimes, tormented
Mrs. Philipfon fo much for leave to go and with his fa«
ther joy, that {he at laft confented ; buthe faw his mourn-
ing was now going on again.

And why this ugly black, faid he, to-day, wien we are
going to papa ?—Who's dead now, aunt? y

lis aunt was fo afilifted, that fhe'could nct fpe2k a
word.,
B g Well
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‘Well then, faid Abel, if you will not tell me, Ill en-
qiive iot-Taw pabar ™ v i B SR K

At this fhe could refrain no longer weeping; but burft -
out into a flood of tears, and faid, >T'is he, *tis-he is dead.’

What, my papa dead! anfwered he, Oh heaven!
take pity on me. “My mamma, “firft ‘dead! and now,
papa! Unhappy as 1 am, and parentlefs ! what will be-
come of me? Oh my papa! mamma!

Thefe words were icarcely uttered, when he fell into a
fivoon ; nor could his aunt, without much difficulty, bring
“him to again. :

Poor child, faid the, don’t thus affii& yourfelf. Your
parents are flill ltving.

Abel. Yes; but where? ,

Mrs. Philipfon. In heaven, with God. They are both
happy in that place; and will at all times have an eye
upon their child.  If you are prudent, diligent, and up-
right, they will pray that God would blefs you ; and God
certainly awi// blefs you: This was the laft prayer your
father uttered yefterday, when dying. '

Abel, Yefterday! when I was thinking of the pleafure
I fhould have in feeing him this morning.—Yeflerday !
He’s not then buried yet? Oh aunt, pray let me fee him. -
He would not fend for me, fearing to afli& me; and
perhaps I fhounld have, on the other hand, affited him.
But now, that I can no how give him pain, I would once
more behold him, for the laft, laft time: pray let me go
and fee him, my dear aunt.

Mrs. Philipfon. Well then, we’ll go together, if you
promife you’ll be calm. You fee my tears, and how
much I am grieved for having loft my brother. He was
always doing me fome good or other: I was poor, and had
no maintenance but what his bounty gave me. Not-
withftanding which, I yield myfelf, you fee, to Provi-
dence, that jvatches over us. Be calm, then, my dear
¢hild, e

Atel. Yes, yes; I muft indeed be calm: But pray,
aunt,. carry me to my papa, that I may fee at leaft his
coffin.

Mrs. Philipfon then took him by the hand, and inftantly
went out : the day was very dark; and even foggy. Abel
wept as he went on,

When
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When they were come before the houfe, the mutes were-
at the door ; and Mr. Philipfon’s late friends and neigh-
bours ftanding round his coffin. - They wept bitterly, and
praifed the integrity of the deceafed. 'The little Abel.
rufhed into the houfe, and threw himfelf upon the cof-
‘fin, For fome time he could not fpeak a word ; but
raifed at laft his head a little, crying out, See how your
little Abel weeps for having loft you! when mamma
'died, you confoled me, and yet wept yourfelf'; but now,
‘who is there will confole me for your lofs! Oh my papal
my good papa ! e Caus bR
~ "He could not utter more: his forrow almoft firangled
him: His mouth was open, and his tongue feemed mo-
tionlefs. His ‘eyes at one time fixed ; and "at another,
rolling in their fockets, had no tears to thed. His aunt
had need of all her firength to pluck: him from the cof-
fin. She conduéted him as far as to.a neighbour’s, beg-
ging fhe would keep him till his father’s burial was over 3
for ihe durft not think of carrying him to fee it.’ = ' "

. Very foon the bell was fet a tolling. Abel heard it;
and the woman, to whofe care he had been trufted, -hav-
ing quitted the apartment for a moment, he ayailed him-
felf of fuch an opportunity ; got out, and ran thatinftant
to the church-yard; where the funeral was gone. ‘The
minifter had finithed, and the grave was filling up ;—.
‘when, all at once, a cry was heard of, Bury me with my
paga! and Abel jumped 1nto the grave.

The mourners were affeCted atit: Abel was drawn out,
all pale and {peechlefs; and, in ipite of his refiftance,
carried home. ‘

He was for upwards of three days contingally fainting ;
and his aunt could ng how bring him to, not even at in-
tervals, except by {peaking to him of his dear papa. At
laft, kis firft excefs of angmih was allayed: he wept no
longer, but was very {orrowful.

A worthy merchant heard of this deplorable affair. He
"had not been without fome knowledge-of the father;
therefore he repaired to Mrs. Philipfon’s,. that he mighe
fee the little orphan. - He was very much affeéted. at his-
{adnefs, took him home,. and. was a father to him.. Abel
foon confidered he was really the merchant’s {on, and
10n., Al ghe

[ s

*everv day cained oreater ground in his afle
J ) SO o o

age of twenty, he condudted all the buiinch of his bene-

B 6 = Tacter
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Jaflor with fo much fuccefs, that in‘reality the merchant
thought it was his duty to affign him half the profits of
it for the future ; to which recompence, he added his be-
loved daughter.—Abel hitherto had kept his aunt, by
hufbanding the little perquifites belonging to him ; and,
by this event, ke had the further happinefs of making:
her quite eafy for the remnant of her days ; but never did
his father’s birth-day come about, but he was feized in-
fome fort with a fever, on recalling to his memory what
he once had fuffered at that feafon; and to thofe fen{a-
tions he was then affe®ed with, did he impute the prin-

‘ciples of honour and integrity he followed, during his
long life fucceeding it. :

'—'m-———
THE NEW-YEAR’s WISH.

__UPON a certain new year’s day, the little Alfred

i came into the parlour, juft before the breakfaik
‘things were ready: he advanced, and with the greateit
gravity, faluting his papa, began as follows, with a fo-
temn tone of voice : i !

¢« As formerly the Romans were zccultomed every new-
year’s day towifh their friends all happinefs ; fo Z, thrice
honoured father, come So Z, thrice honoured father,
€omé—come, come—""

The little orator at this flopped fhort. It was in vain ;
he fretted, rubbed his forehead, ‘and began to fumble in
his pocket, The remainder of this excellent harangue
was not forth coming. The poor litde boy was vexed,
‘and in an agitation. Mr. Hunter faw and pitied his em-
barraflment, embraced him tenderly, and faid as follows »
Truly a moft elegant oration! yon yourfslf, no doubt,
compofed it?

“ Alfred. No, papa; you’re very good to think fo; but
I'm not half learned encugh for fuch a tafk, = It was m
brother drew it up. You fthounld have heard the whole.,
He told me, ’twas in periods ; and the periods, as he faid,
were rounded off into the bargsin. Lock ye, I’ll bac
run it over once, and you fhall hear it then : or would

you




THE NEW-YEAR’s WISH. .13

you rather hear mamma’s? 1 have #har perfedtly, I'm
fure. It is extra&ed from the Grecian hiftory. :
My, Hunters No, no, Alfred, that’s not neceffary ; and
* your mother and myfelf, without it, are as much in.

debted both to your affe€tion and your brother’s.

Alfred. O, he was a fortnight, I affure you, at the
work ; and I éemployed a deal of time in learning them,
What an unlucky thing that I thould now forger, when I ~
moft wanted to remember it! No earlier than laft'night,
believe me, I delivered the whole fpeech without the leatt
degree of hefitation, in the fervant’s room, and {peaking
to your wig-block, if it could but tell you.

Mpr. Hunter. I was then at ftudy in my clofet; and to
comfort you, muft fay I heard it. ;

Alfred, (brightening up.) Did you ?—I am glad of that!
and don’t you think, papa, I {poke it very well ?

My. Hunter. Surprifingly, I muft acknowledge.

Alfred. O, but it was very fine ! :

Myr. Hunter. 'To fay the truth, “your brother has quite
erammed it full of eloquence. And yet, I fhould have
liked a fingle word or two much bstter from yourfelf.

Alfrsd. Bat fure, papa, to fay I wifh the perfon I am
fpeaking to a happy new year, and nothing elfe, is far
too common to give pleafure.

My. Hunter. Yes: but why then nothing elfe? as if
inftead of fuch a trivial compliment, you could not pre-
vioufly have thought within yourfelf, what moft of all 1
withed for, in the courfe of this new year. ;

Alfred. O, that’s not difficult.  ¥ou wifh, no doubt, to
have your health ; to fee your family, your friends, and
fortune fourith ; and enjoy a deal of pleafure.

Mr. Hunter. Well ; don’t you with me, then, all this?

Alfred. Yes, yes, with all my heart.

Myr. Hunter. What hinders then, but that you could
have made me up yourfelf a charming compliment, with-
out requiring the affiftance of another?

Alfred. Really, I1did not think myfelf fo learned; but
’tis always thus, when yoz inftrut me; fince I find out
things I did not think were in me. I can now make com-
pliments to every one I know. T fhall have nothing I
need fay, but.what I’ve mentioned juft this moment.

Mr. Hunter. Jt may fuit, I mukt acknowledge, many
people ; but fhould certainly be different with refped to
ethers, 3 Alfreds
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Alfred. Yes, I underftand you pretty well, papa; but
don’t know what the difference fhould be; fo explain it
to me, now we are alone. E s ko)

Mr. Hanter. With all my heart. There are a multi-
tude of what are called good things, that one may with
for, in behalf of any one we fpeak to; fuch as what you
mentioned juft this moment: there are others, that refer
to different individuals in their fituations, age and duties.
For example ; one may with to an already happy man,
the long continuation of his happinefs; to an ushappy
man, the end of his affition; to a man in office, that
God’s providence would blefs his labours for the public
welfare, give him neceflary penetration, with the gift of
perfeverance to continue in them, and eftablifh the enjoy-
ment of felicity among his countrymen, by way of re-
compence on his endeavours. To an old man, one'may
~ wifh a leogth of life, exempt from every inconveniency ;
to children, on the other hand, the prefervation of their.
parents, progrefs in their ftudies, with a love of arts; to-
parents, the completion of their hopes, in bringing .up:
their children ; every fpecies of profperity to fuch as are-
our benefactors; and the long continuation of their kind-
nefs. ’Tis our duty even to bethink us of our enemies,
and pray that God would thow. them the injaftice of their
conduct, and infpire them with a with of meriting our
friendfhip.

Alfred. O, papa, how much I thank you! I have now
a budget full of compliments for every one I goto. I
fhall know what-fort of withes they will look for, and.
have no occafion for my brother’s rounded periods, as he
calls them: but why, as we fhould always have ‘thefe
withes in our heart, pray. tell me why the firt day of the
year, in preference to any other, fhould be pitched upon .
to publith them 2 ‘

Myr. Hunter.. Becaufe our life is, as it were, a ladder,
every ftep of which is reprelented by a year. ’Tis na-
tural, our friends fhould flock together, and make merry
with. us, when our foot has got in fafety on the ftep
next that we lately trod on, and: exprefs their with that:
we fhould climb the reft with equal {afety. Do you un.
derftand me ? :

Alfred, O papa,. quite clearly,

' M
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3#. Hunter. *Tis however in my power to make. this -
clearer ftill, by ufing what we call another figure. 7

Alfred. Ah, let’s have it, pray, papa. : :

Myr. Hunter. Do you remember, then, our going to
the top of that fine church in London, called St. Paul’s &

Alfred. O, what a charming profpett from the golden
gablery there! Why, you remember we could fee all Len~
don, and a great deal of the country from it !. 3

My. Hunter{ Greenwich hofpital particularly ftruck
your eye; and as you could not then have any hotion of
the diftance, you propofed we fhould the following week
go there on foot to dinner. 564 4 Ve

Alfred. Well, papa; and did I not, pray, walk the whole
long journey like a man?

Mr. Hunter. Yes, well enough. I had no reafon to
find fault with your performance; but remember, I took
care, at every mile-ftone on theroad, to make you fit and
reft a lictle. :
~ Alfred. So you did indeed; and ’twas at firft, in my
idea, no bad notion, to put up thofe figured ftones befide
the road. One knows at any time what diftance one has
walked, how much is fill to come, and regulates one’s
pace accordingly. : '

Mr. Hunter. In this you have yourfelf explained the
advantages that flow from our diyiding life into thofe
equal portions we call years: for every year s fomething
like a mile-ffone in the road of life.

Alfred. 1 underftand you. And the {feafons are, per-
haps, fo many quarter-miles, that tell us we fhall very
{oon arrive at the next ftone.

M. Hunter. Your cbiervation is extremely juft; and I
am charmed this little journey is ftill frethin your remem-
brance. ~If you take it in a proper point of view, it will
exhibit a true pidture of this life. Remember, if you
can, the different circumftances that took place while you
were pofting on to Greenwich; tell them in the order
they fell out, as well as: yoa are able, and T’ll make the
application.

Alfred. 1 thould fcarce remember the whole bufinefls
better, had it happened yefterday. At firft, as I was full
of {pirits, and defired to let you fee it, I fet out upon a
trot, and. made a many trips; I don’t well know how
many. You advifed me to go {lowly, as the journey

would
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would be rather long. I followed your advice, and had
no reafon to repent. Upon the way, I afked for informa-
tion at the fight of every thing I-did not know the mean-
ing of, and you were pleafed to tell me.  When we hap-
pened to go by a bit of grafs, we fat down on it, and you
read a ftory-book, that you had brought outin your pocket
to divert me. Tlren we got upon our feet again; and
as we went along, you told me many other things not only
ufeful, but diverting likewife. In this manner, though
the weather was not altogether fine, though we had fome- -
times rain, and once a hail-florm to encounter, we ar-
rived at Greenwich, I remember, very frefh and hearty,
and made afterwards a charming dinner. -

Mr. Hunter. Very faithfully related, Alfred! but for
fome few circumftances, which, however, I am glad you
have not intreduced ; as for example, your attention to a
poor blind man, whofe arm, if you remember, you laid
hold of, to prevent him from a danger he was getting
into, owing to a heap of fones that lay before him, and
on which he might have broke his legs ; the afliftance you
afforded a poor wafher-woman’s boy, by picking up a
handkerchief of linen that had got out of the cart; but
more than all, the alms you gave to feveral people on the
road. ' .

Alfred. And do you thiank, papa, then, I forgot them ?
Juft as if I did not know we fhould not boaft of any good
we may have had the oppoitenity of doing.

Mr. Hunter. And on that account, ’'m greatly pleafed
in dwelling on it, as a recompence for fo much modefty,
*Tis juft 1 fhould repay you fome fmall portion of the joy
you caufed me.

Alfred. O, I {aw tears rolling in your eye, not once :
alone, or twice, but often. I was fo delighted ! if you
knew how much that fight untired me ! I got on the bet-
ter for it afterward. But let me have the application you
juft mentioned.

My, Hunter. *Tis as follows, Alfred. Give me all the
‘attention in your power., :

Alfred. Fear nothing. I won’t lofe a fyllable you tell
me, ! aflure you, fir.

Mr. Hunter. 'The look, then, you caft round you from
the golden gallery, all over Liondon, and a great deal, as
you mentioned, of the country, is exprefive of the firfk

zeflections
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refle@ions of a child upon the multitude about him. The
long walk you chofe to Greenwich, is the journey we -
propofe ourfelves through life. The eagernefs with which
you wifhed to hurry on at fetting out, without confulting
your ability for running, and which colt you fuch re-
peated trippings, is the natural impetuofity of youth,
which would excite us to the worft excefles, if a faithful
and experienced friend were not to moderate it. 'The in--
fruction you derived, as we were walking on, from read-

ing and converfing with me, and the a&tions of good-will

and charity that you performed, took off from the fatigue

of fach a journey; and you finifhed it thereby with fatis-

faQion to yourfelf, though there had fallen a deal of rain,

and even hail. Thefe circumftances, too, convey inftruc-

tion ; forin life, there are no other means than the per-

formance of our duty, to keep off difquietude, and che=

rifh peace within us, notwithitanding thofe vicifitudes of

fortune that would otherwife, perhaps, go near to over-

whelm us : ‘and the comfortable meal we made at the con-

ciufion of our journey, isno other than an emblem of the

recompence God gives us when we die, to crown thofe

virtuous altions we have laboured to fill up our lives with

in the world. , ‘

Alfred. Yes, yes, papa; all this fquares wonderfully
weli, and I fhall have a deal of happinefs, 1 fee before-
hand, in the year that’s now begun.

Mr. Hunter. *Tis with yourfelf alone it refts to make
the year quite happy ; but once more, let us return to our
excurfion. Do you recolleét then when in going round,
that we might fee a little of the park, we came upon
Blackheath ? The heavens were then ferene, and we could
fee behind us all the way we had been walking.

Alfred. Yes, indeed, papa ! and I was proud of having
walked {o far!

Mpy. Hunter. By proud, you mean rejoiced. Are you
then equally rejoiced at prefent, while your reafon, that
now dawns within you, paufes, and caits back a look upon
the way you have already made in life? You entered it
quite weak ‘and naked, without any means of making; in
the leaft degree, provifion for your wants. It was your
mother gave you your firft food, and it is I that have the
forethought to fubfift you, How do we defire you fhould
repay us: We want nothing more, than that you fhould

youariels
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yourfelf endeavour to be happy, by becoming juft and
hon:ft; by acquiring a dae notion of your feveral duties';
and by ferioufly intending to difcharge them. Have you
then fulfilled thefe few conditions, no lefs advantageous
to yourfelf than eafy ' Have yon firft of all been grateful -
to God’s goodnefs, who has will’d you thould be born of
“parents having wherewithal to bring you ap in eafe and
honour? Have you always thewn thofe parents the obe-
dience and refpe you owe them ? Have you paid atten-
tion to the precepts of your teachers?, Have you never
given occafion for your brothers or your fifters to com-
plain of envy orinjuftice in you ?,'l?Iave you always treated
thofe that wait wpon you, with a proper fort of conde-
fcenfion, and at no time claimed from their inferior fitua-
tion, what it was theif duty fo refufe you? In a word,
do you poflefy that love of jultice, that equality of con-
duct, and that moderation we, by our inftruétion and ex-
ample, are at all times doing what we can to fet before
you? ‘ 4
4 Alfred. Ah, papa, let us not look fo much at what is
}mft, but to the future.  Every thing I fhould have done,
promife by God’s blefling I wi/l do hereafter. -
_ Mr. Hunter. That’s well faid: embrace me, therefore,
Alfred. I accept your promife, and confine to its per-
formance all the withes I need make, on my fide, for your
“happinefs, on this renewal of the yeass

THE
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Charles and Scipio.

Seipio. S O early with us, Mafter Charles ?
Charles. Yes, Scipio; and flill more, tis
‘you T want to fpeak with, '

Seipio. Me, fir? what then can occafion me the ho.
nour of your vifit?

Charles. What except the pleafure, Scipio, of feeing
you ? The truth however is, that I am come to know
what Chriftmas-boxes you have had.

Scipio. What Chriftmas-boxes, do you alk me? If my
mother, Sophy and myfelf have but the neceflary things
of life, we are content. '

Charles. But Mr. Woodville, furely, lets you want for
nothing.

Scipio. Itis true, indeed, we are his debtors for whatever
we poflefs, and he continues in our favour the refpect, as
I may fay he had for my poor father ; and his fon, too,
has a friendfhip for us. Do you fee, fir, this new {uit of
clothes I have upon me? ’tis Leander’s prefent. It was
bought for.him, but his papa permitted bim to give it
me, by way of Chriftmas-box. He has prevailed too oa

Mifs
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Mifs Hero, to prefent my fifier with a few of her caft
clothes ; and we were laft night very happy in receiving
them.

Charles. Yes, yes: but if you talk of Chriftmas.boxes,
it is he that has received fome fine ones ! ;

Scipio. Certainly, his' father is fo rich! and ¥et I
know not if his pleafure was as great as ours. Fine things
are no novelties to him. And what we may receive,
whenever we think proper, never gives us fo mueh joy,
as what zkey feel, to whom their benefs&ors unexpettedly
make prefents.

Charles. I agree with you in this: but can’t you tell me
what Leander has received? No doubt but he has thown
you all his prefents. 3

Scipio. Yes,-yes, that he has indeed : but how fhall I
remembeér the whole catalogue ? Let me refie@ a little,
In the firft place, he has had fome books, a cafe of mathe-
matical inftruments, a microfcope, filk ftockings, and a fet
“of filver buttons for a fuit of clothes, compleat. :

Charles. But thofe are not the things I with to be in-
formed of. What I want to know about, friend Scipio,
are the fweetmeats and nice things, that generally are
prefented, at this feafon of the year, to children of our
age, ;

Scipio. O, his papa has given him no fuch things: he
Aays that fweermeats do but rot the recth ; and as for play-
things, certainly Leander is too big, that he thould with
to: have fuch matters., ‘It is only from his aunt he has
received thefe trifles. - She, indeed, has given him fome-
thing of the fort.

Charles. Ay, ay! and what for inftance

Scipio. How can I remember them ? There’s in the firft
place, a great cake; a quantity of candied orange peel ;
fome capillaire ; and fweetmeats ; half-a-dozen companies
of French and Englifh foldiers, caft in lead, and in their
uniforms ; a draft-board; fith and counters ; and about a -
dozen. china figures‘made in Derbyfhire. ‘But rather goand
fpeak to him yourfelf. He’ll thow you every thing he has
received. . Why do you put thefe feveral queftions to me ¢

Charles. O, I know what Pm aboat. 1 had my rea-
fons for intesrogating you, before I went up ftairs into
Leander’s room.

Scipis,
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Scipio. And what, pray, are thofe reafons? May I
know? : : : e gz

Charles. I had determined never to reveal them: but,
provided you will but be fecret— ;

Scipio. I’'m no prater. ,

Charles. Give me then your promife.

Scipio. There’s my hand. , '

Charles. Well then, DIl tell you, as a fecret I would
have you keep, Leander’s finely taken in ! %

Scipio. Leander’s finely taken in! my friend? I can’t
endure fuch language. ~ i

Charles. 'Then I’ll tell you nothing, D’m f#ill mafter of
my fecret : you know that.

Scipio, How, Charles! And can yow wrong, then, my
dear friend Leander at this rate? i

Charles. O! be aflured I fhall not wrong him perfonally:
but I {fpeak of an affair in which we both have come to an
agreement.

Scipio. But, if taken in, he is deceived. ,

Charles. No; no: he has deceived himfelf entirely,

Scipio, 1 don’tunderftand a word of this enigma. -

Charles. I'll explain the matter to you. We had pre-
vioufly agreed we would go equal fharers in our Chrift-
mas-boxes, whatfoever they might be, refpetting every
thing that in its nature was divifible. . ‘

Sczpio. Well, pray, and can he lofe by fuch a bargain 2
His papa is not {o rich as your’s. Your Chriftmas-boxes
therefore muft, at leaft in point of value, equal his, and
very probably exceed them.

Charles. 1t is true, indeed, I have received a very
handfome Chriftmas-box. This watch, for inflance ; but
a warch, you know, is not to be divided. :

Scipio. On your honour, you have had no other prefent ?

Charles. Nothing, I affure you, but a cake and two -
fmall boxes of preferves. My father fays as Mr. Wood-
ville does, that {weetmeats hurt one.  While mamma was
living, it was quite another thing, for then I had fuch
delicacies in abundance; and Leander knows as much,
who faw my laft year’s Chriftmas-boxes. It was this in-
duced him tomake fuch a bargain with me ; and laft week
too, we confirmed it on our word. - You fee, then—

Scipio. Yes, I fee too clearly, that Leander is to be
your dupe. He will have only half a cake and fome pre-

ferves
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ferves for what he is to give you up. ’Tis true, his aunt
has fent him more than he can eat-- But is it true then,
Mafter Charles, that you had nothing elfe? .I muft con-
fefs, I find it very difficult to credit your affertion.

. Charles. Difficult to credit my aflertion! Shall I fwear,
then, to the truth of what I fay?

Scipio. - Swear ! Out upon it! Should a little gentle-
man, as you are, think of {wearing in this matter? ’Tis
entirely your affair; and if you are deceiving my good
friend Leander, you will lofe much more than he, Charles.

- Charles. But, Scipio, do you know I don’t approve of
fuch remonftrances ? It is Leander’s bufinefs to refleét 6n
the affair. Suppofe Leander had received no Chriftinas~
box? :

Scipio. There was no fear of that, His friends are ge-
nerous, and Leander’s condu@ pleafes them. . Your
Chriftmas-box is fuch a trifle ! *T'would be quite unhand-
fome in you, to expe&t Leander fhould have all the difad-
vantage on his fide ; and therefore we muit go and tell
him. .

o Gharles, Oh! that’s done already. Late laft night I
fent him half the cake I’ve had, and part of my preferves:
" P’ve likewife written him a little letter on the {ubje@®. =
. Secipio.. What, then, youw’ll perfift in your demand upon
him 2 '.

Charles. And pray what would you do, in my fituat
tion ? You that talk fo mach! i bye e aik

Scipio. I would have nothing from him, having nothing
upon .my fide to beftow ; and therefore \quit him of his

romife. ;

Charles. Oh! your humble fervant! Keep your counfel
to yourfelf. Qur Bargain is a wager; and ‘when people
think of laying wagers, ’tis that they may win. Next
year it {hall be as he pleafes; bat at prefent, if he ‘does
not give.me half of every thing he has received, his cake,
his orange-peel, his {weetmeats, {oldiers, fifhv and coun-
ters, china ware, and {o forth ;.if there’s any thing you
have forgot to tell me of, '}l follow him through all the
- ftreets, courts, lanes, and every thoroughfare in Londen,
and proclaim him for a cheat. Yes, tell him that from
mie, friend Scipio; and, that fuch as we fhould keep our
promife, after we have {wora to ore another. x

s St”i}‘)iﬂa
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8cipio. After you have fworn!' Fie, fie upon your oaths !
T'm very poor; and yet, if you would give me all the
Chriftmas-boxes that were ever made you, not excepting
even your fine watch, I would not fwear in fuch a triflin
matter. It fhould be a very folemn bufine(s only I would
take an oath in. ; i
- Charles. Why, Scipio, you’re a downright fimpleton,
Withount this fwearing, how fhould any one be bound o
keep his promife ? \ i

Scipio. Do you afk that ferioufly? His very promife
fhould compel him to obferve it, and the word of honeft
people be as facred as an oath, If you judge otherwife,
Iidon’t'know what T am to think of you. i

Charles.. ”’T'is your idea, then, Leander will be faithful
to his promife ?

Scipio. My idea? Should he break it, T would never
look upon him, infignificant as I muft own myfelf, as long
as I have breath. - But no, he will not break it; and te
keep his word, will have no manner of occafion for an
oath. : y

Charles.. That we fhall fee. However, tell him every
thing I’ve faid, that he may a& accordingly. '

Scipio. There’s nothing I need ‘tell him. He don’t
want a monitor to do his duty. - -

Charles. And pray add, 1 wifh him joy that he’s fo
finely taken in. ~

Scipio. What then, you would infult as well as

Charles. No: but I divert myfelf at his expence, as he
would do at mine. Let him alone! another time, if he
thinks proper, he may be revenged. - ‘

