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PREFACE, 

ADDRESSED TO PARENTS. 

All wlio ltave meditated on tlte art of governing mankind 

ltave been convinced that the fate of empires drpcuds on 

the education of vou/h.-ARISTOTLE, 

A .:1IO TTO from Ari ·totle may arpear pedantic, but it 

was chosen merely to oppose such high authority to the 

following assertions of Dr. Johnson. 

" Education," says he, ,: is as well known, and has long 

been as well known, as ever it can be. Endeavouring to 

make children prematurely wise is useless labour. Suppose 

they have more knowledge at five or six years old th!1n other 

chilrlren, what use can be made of it? It will be lost before 

it is wanted, and the waste of so much time and labour of 

the teacher is never to be repaid."• The remainder of this 

passage contains iiuch an illiberal attack upon a celebrated 

female writer, as ought surely to have been suppressed by 

Dr .. Johnson'· biograph er. '\Yhen the doctor attempted to 

ridicule this lady for keeping an infant boarding-school, and 

for conde cending to write elementary books for children, he 

l3os,\cll's Life of Johw,on. 



Vl PREFACE. 

forgot his own eulogium upon Dr. " ' atts, of whom he 

:speaks thus: 

" For children he condescended to lay aside the philoso­

pher, the scholar, and the wit, to ,Hite little poems of devo­

tion, and systems of instruction adapted to their wants and 

capacities, from the dawn of reason, to its gradation of ad ­

vance in the morning of life. Every man acqu.::inted with 

the common prir1ciples of human action will look with 

veneration on the writer who is at one time combating 

Locke, and at another time making a catechism fer children 

in the-irfourth year. A voluntary descent from the dignity 

of science is perhaps the hardest lesson which humility can 

teach." 

It seems, however, a very easy task to write for children. 

Those only who have been interested in the education of a 

family, who have patiently followed children through the 

first processes of reasoning, who have daily watched over 

their thoughts and feelings; those only, who know with what 

ease and rapidity the early associations of idea:s are formed 

on which the future taste, character, and happiness depend, 

can feel the dangers and difficulties of such an undertaking. 

For a length of time education was classed amo11gst the 

subjects of vague and metaphysical speculation ; but, of 

late, it has att;1ined its proper station in experimental phi­

losophy. The sober sense of Locke, and the enthusiastic 

eloquence of Rousseau, have directed tu this object the 

attention of philosophers and men of genius. JI any theories 

have been invented, ~ereral ju5t observation:;; have !Jecn 

made, and ~ome few facts have been e~tal>li;,hed. 
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Dr. Reid remarks, that, " if we could obtain a dif>tinct 

and full history of all that hath passed in the mind of a 

child from the beginning of life and sensation, till it grows 

up to the use of reason, how its infant faculties began to 

work, aed how tbey brought forth and. ripened all the 

various notions, opinions, and sentiments which we find in 

ourselves, when we come to be capable of reflection, this 

would be a treasure of natural history, which would pro­

bably gi,·e more light to the human faculties, than all the 

::;ystems of philosophers about them, since the beginning of 

the world."* 

Indeed in all sciences the grand difficulty has been to 

ascertain facts-a difficulty, which in the science of educa­

tion pciculiar circumsta~ces conspired to increa.;e. Here the 

objects of every experiment are su interesting, that we 

cannot hold our minds indifferent to the result. Nor is it to 

be expected that many registers of experiments, successful 

and unsuccessful, should be kept, 1nuch less ~hould be pub­

lished, when we consider that the combined powers of 

affecLion and vanity, of partiality to his child and to his 

theory, will act upon the mind of a parent, in opposition to 

the abstract lnve of justice, and the general desire to increase 

tlle wisdom and happiness of mankind. 

Notwithstanding these difficulties, an attempt to keep si..:ch 

a register has actually been made : it was began in the year 

1776, long before Dr. Reid's book was published. The 

design has from time to time been pursued to this present 

~ Dr. Ilcid on lhe Intellectual Powers of '.\!.an, 
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year; and though much has not been collected, every cir­

cum.,tRnce and conversation that has been pre crved i~ 

faitht'ully and accurately related. 

Thes:, notes have been of great aclrnntage to the writer 

of the following Stories; and will probably, at some future 

time, be laid before tbe public, as a collection of experi­

ments upon a subject which has been hitherto treated theo­

:retically. 

The following tales have been divided into two parts, ar 

they were designed for different classes of children. The 

t1uestion, whether society could sub~ist without the distinc­

tion of ranks, is a que tion inrnlring a variety of compli­

cated di cus ·ions, which we leave to the poli:ician am1 the 

legi~lator. At present it is necessary that the education o: 

different ranks should, in some respects, be c1ifferent; they 

have few idea , few habits, in common; their peculiar vice!; 

and virtues do not ari::.e from the ame causes, and their 

anibition i to be directed to different objects. Ilut justice, 

truth, and humanity, are confined to no particular rank, 

and should be enforced with equal care and energy upon 

the minds of young people of every station : and it is hoped 

that these principles have never been forgotten in the fol­

lowing page . 

As the ideas of children multiply, the l::nguage of their 

book should become lrs simple; ehe their ta te will 

quickly be disgu. tecl, or will remain stationary. Chiltlren 

that live with people who converse with elegance: will not 

be contented with a :o.tylc inferior to what they hear from 

every body near them. 
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It may be remarked, that almost all language is meta­

phoric-from the conver8ation of the maid in the nursery, 

who lulls a cross infant to sleep, to that of the lady in the 

drawing-room, who, with silly civility, takes a child upon 

her lap to entertain it by a repetition of fashionable phrases. 

S/ai1g (the term is disgracefully naturalized in our vocabu­

larly) contains ·as much and as abstract metaphor as can be 

found in the most refined literary language. Nor have we 

reason to suppose that one kind of metaphor is more diffi­

cult than another to be understood by children; they 

frequently hear the most complicated metaphorical expres­

sions in conversation, such as allude to our fashions and 

the prejudices of society, with which they are utterly un­

acquainted. 

All poetical allusions have, however, been a,•oicled in this 

book-only such situations are described as children can 

easily imagine, and which may consequently interest their 

feelings. Such examples of virtue are painted as arc: not 

above their conception of excellence, and their powers of 

~ympathy and emulation. 

It is not easy to give rcwa, ds to children, which shall 

not indirectly do them harm, by fostering_ some hurtful taste 

or passion. In the story of La :::. y Lawren ce, where the object 

was to excite a spirit of industry, care has been taken to 

proportion the reward to the exertion, and to point out that 

people feel cheerful and happy whilst they are employed. 

The reward of our industrious boy, though it be money, is 

only mo•1ey considered as the means of gratifying a benevo· 

lent wish. In a romrncrcial nation, it ill especially nccess:iry 
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to separate, as much as pos:,il>le, the spirit of industry and 

avarice; and to beware lest we introduce vice under the 

form of virtue. 

In t11e story of Tarlton and Lovcit are represented the 

<!anger and the folly of that weakness of mind, and easiness 

to be led, which too often pass for good-nature ; and in the 

story of the Frtlse Key are pointed out some of the evils to 

which a well-educated boy, when he first goes to service, is 

exposed, from the profligacy of his fellow-sen-ants. 

In the Birth-day Prcscnt,in the JlistnryofJladcnw"tscllt: 

Panache, and in the character of J1lrs. TltcrcM Tattle, the 

Parent\; Assistant has pointed out the dangers which may 

arise in education from a bad serrnnt, a silly governcs:,) 

ant1 a common acquaintance. 

In the Barr211g Out, the errors to which a high spmt 

and the love of party are apt to lead, have been made the 

subject of correction ; and it is hoped that the common 

fault of making the most mischieYous characters appear the 

most active and tlic most ingenious, ha been as much as 

possible avoided. U11sueccssf11l cunning will not be ac1rnircd , 

and cannot . nduce imitation. 

It has likewise been attempted in these Stories tn provid e 

antidote~; against ill-hnmour, the epidemic rage for di:;~ipa­

tion, and the fatal propensity to admire and imitate whatever 

the fa liion of the moment may distinguish. "'ere yo~rng 

people, either in public schools or in private families, abso­

lutely free from bad cxan1 plcs, it would not be m1vi~able to 

in troduce t1espicablc and viciom clrnractcn; in books iutcnr1cd 

for their improvement. Dut in real life they 11111st sec vice. 

I 
•U 
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anu it is best that they should be early shocked with the 
representation of what they are to avoid. There is a great 
deal of difference between innocence and ignorance. 

To prevent precepts of morality from tiring the ear ancl 
the mind, it was necessary to make the stories in which they 
arc introduced in some measure dramatic: to keep alive 
hope and fear, and curiosity, by some degree of intricacy. 
At the same time care has been taken to avoid inflaming 
the imagination, or exciting a restless spirit of adventure, 
by exhibiting false views of life, ancl creating hopes which, 
in the ordinary course of things, cannot be realized. 

Dr. Johnson-to recur to him, not from a spirit of contra­
diction, but from a fear that his authority should establish 
errors-Dr. Johnson says, that" Babies do not like to hear 
stories of babies like themselves ; that they require to have 
their imaginations raised by tales of giants and fairies, ancl 
castles and enchantments. "-The fact remains to be proved ; 
but supposing that they do prefer such tales, is this a reason 
why they should be indulged in reading them? It may be 
said that a little experience in life would soon convince them, 
that fairies, giants, and enchanters, are not to be met with 
in the world. But why should the mind be fillecl with 
fantastic visions, instead of useful knowledge? ,vhy should 
so much valuable time be lost ? \Vhy should we vitiate 
their taste, and spoil their appetite, by suffering them to 
feed upon sweetmeats ? It is to be hoped that the magic 
of Dr. Johnson's name will not have power to restore the 
reign of fairies. 

Rut e ·en when the improbability of fairy tales is arniilrd 
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care should be taken to keep objects in their just proPor­

tions, when we attempt an imitation of real life. 

'' Love, hatred, fear, and anger, are to be raised in the 

soul," says an eminent poet, "by showing their objects out 

of their true proportion, either greater than the life or less ; 

but instruction is to be given, by showing them what they 

really are." 
And surely a writer, who sincerely wishes to increase the 

happiness of mankin<l, will find it easy to give up the fame 

that might be acquired by eloquence, when it is injurious 

to the cause of truth. 



LAZY LA WHENCE. 

IN the pleasant valley of Ashton there lived an 
elderly woman of the name of Preston: she had 
a small neat cottage, and there was not a weed to 
be seen in her garden. It was upon her garden 
t hat she chiefly depended for support: it consisted 
of strawberry-beds, and one small border for 
flowers. The pinks and roses she tied up in nice 
nosegays, and sent either to Clifton or Bristol to 
be sold; as to her stra vvberries, she did not send 
them to market, because it was the custom for 
numbers of people to come from Clifton, in the 
summer-time, to eat strawberries and cream at 
the gardens in Ashton. 

Now the widow Preston was so obliging, active, 
and good-humoured, that every one who came to 
see her was pleased. She lived happily in this 
manner for several years; but, alas! one autumn 
she fell sick, and, during her illness, every thing 
wer..t wrong; her garden was neglected, her cow 
died, and all the money which she had saved v,ras 
spent in paying for medicines. The winter passed 
away, while she was so ·weak that she could earn 

VO L, I, B 
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but little by her work; and when the summer 
came her rent was called for, and the rent was 
not ready in her little purse as usual. She begged 
a few months' delay, and they were granted to 
her; but at the end of that time there was no 
resource but to sell her horse Lightfoot. K ow 
Lightfoot, though perhaps he had seen his best 
days, was a very great favourite; in his youth he 
had always carried the dame to market behind her 
husband; and it was now her little son J em's 
turn to ride him. It was J em's business to feed 
Lightfoot, and to take care of him; a charge 
which he never neglected, for, besides being a 

very good-natured, he was a very industrious 
boy. 

" It will go near to break my Jem's heart," 
said dame Preston to herself, as she sat one even-, 
ing beside the fire, stirring the embers, and con­
sidering ho,v she had best open the matter to her 
son ,v ho stood opposite to her, eating a dry crust 
of bread very heartily for supper. 

'' Jem," said the old woman, " what, art 
hungry?" 

" That I am, brave and hungry ! " 
" Aye! no wonde!·, you've been brave hard at 

·work-Eh ? " 
"Brave hard! I wish it was not so dark, mother, 

that you might just step out and see the great 
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bed I've dug; I know you'd say it vvas no bad 
day's work-and, oh mother! I've good news; 
Farmer Truck will give us the giant strawberries, 
and I'm to go for 'em to-morrow morning, and 
I'Jl be back afore breakfast!" 

" Bless the boy! how he talks !--Four mile 
there, and four mile back a~ain, afore breakfast!" 

v 

" Aye, upon Lightfoot, you know, mother, 
·1 ' I ;i" very eas1 y, mayn t . 

"Aye, child!" 
" vVhy do you sigh, mother?" 
" Finish thy supper, child." 
" I've done!" cried Jem, swallowing the last 

mouthful hastily, as if he thought he had been 
too long at supper-'' and now for the great 
needle. I must see and mend Lightfoot's bridle 
afore I go to bed."-To work he Get, by the light 
of the tire ; and the dame having once more stirred 
it, began again with, "Jern, dear, does he go lame 
at all now?"-" YVhat, Lightfoot ! Oh la, no, 
not he !-never was so well of his lameness in all 
his life-he's growing quite young again, I think; 
and then he's so fat he can hardly wag." "Bless 
him-that's right-we must see, Jem, and keep 
him fat." 

" For what, mother?" 
" For Monday fortnight al the fair. He's to 

bc----sold ! " 
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"Lightfoot!" cried Jem, and let the bridle 
fall from his hand; "and will mother sell Light­
foot?" 

" Will! no: but I rnust, Jem." 
"Must; who says you must? why must you, 

mother?" 
"I must, I say, child-vVI1y, must not I pay 

my debts honestly- and must not I pay my rent; 
and was not it called for long and long ago; and 
have not I had time; and did not I promise 
to pay it for certain Monday fortnight, and am 
not I two guineas short, and where am I to get 
two guineas? So what signifies talking, child?" 
said the widow, leaning her head upon her arm, 
" Lightfoot must go.'' 

Jem was silent for a few minutes.-" Two 
guineas; t11at's a great, great deal. If I worked, 
and worked, and worked ever so hard, I could no 
ways earn two guineas cifore Monday fortnight­
could I, mother ? " 

" Lord help thee, no ; not an' work thyself to 
death." 

" But I could earn something, though, I say," 
cried Jern proudly; "and I mill earn something 
-if it be ever so little it will be something­
and I shall do my very best; so I will." 

" That I'm sure of, my child," said his mother, 
drawing him towarcls her, ancl kissing him; "you 

l 

l 

..., 

fir 
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were always a good industrious lad, that l will 
say afore you face or behind your back ;-but it 
won't do now-Lightfoot must go." 

Jem turned away, struggling to hide his tears, 
and went to bed without saying a word more. 
But he knew that crying vrnuld do no good : so 
he presently ,,viped his eyes, and lay awake, con­
sidering what he could possibly do to save the 
horse. " If I get ever so little," he still said 
to himself, " it will be somelhi1,g; and who 
knows but landlord might then wait a bit longer? 
and we might make it all up in time; for a 
penny a day might come to two guineas in time." 

But how to get the first penny was the ques­
tion. Then he recollected that one day when he 
had been sent to Clifton to sell some flowers, he 
had seen an old woman with a board beside her 
covered "·ith various sparkling stones, which 
people stopped to look at as they passed, and he 
remembered that some people bought the stones; 
one paid two-pence, another three-pence, and 
another sixpence for them; and Jem heard her 
say that she got them amongst the neighbouring 
rock : so he thought that if he tried he might 
find some too, and sell them as she had done. 

Early in the morning he wakened foll of his 
schemes, jumped up, dressed himself, and, having 
gi,·en one look at poor Lightfoot in his stable, set 

B3 
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off to Clifton in search of the old woman, to in• 
quire where she found her sparkling stones. But 
it was too early in the morning, the old woman 
was not at her seat; so he turned back again dis­
appointed. He did not waste his time waiting 
for her, but saddled. and bridled Lightfoot, and 
went to farmer Truck's for the giant-strawberries. 
A great part of the morning was spent in putting 
them into the ground.; and as soon as that was 
finished, he set out again in quest of the old 
woman, whom, to his great joy, he spied sitting 
at her corner of the street with her board before 
her. But this olJ ·woman was <leaf and cross ; 
and when at last Jem made her hear his ques­
tions, he could get no answer from her, but that 
she found the fossils where he would never fin cl 
any more. "But can't I look where you looked? " 
" Look away, nobody hinders you," replied. 
the old woman; and these ,verc the only words 
she would say. Jem was not, however, a boy to 
be easily discouraged; he went to the rocks and 
walked slowly along, looking at all the stones as 
he passed. Presently he came to a place where 
a number of men were at work loosening some 
large rocks, and one amongst the workmen was 
stooping down looking for something very eagerly; 
Jem ran up, ancl asked if he could help him. 
"Yes,'' :said tbe man, "you can; I've just 
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dropped, amongst this heap of rubbish, a fine 
piece of crystal that I got to-clay." " What 
kind of a looking thing is it?" said J em. " White, 
and like glass," said the man, and went on work­
ing whilst Jem looked very carefully over the 
heap of rubbish for a great ·while. "Come," said 
the man, "it's gone for ever; don't trouble your­
self any more, my boy." " It's no trouble; I'll 
look a little longer; we'll not give it up so soon," 
said J em; and, after he had looked a little longer, 
he found the piece of crystal. "Thank'e," said the 
man, " vou are a fine industrious little fellow." 
Jem, encouraged by the tone of voice in which 
the man spoke this, ventured to ask him the same 
questions which he asked the old woman. "One 
good turn deserves another," said the man; '' we 
arc going to dinner just now, and shall leave off 
work-wait for me here, and I'll make it worth 
your while." 

Jem waited; and, as he was very attentively 
observing how the workmen went on with their 
vrnrk, he heard somebody near him give a great 
yawn, and turning round, he saw stretched upon 
grass beside the river, a boy about his own age, 
who he kuew very well went in the village of 
Ashton by the name of Lazy Lawrence; a name 
which he most justly deserved, for he never did 
any i,hing from morning to 11ight; he neither 
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worked nor played, but sauntered and lounged 
about restless and yawning. His father was an 
alehouse-keeper, and, being generally drunk, 
could take no care of his son ; so that Lazy 
Lawrence grew every day worse and worse. 
However, some of the neighbours said that lie was 
a good-natured poor fellow enough, and would 
never <lo any one hann but himself; whilst 
others, ,Yho were wiser, often shook their heads, 
and told him that idleness was the root of all evil. 

" \Vhat Lawrence!" cried Jem to him, when 
he saw him lying upon the grass-" what, are you 
asleep?" "X ot quite." "Are you a wake?" 
" Not quite." "\Vhat are you doing there?" 
" ~othing." ",vhat are you thinking of?" 
" Nothing." " \Vhat makes you lie there? " " I 
don't know-because I can't fintl any body to play 
with me to-day-\Vill you c_ome and play?" 
"No, I can't; I'm busy." "Busy!" cried Law­
rence, stretching himself, " you are al ways busy 
-I would not be you for the world, to have so 
much to do always." "And I," said Jem, laugh­
ing, " would not be you for the world, to have 
nothing to do." So they parted, for the workman 
just then called Jem to follow him. He took 
him home to his own house, and showed him a 
parcel of fossils which he had gathered, lie said, 
on J>Urpose to sell, but had never had time yet 
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him, and \vhen he was going away, stopped to 
ask him what he had got in his little basket : 
and when he saw that they were fossils, he im­
mediately told Jem to follow him, for that he 
was going to carry some shells he had brought 
from abroad to a lady in the neighbourhood who 
was making a grotto. "She will very likely buy 
your stones into the bargain ; come along, my 
lad; we c~n but try." 

The lady lived but a very little way off, so that 
they were soon at her house. She was alone in 
her parlour, and was sorting a bundle of feathers 
of different colours: they lay on a sheet of paste­
board upon a window-seat, and it happened that 
as the sailor v.ras bustling round the table to show 
off his shells, he knocked dovvn the sheet of paste­
board, and scattered all the feathers. 

The lady looked very sorry, which Jem obser­
ving, he took the apportunity whilst she was 
busy looking over the sailor's bag of shells, to 
gather together all the feathers, and sort them 
according to their different colours, as he had 
seen them sorted when he first came into the room. 

" Where is the little boy you brought with 
you? I thought I saw him here just now." 
"And here I am, ma'am," cried Jem, creeping 
from under the table with some few remaining 
feathers which he had picked from the carpet; 

.. 
.. 
I 
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" I thought," added he, pointing to the others, 
" I had better be doing something than standing 
idle, ma'am." She smiled, and, pleased with his 
activity and simplicity, began to ask him several 
questions; such as, ·who he vvas, where he lived, 
what employment he had, and how much a-~ay 
he earned by gathering fossils. " This is the 
first day I ever tried," said J em; " I never sold 
any yet, and if you don't buy 'em now, ma'am, 
I'm afraid nobody else will, for I've asked every 
body else." "Come then," said the lady, laugh­
ing, (( if that is the case, I think I had better 
buy them all." So emptying all the fossils out 
of his basket, she put half a crown into it. Jem's 
eyes sparkled with joy. a Oh, thank you, ma'am," 
said he, (( I will be sure and bring you as Inany 
more to-morrow·." (( Yes, but I don't promise 
you," said she, (( to give you half a crown to­
morrow." (( But, perhaps, though you don't 
promise it, you will." ((No," said the lady, a do 
not deceive yourself; I assure you that I will not. 
That, instead of encouraging you to be indus­
trious, would teach you to be idle." J em did 
not quite understand what she meant by this, 
but answered,<( I'm sure 1 don't wish to be idle; 
what I want is to earn something every day, if 
I knew how: I'm sure I don't wish to be idle. 
If you knew all, you'd know I do not." '' How 
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do you mean, Ij I knelV all?" "vVhy, I mean, 
if you knew about Lightfoot." "Who's Light­
foot?" "'VVhy, mammy's horse," added Jem, 
looking out of the window; "I must make haste 
home and feed him afore it gets dark; he'll 
\vouder what's gone with me." " Let him 
,rnnder a few minutes longer," said the lady, 
"and tell me the rest of your story." "I'Ye no 
story, ma'am, to tell, but as how mammy says he 
must go to the fair Monday fortnight to be sold, 
if she can't get the two guineas for her rent; 
and I should be main sorry to part with him, for 
I love him and he loves me; so I'll work for him, 
I will, all I can: to be sure, as mammy says, I 
have no chance, such a little fellow as I am, of 
earning two guineas afore Monday fortnight." 
" But are you in earnest willing to work?" said 
the lady; '' you know there is a, great deal of 
difference between picking up a few stones, and 
working steadily e,~ery day, and all day long.'' 
"But," said Jem, "I \\'ould work eyery day, and 
all clay long." " Then," said the lady, "I will 
give you work. Come here to-morrow morning, 
and my gardener will set you to weed the shrub­
beries, and I will pay you six-pence a-day. Re­
mem bcr you must be at the gates by six o'clock." 
Jem bowed, thanked her, and went away. It 
was late in the evening, and he was impatient to 

I' 
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get home to feed Lightfoot; yet he recollected 
that he had promised the man who had trusted 
him to sell the fossils, that he would bring him 
half of what he got for them; so he thought that 
he had better go to him directly; and away he 
\\1ent, running along by the water-side about a 
quarter of a mile, till he came to the man's house. 
He was just come home from work, and was sur­
prised when J em showed him the half-crown, 
saying, " Look what I got for the stones; you 
are to have half, you know." " No," said the 
man, when he had heard his story, " I shall not 
take half of that; it was given to you. I ex­
pected but a shilling at the most, and the half of 
th3.t is but six-pence, and that I'll take.-Wife ! 
give the lad two shillings, and take this half­
crown." So his wife opened an old glove, and 
took out two shillings; and the man, as she 
opened the glove, put in his fingers, and took 
out a little silver penny.-" There, he shall !:ave 
that into the bargain for his honesty-Honesty 
is the best policy-There's a lucky penny for you, 
that I've kept ever since I can remember." 
" Don't you ever go to part with it, do ye hear?" 
cried the woman. "Let him do what he will 
with it, wife," said the man. " But," argued the 
wife, " another penny would do just as well to 
buy gingerbread, and that's what it will go for." 

VOL. I. C 
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" No, that it shall not, I promise you," said 

Jem; and so he ran a·way home, fed Lightfoot, 

stroked him, went to bed, jumped up at five 

o'clock in the morning, and went singing to work 

as gay as a lark. 
Four days he worked, "eYery day and all day 

long;" and the lady eYery evening, when she 

came out to walk in the garden, looked at hi1. 

work. At last she said to her gardener, " This 

little boy works very hard." " Never had so 

good a little boy about the grounds," said the 

gardener; "he's al ways at his work, let me come 

by when I will, and he has got twice as much 

done as another would do ; yes, twice as much, 

ma'am; for look here-he began at this here rose 

bush, and now he's got to ,vhere you stand, 

ma'am; and here is the day's work that t'other 

boy, and he's three years older too, did to-day­

I say, measure Jem's fairly, and it' twice a · 

much, I'm sure." " \Yell," said the lady to her 

gardener, << show rue how much is a fair good 

day's work for a boy of his age." "Come at si:( 

and go at six; why, about this much, ma'am," 

said the gardener, marking off a piece of the 

border with his spade. " Then, little boy," said 

the lady, "so much shall be your task e\·ery day; 

the gardener will mark it off for you; and when 

you've done, the rest of the day you may do ,vhat 
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you please." Jem was extremely glad of this; 
and the next day he had finished his task by four 
o'clock, so that he had all the rest of the evening 
to himself. Jem was as fond of play as any little 
boy could be, and when he was at it, played 
with all the eagerness and gaiety imaginable: so 
as soon as he had finished his task, fed Lightfoot, 
and put by the sixpence he had earned that day, 
he ran to the play-ground in the village, where 
he found a party of boys playing, and amongst 
them Lazy Lawrence, who indeed was not playing, 
but lounging upon a gate with his thumb in his 
mouth. The rest were playing at cricket. Jem 
joined them, and was the merriest and most 
acti\'e amongst them; till, at last, when quite 
out of breath with running, he was obliged to 
gi"e up to rest himself, and sat down upon the 
stile, close to the gate on which Lazy Lawrence 
was swinging. a And why don't you play, La,Y­
rence?" said he. a I'm tired," said Lawrence. 
"Tired of what?" '' I don't know well what 
tires me: grandmother says I'm ill, and I must 
t~ke something-I don't know what ails me." 
a Oh, pugh ! take a good race, one, two, three, 
and away, ancl you'll find yourself as well as 
eyer. Come, run-one, two, three, and away." 
cc .Ah, no, I can't run indeed," said he, hanging 
back heavily ; " you know I can play all clay 

C ~ 
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long if I like it, so I don't mind play as you do, 

who have only one hour for it." "So much the 

worse for you. Come now, I'm quite fresh again, 

will you have one game at ball? do." " No, I 

tell you, I can't ; I'm as tired as if I had been 

working all day long as hard as a horse." 

" Ten times more," said Jem, "for I have been 

working all clay long as hard as a horse, and yet · 

you see I'm not a bit tired: only a little out of 

breath just now." "That's very odd," said Law­

rence, and yawned, for want of some better 

answer; then taking out a handful of halfpence 

~-a See what I have got from father to-day, be­

cause I asked him just at the right time, when he 

had drunk a glass or two; then I can get a11y thing 

I want out of him-see! a penny, two-pence, 

three-pence, four-pence-there's eight-pence in 

all; would not you be happy if you had eight­

pence?" "\Vhy, I don't know," said Jem laugh­

ing, "for you don't seem happy, and you have 

eight-pence." "That docs not signify though­

I'm sure you only say that because you envy me 

-you don't know what it is to have eight-pence 

-you never had more than two-pence or three-

pence at a time in all your life." J cm smiled. 

" Oh, as to that," said he, " you are mistaken, for 

I have at this very time more than two-pence, 

three-pence, or eight-pence either; I have-let 
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me see-stones, two shillings; then five days' 

work, that's five six-pences, that's two shillings 

and six-pence, it makes in all four shillings and six­

pence, and my silver penny, is four and seven­

pence. Four and seven-pence!" "You have not.," 

said Lavvrence, roused so as absolutely to stand 

upright, "four and seven-pence! have you? 

Show it me, and then I'll believe you." "Follow 

me then," cried J em, " and I will soon make you 

believe me; come." " Is it far?" said Lawrence, 

following, half-running, half-hobbling, till he 

came to the stable where J em showed him his 

treasure. "And how did you come by it? 

honeRtly ?" "Honestly! to be sure I did; I earned 

it all." " Bless me, earned it ! 1.vell, I've a great 

mind to work; hut then it's such hot weather; 

Lesides, grandmother says I'n1 not strong enough 

yet for hard work ; and, besides, I know how to 

coax daddy out of money when I want it, so I 
need not work-But four and seven-pence! let's 

see, what will you do with it all ? " " That's a 

secret," said J em, looking great. " I can guess. 

I know what I'd do with it if it was mine. 

Fir:st, I'd buy pocketsful of gingerbread; then 

I'd buy ever so many apples and nuts: don't you 

love nuts? I 'd buy nuts enough to last me from 

this time to Chri tmas, and I'd make little_ Tew­

ton crack 'em for me ; for that 's the wont of 
C 3 
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nuts, there's the trouble of cracking 'em." "Well, 
you never deserve to have a nut." " But you'll 
give me some of yours," said La,vrence in a 
fawning tone, for he thought it easier to coax 
than to work-" you'll gi\'e me some of your 
good things, won't you?" " I shall not have 
any of those good thiugs," said J em. " Then 
what will you do with all your money?"­
" Oh, I know very well what to do with it; but, 
as I told you, that's a secret, and I sha'n't tell it 
any body-Come now, let's go back and play­
their game's up, I dare say."-Lawrence went 
liack with him full of curiosity, and out of humour 
with himself and his eight-pence. "If I had 
four and seven-pence," said he to himself, " I 
certainly should be happy." 

The next day, as usual, Jem jumped up before 
six o'clock ancl went to his work, whilst L:tzy 
Lawrence sauntered about without knowing what 
to do with himself. In the course of two clays 
he laid ant six-pence of his money in apples and 
gingerbread, and as long as these la ted he found 
himself well received by his companions j but at 
length the third day he spent his la t halfpenny, 
and when it was gone, unfortunately some nuts 
tempted him very much, but he had no money to 
pay for them j so he ran home to coax his father, 
as he called it. When he got home he heard hi5 

'· '· 
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father talking very loud, and at first he thought 

he was drunk; but when he opened the kitchen­

door, he saw that he was not drunk, but angry. 

''You lazy dog!" cried he, turning suddenly 

upon Lawrence, and gave him such a violent box 

on the ear as made the light flash from his eyes; 

"you lazy clog! see what you've done for me­

look !-look, look, I say ! " Lawrence looked as 
soon as he came to the use of his senses, and ,vi th 
fear, amazement, and remorse_. beheld at least a 
dozen bottles burst, and the fine vY orcestershire 

cider streaming over the iloor. "Now, did not 

I order you three days ago to carry these bottles 

to the cellar; and did not I charge you to wire 

the corks? answer me, you lazy rascal; did not 

I?" "Yes," said Lawrence, scratching his head. 

"And why was it not done? I ask you,'' cried 

his father with renewed anger, as another bottle 

burst at the moment. " \Vhat do you stand 

there for, you lazy brat? why don't you move, 

I say? No, no,'' catching hold of him, '' I be­

lieve you can't move; but I'll make you.'' And 

he shook him, till Lawrence vrns so giddy he 
could not stand. "\Vhat had you to think of? 
what had you to do all day long, that you could 
not carry my cider, my \Vorce~tershire cider, to 

the cellar when I bid you? But go, you'll never 

be gool1 for any thing, you arc such a lazy rascal 
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-get out of my sight!" So saying, he pushed 
him out of the house-door, and Lawrence sneaked 
off, seeing that this was no time to make his 
petition for half-pence. 

The next day he saw the nuts again, and, 
wishing for them more than ever, went home in 
hopes that his father, as he said to himself, would 
be in a better humour. But the cider was still 
fresh in his recollection, and the moment Law­
rence began to whisper the word "halfpenny" 
in his ear, his father swore with a loud oath, "I 
will not give you a halfpenny, no, not a farthing, 
for a month to come; if you want money, go 
work for it; I've had enough of your laziness­
Go work !" At these terrible words La,vrence 
burst into tears, and going to the side of a ditch, 
sat down and cried for an hour; and when he 
had cried till he could cry no more, he exerted 
himself so far as to empty his pockets, to see 
whether there might not happen to be one half­
penny left; and to his great joy, in the farthest 
corner of his pocket one halfpenny was found. 
·with this he proceeded to the fruit-woman's 
stall. She was busy weighing out some plums, 
so he was obliged to wait; and, whilst he was 
waiting, he heard some people near him talking 
and laughing Yery loud. The fruit "·oman 's 
stall was at the gate of an inn-yard; and peeping 
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through the gate in this yard, Lawrence saw a 

postilion and stable-boy about his own size play­

ing at pitch-farthing. He stood by watching 

them for a few minutes. c: I began but with 

one halfpenny," cried the stable-boy with an 

oath, a and now I've got two-pence!" added he, 

jingling the halfpence in his waistcoat-pocket. 

Lawrence was moved at the sound, and said to 

himself, "If I begin with one halfpenny, I may 

end like him with having two-pence; and it is 

easier to play at pitch-farthing than to work." 

So he stepped forward, presenting his half­

penny, offering to toss up with the stable-boy, 

who, after looking him full in the face, acceptecl 

the proposal, and threw his halfpenny into the 

air. " Head or tail?" cried he. "Head," re­

plied Lawrence, and it came up head. He seized 

the penny, surprised at his o,vn success, and 

would have gone instantly to have laid it out in 

nuts; but the stable-boy stopped him, and 

tempted hin.1 to throw again. This time he lost; 

he threw again ancl won; and so he went on, 

sometimes losing, but most frequently winning, 

till half the morning yvas gone. At last, how­

eYcr, he chanced to \'vin t·wice running, and, 

finding himself master of three half pence, said he 

would play no more. The stable-boy, grumbling, 

swore he would have his revenge another time, 
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and Lawrence went and bought the nuts. "It 
is a good thing," said he to himself, "to play at 
pitch-farthing: the next time I want a half­
penny, I'll not ask my father for it, nor go to 
work neither." Satisfied with this resolution, he 
sat down to crack his nuts at his leisure, upon 
the horse-block in the inn-yard. Here, whilst 
he ate, h~ overheard the conversation of the 
stable-boys and postilions. At first their shocking 
oaths and loud wrangling frightened and shocked 
him; for Lawrence, though a lazy, had not yet 
learned to be a 'JVicJ.:ed boy. But, by degrees, he 
was accustomed to their swearing and quarrelling, 
and took a delight and interest in their disputes 
and battles. As this was an amusement which 
he could enjoy without any sort of exertion on 
his part, he soon grew so fond of it, that every 
day he returned to the stable-yard, and the horse­
block became his constant seat. Herc he found 
some relief from the insupportable fatigue of 
doing nothing; and her€ hour after hour: with 
his elbows on his knees, and his head on his 
hands, he sat the spectator of wickerlncss. 

Gaming, cheating, and lying, soon became 
familiar to him; and, to complete his ruin, he 
formed a sudden and close intimacy with the 
stable-boy with whom he had iirst begun to 
game-a very bad boy. The consequences of 
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this intimacy we shall presently see. But it is 
now time to inquire ,71,hat little Jem has been 
doing all this while. 

One day, after he had finished his task, the 
gardener asked him to stay a little while, to help 
him to carry some geranium pots into the hall. 
J em, always active and obliging, readily stayed 
from play, and was carrying a heavy flower-pot, 
when his mistress crossed the hall. " vVhat a 
terrible litter," said she, "you are a-making here 
-why don't you wipe your shoes upon the 
mat?" Jem turned round to look for the mat, 
but he saw none. " Oh!" said the lady, recol­
lecting herself, " I can't blame you, for there is 
no mat." "No, ma'am," said the gardener, "nor 
I don't kno,v when, if ever, the man will bring 
home those mats you bespoke, ma'am." " I am 
very sorry to hear that," said the lady; " I ,vish 
we could find somebody who would do them, if 
he can't-I should not care what sort of mats 
they were> so that one could wipe one's feet on 
them." Jem, as he was sweeping away the 
litter, when he heard these last words, said to 
himself, "Perhaps I could make a mat." And 
all the way home, as he trudged along whistling, 
he was thinking over a scheme for making mats, 
which, however bold it may appear, he did not 
despair of executing, with patience and industry. 
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Many were the difficulties which his a prophetic 
C!Je" foresaw, but he felt within himself that 
spirit, which spurs men on to great enterprises, 
and makes them "trample on impossibilities." 

He recollected, in the first place, that he had 
seen Lazy Lawrence, whilst he lounged upon the 
gate, twist a bit of heath into different shapes; 
and he thought that if he could find some way 
of plaiting heath firmly together, it would make 
a very pretty green, soft mat, which would do 
very well for one to wipe one·s shoes on. About 
a mile from bis mother's house, on the common 
which Jem rode over when he went to farmer 
Truck's for the giant strawberries, he remembered 
to have seen a great quantity of this heath; and 
as it was now only six o'clock in the evening, he 
knew that he should have time to feed Lightfoot, 
stroke him, go to the common, return, and make 
one trial of his skill before he went to bed. 

Lightfoot carried him swiftly to the common, 
and there J em gathered as much of the heath as 
he thought he should want. But, what toil, 
what time, what pains did it cost him, before he 
could make any thing like a mat! Twenty times 
he was ready to throw aside the heath, and give 
up his project, fron: impatience of repeated dis­
appointments. Bnt still he persevered. Nothing 
truly great can be accomplished without toil and 
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time. Two hours he worked before he went to 
bed. All his play-hours the next day he spent at 
his mat; which, in all, made five hours of fruitless 
attempts. The sixth day, however, repaid him 
for the labours of the other five; he conquered 
his grand difficulty of fastening the heath sub­
stantially together, and at length completely 
finished a mat, which far surpassed his most 
sanguine expectations. He was extremely happy 
-sung, danced rournl it-whistled-looked at 
it again and again, and could hardly leave off 
looking at it when it was time to go to bed. He 
laid it by his bed-side, that he might see it the 
moment he awoke in the morning. 

And now came the grand pleasure of carrying 
it to his mistress. She looked full as much sur­
prised as he expected, when ~he saw it, and when 
she heard who made it. After having duly ad­
mired it, she asked him how much he expected 
for his mat. ,: Expect !-Nothing, ma'am," said 
Jem, "I meant to give it you if you'd have it; 
I did not mean to sell it. I made it at my play­
hours, and I was very happy making it; and I'm 
very gla(l too that you like it; and if you please 
to keep it, ma'am-that's a11." "But that's not 
all," said the lady. "Spend your time no more 
in weeding my garden, you can employ yourself 
much better; you shall have the reward of your 

YOL. I. 
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ingenuity as well as of your industry. l\J akc as 

many more such mats as you can, and I will take 

care and dispose of them for you." "Thank'e, 

ma'am,'' said Jem, making his pest bow, for he 

thought by the lady's looks that she meant to do 

him a favour, though he repeated to himself, 

'°' Dispose of them ; ,vhat <loes that mean ? " 

The next day he went to "·ork to make more 

mats, and he soon learned to make them so well 

and quickly, that he was surprised at his own 

success. In every one he made he found less 

difficulty, so that instead of m'.lking two, he 

could soon make four, in a day. In a fortnight 

he made ei~hteen. It ·was Saturday night when 

he finishecl, and he carried, in three journeys, 

his eighteen mats to his mistress's house; piled 
them all up in the hall, and stood, with his hat 

off, with a look of proud humility, beside the 

pile, waiting for his mistress's appc:uance. Pre­
sently a folding door, at one end of the hall, 

opened, and he saw his mistress, with a great 

many gentlemen and ladies rising from several 

t'.lbles. 
«Oh! there is my little boy, and his mats," 

cried the lady; and, followed by all the rest of 

the company, she came into the hall. Jem mo­
destly retired whilst they looked at his mats; 

but in a minute or two his mistress beckoned to 
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him, and, when he came into the middle of the 
circle, he saw that his pile of mats had dis­
appeared. "Well," said the lady, smiling," what 
do you see that makes you look so surprjsed?" 
"That all my mats are gone," said Jem; "but 
you are very welcome." " Are we ? " said the 
lady; "well, take up your hat, and go home 
then, for you see that it is getting late, and you 
know,' Lightfoot will wonder what's become of 
you.'" J em turned round to take up his hat 
which he had left on the floor. 

But how his countenance changed! the hat 
was heavy with shillings. Every one who had 
taken a mat had put in two shillings; so that for 
the eighteen mats he had got thirty-six shillings. 
"Thirty-six shillings!" said the lady; "five and 
seven-pence I think you told me you hacl earned 
already-how much does that make? I must 
add, I believe, one other six-pence to make out 
your two guineas." " Two guineas! " exclaimed 
Jem, now quite conquering his bashfulness, for 
at the moment he forgot where he was, and saw 
nobody that was by: "Two guineas ! " cried he, 
clapping his hands together-" Oh Lightfoot! 
oh mother ! " Then, recollecting himself, he saw 
his mistress, whom he now looked up to quite as 
a frir;nd. "\Vill :JOit thank them a11," said he, 
scarcely daring to glance his eye round upon the 

p 2 
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company, "will you thank 'em, for you know I 
don't know how to thank 'em riglitlg." Every 
body thought, however, that they had been 
thanked rightly. 

H Now we won't keep you any longer-only;' 
said his mistress, "I have one thing to ask you, 
that I may be by when you show your treasure 
to your mother." '' Come, then," said J em, '' come 
with me now." "Not now," said the lady 
laughing, "but I will come to Ashton to-morrow 
eYening; perhaps your mother can find me a few 
straw berries." 

"That she will," said Jem; « I'll search the 
garden myself." He now went home, but felt it 
a great restraint to wait till to-morrow evening 
before he told his mother. To console himself 
he flew to the stable; "Lightfoot, you're not to 
be sold to-morrow! poor fello,y," said he, patting 
him, and then could not refrain from counting 
out his money. \\'hilst he was intent upon this, 
Jem was startled by a noire at the door; some­
body was trying to pull up the latch. It opened, 
and there came in Lazy La,vrence, with a boy in 
a red jackqt, ,vho had a cock under his arm. 
They started when they got into the middle of 
the stable, and when they saw Jem, who had 
been at first hidden by the hor e. 

"\Ve-we-we came," stammered Lazy Law-
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rence-" I mean, I came to-to-to-" " To ask 

you," continued the stable-boy in a bold tone, 

"whether you will go with us to the cock-fight 

on Monday ? See, I've a fine cock here, and 

Lawrence told me you were a great friend of his, 

so I came." 
Lawrence now attempted to say something in 

prai.e of the pleasures of cock-fighting, and in 

recommendation of his nevv companion. But 

Jern looked at the stable-boy with dislike and a 

ort of dread; then turning his eyes upon the 

cock with a look of compassion, said in a low 

voice to Lrnncncc, " Shall you like to stand by 

and see its eyes pecked out?" '' I don't know," 

said Lawrence, "as to that; but they say a cock­

fight's a fine ~ight, and it's no more cruel in me 

to go than another; and a great many go; and 

I'Ye nothing else to do, so I shall go." "But I 

have something else to do," said J em laughing, 

"so I shall not go." "But," continued Law­

rence, "you know Monday is the great Bristol 

fair, and one must be merry then, of all clays in 

the year." " One clay in the year, sure there's 

no harm in being merry," said the stable-boy. 

"I hope not," said Jem; "for I know, for my 

part, I am merry eYerv dav in the vear." "That's ., ., ., ., 

very odd," aid Lawrence; "but I kno,Y, for 

my part, I would not for all the worU miss 
D3 
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going to the fair, for at least it will be some­
thing to talk of for half a year after. Come; 
you'll go, won't you?" "No/' said Jem, still 
looking as if he did not like to talk before the 
ill-looking stranger. « Then what will you do 
with all your money ? " "I'll tell you about that 
another time," whispered Jem; a and don't 
you go to see that cock's eyes pecked out; it won't 
make you merry, I'm sure." "If I had any thing 
else to diYert me-" saicl Lawrence, he~itating 
and yawning. '' Come," cried the stable-boy, 
seizing his stretching arm, " come along," cried 
he; and, pulling him away from Jem, upon 
whom he cast a look of extreme contempt, "leave 
him alone, he's not the sort." "vVhat a fool 
you arc ! " said he to Lawrence, the moment he 
got him out of the stable, "you might have 
known he would not go-else we should soon 
have trimmed him out of his four ancl seven­
pence. But-how came you to talk of four and 
seven-pence; I saw in the manger a hat full of 
sifrcr." "Indeed!" exclaimed Lawrence. "Yes, 
indeed-but why did you stammer 80 "hen we 
first got in ? you had like to ha\'e blown us all 
up." "I was so ashamed," said Lawrence, hang­
ing down his head. "Ashamed! but you musL 
not talk of shame now you are in for it, and I 
sha'n't leL you off: you owe us half a crown, re-
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collect, and I must be paid to-night; so see and 
get the money some how or other." After a 
considerable pause he added, " I'll answer for it 
he'd never miss half a crovrn out of all that sil­
ver." "But to steal,'' said Lawrence, drawing 
back with horror-" I never thought I should 
come to that-and from poorJem too-the money 
that he has worked so hard for too." "But it 
is not stealing; we don't mean to steal; only to 
borrow it: and, if we win, as we certainly shall, 
at the cock-fight, pay it back again, and he'll 
never know any thing of the matter; and what 
harm will it do him? Besides, what signifies 
talking? you can't go to the cock-fight, or the 
fair either, if you don't; and I tell ye, we don't 
mean to steal it ; we'll pay it again on Monday 
night." Lawrence made no reply, and they 
parted with()ut his coming to any determination. 

Here let us pause in our story-we are almost 
:ifraid to go on-the rest is Yery shocking-our 
little readers will shudder as they read. But it 
is better that they should know the truth, and 
see what the idle boy came to at last. 

In the dead of the night Lawrence heard some­
body tap at the ,Yindow. He knew well who it 
was, for this was the sio·nal acrreed upon between b o 
him and his wicked companion. He trembled at 
the thoughts of what he was about to do, and 
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lay quite still, with his head under the bed­
clothes, till he heard the second tap. Then he 
got up_. dressed himself, and opened his window. 
It was almost even ·with the ground. His com­
panion said to him in a hollow voice, "Are you 
ready ? " He made no answe1, but got out of the 
window and followed. vVhen he got to the sta­
ble a black cloud was just passing over the moon, 
and it was quite dark. "vVhere are you? "whis­
pered La"vrence, groping about, "where are 
you? Speak to me." "I am here; give me your 
hand." Lawrence stretched out his hand. "Is 
that your hand?" said the wicked boy, as Law­
rence laid hold of him ; "how cold it felt ! " 
"Let us go back," said Lawrence; "it is time 
yet." " It is no time to go back," replied the 
other, opening the door; "you've gone too far 
now to go back;,, and he pushed Lawrence into 
the stable. "Have you found it? take care of 
the horse-have you done? what are you about? 
make haste, I hear a noise,'' said the stable-boy, 
who vvatched at the door. "I am feeling for the 
half crown, but I can't find it." '' Bring all to­
gether." He brought Jem's broken flower pot, 
with all the money in it, to the door. 

The black cloud was now passed over the moon, 
ancl the light shone full uµon them. "\Vhat do 
we stand here for?" said the stable-boy, snatch-
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ing the flower-pot out of Lav,,rence's trembling 
hands, and pulling him away from the door. 
'' Surely," cried Lawrence, "you won't take all! 
You said, you'd only take hulf a crovrn, and pay 
it back on Monday-you said you'd only take half 
a crown!" "Hold your tongue!" replied the other, 
walking on, deaf to all remonstrances-" if I am 
to be hanged ever, it sha'n't be for half a crown." 
Lawrence's blood ran cold in his veins, and he 
felt as if all his hair stood on end. Not another 
word passed. His accomplice carried off the 
money, and Lawrence crept, with all the horrors 
of guilt upon him, to his restless bed. All night 
he was starting from frjghtful dreams; or else, 
broad awake, he lay listening to every small noise, 
unable to stir, and scarcely daring to breathe-tor­
mented Ly that most dreadful of all kinds of fear, 
that fear which is the constant companion of an 
evil conscience. He thought the morning would 
never come; but vvhen it was day, when he heard 
the birds sing, and saw every thing look cheerful 
as usual, be felt still more miserable. It was 
Sunday morning, and the bell rang for church. 
All the children of the village, dressed in their 
Sunday clot bes, innocent and gay, and little J em, 
the best and gayest amongst them, went flocking 
by his door to church. "vVell, Lawrence," said 
Jem, pulling his coat as he passed, and saw Law-
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rence leaning against his father's door) "what 
makes you look so black?" "I/' said Lawrence, 
starting) " why do you say that I look black? '' 
·" Xay then>" said JemJ "you look white enough 
now) if that will please you ; for you're turned 
as pale as death.'' "Pale ! " replied Lawrence, 
not knowing what he said; and turned abruptly 
away) for he dared not stand another look of J em's; 
conscious that guilt was written in his face, he 
hunned every eye. He would now haYe given 

the world to ha-re thrown off the load of guilt 
which lay upon his mind; he longed to follow 
Jem) to fall upon his knees) and confess all: 
dreading the moment when Jem should discover 
his loss) Lawrence dared not stay at home; and 
not knowing what to do) or where to go) he me­
chanically went to his old haunt at the stable­
yardJ and lurked thereabouts all day, ,,·ith hi ac­
complice) who tried in Yain to quiet his fears and 
:raise his spirits> by talking oft he next day's cock­
figl1 t. It ,ms agreed) that as soon as the du::.k 
of the evening came on) they should go together 
into a certain lonely field) and there diYide their 
booty. 

In the mean time) Jem) when he returned 
from ch urchJ was very full of business> preparing 
for the reception of hi mi tress> of ,vhosc 
intcnued visit he had informed his mother; and 
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whilst she was arranging the kitchen ancl their 
little parlour, he ran to search the strawberry 
beds. "Why, my Jem, how merry you are 
to-day ! " saicl his mother, when he came in with 
the strawberries, and was jumping about the 
room •playfully. "Now keep those spirits of 
yours, Jem, till you want 'em, and don't let it 
come upon you all at once. Have it in mind 
that to-morrow's fair-day, and Lightfoot must 
go. I bid farmer Truck call for him to-night; 
he said he'd take him along with his own, 
and he'll be here just now- and then I know 
how it will be with you, J em ! " '' So do I ! " 
cried J em, swallowing his secret with great 
rlifficulty, and then turning head over heels four 
times running. A carriage passed the window 
and stopped at the door. Jem ran out; it was 
his mistress. She came in smiling, and soon 
made the old woman smile too, by praising the 
neatness of every thing in the house. But we 
shall pass over, however important they were 
deemed at the time, the praises of the strawber­
ries, and of "my grandmother's china plate." 
Another knock vvas heard at the door. "Run, 
J em," said his mother, "I hope it's our milk­
woman with cream for the lady.''-No; it was 
farmer Truck come for Lightfoot. The old 
''\'Oman's countenance fell. "Fetch him out, 
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dear," said she, turning to her son; but Jem 
,:vas gone; he flew out to the stable the moment 
he saw the flap of farmer Truck's great-coat.­
a Sit ye down, former;' said the old woman, 
after they had waited about five minutes in 
expectation of J em's return. " You'd best sit 
down, if the lady will give you leave; for he'll 
not hurry himself back again. l\ly boy's a fool, 
madam, about that there horse." Trying to 
laugh, she added, "I knew how Lightfoot and 
he would be loath enough to part- he won't 
bring him out till the last minute; so do sit ye 
down, neighbour." The farmer had scarcely sat 
down, when Jem, ·with a pale wild countenance, 
came back. '' What's the matter?" said his 
mistress. "God bless the boy!" said his mother, 
looking at him quite frightened, whilst he tried 
to speak, but could not. She went up to him, 
and then leaning his head against her, he cried, 
"It's gone !-it's all gone!" and bursting into 
tears, he sobbed as if his little heart would. break. 
" What's gone, love?" said his mother. "My 
two guineas-Lightfoot's two guineas. I went 
to fetch 'em to give you, mammy! but the 
broken flower-pot that I put them in, and all's 
gone !-quite gone ! " repeated he, checking his 
sobs. "I saw them safe last night, and was 
showing 'em to Lightfoot; and I was so glad to 
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think I had earned them all myself; and J 
thought how surprised you'd look, and how glacl 
you'd be, and how you'd kiss me, and all!" 

His mother listened to him with the greatest 
surprise, whilst his mistress stood in silence, 
looking first at the old woman, and then at J em, 
with a penetrating eye, as if she suspected the 
truth of his story, and was afraid of becoming 
the dupe of her own compassion. "This is a 
very strange thing!" said she gravely. "How 
came you to leave all your money in a bro1-:en 
flower-pot in the stable? How came you not 
to give it to your mother to take care of?" 
cc \Yhy, don't you remember," said Jem, looking 
up in the midst of his tears;" why, don't you 
remember you your own self bid me not. to tell 
her about it till you were by." "And did you 
not tell her?" "Nay, ask mammy," said Jem 
a little offended; and when afterwards the lady 
went on questioning him in a severe manner, as 
if she di<l. not believe him, he at last made no 
answer. "Oh, Jem, Jem ! why don't you speak 
to the lady?" imid his mother. " I have spoke, 
and spoke the truth," said Jem, prouclly, '' and 
she did not believe me." 

Still the lady, who had lived too long in the 
world to be ,Yithout suspicion, maintained u colcl 
manner, and determined to await the event 

YOL. r. E 
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without interfering, saying only, that she hoped 
the money would be found; and advised Jem to 
have done crying. "I have done," said Jem, 
" I shall cry no more." And as he had the 
greatest command over himself, he actually did 
not shed another tear, not even when the farmer 
got up to go, saying he could wait no longer. 
Jem silently went to bring out Lightfoot. 
The lady now took her seat where she could see 
all that passed at the open parlour window. 
The old woman stood at the door, and several 
idle people of the village, who had gathered 
round the lady's carriage, examining it, turned 
about to listen. In a minute or two Jem 
appeared, with a steady countenance, leading 
Lightfoot; and, when he came up, without say­
ing a word put the bridle into farmer Truck's 
hand. "He has been a good horse," said the 
farmer. "He is a good horse J" cried J em, and 
threw his arm over Lightfoot's neck, hiding his 
own face as he leaned upon him. 

At this instant a party of milk-women went 
by; and one of them having set down her pail, 
came behind Jem, and gave him a pretty smart 
blow upon the back. He looked up. "And 
don't you know me?" said 1:ihe. " I forget," 
said Jem; a I think I have seen your face 
before, but I forget." 1r Do you so? and you'll 

t' 
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tell me just now," said she, half-opening her 

hand, "that you forgot who gave you_ this, and 

who charged you not to part with it, too." 

Here she quite opened her large hand, and on 

the palm of it appeared .Tern's silver penny. 

" vVhere ? '' exclaimed J em, seizing it, " oh 

where did you find it? and have you-oh tell me, 

have you got the rest of my money?" "I don't 

know nothing of your money-I don't know 

what you would be at," said the milk-v,roman. 

'' But where, pray tell me, where did you find 

this?'' "vVith them that you gave it to, I 
suppose," said the milk-woman, turning away 

suddenly to take up her milk-pail. But now 

Jem's mistress called to her through the, win­

dow, begging her to stop, and joining in his 

entreaties to know how she came by the silver 

penny. 
"\Vhy, madam,'' said she, taking up the corner 

of her apron, " I came by it in an odd way, too 

- You must know my Betty is sick, so I come 

with the milk myself, though it's not what I'm 

used to; for my Betty--you know my Betty, "said 

she, turning round to the ulcl woman, a my Betty 

serves you, and she's a tight and stirring lassy, 

ma'am, I can rrssure-" "Yes, I don't doubt 

it," said the lady, impatiently; "but about the 

sihcr penny?" cc Why, that's truG ; as I was 
E~ 



,_1.0 
LAZY LAWRENCE. 

coming along all alone, for the rest came a rounct 
and I came a short cat across the field-X o, you 
can't see it, madam, where you . tand-but if 
yon were here-" "I see it-I know it," said 
Jem, out of breath with anxiety. "\Yell-well 
-I rested my pail upon the stile, and sets me 
down a while, and there comes out of the hedge 
-I don't know well how, for they startled me, 
so I'd like to have thrown down my milk-two 
boys, one about the size of he,'' said she, pointing 
to J em, rr and one a matter taller, but ill-looking 
like, so I did not think to stir to make way for 
them, and they were like in a desperate hurry: 
so, without waiting for the stile, one of 'em 
pu11ed at the gate, :incl when it would not open 
(for it was tied "·ith a pretty stout cord), one of 
,em whips out with his knife and cuts it---

" i'-·ow have you a knife about you,. ir?" con­
tinued the milk-woman to the farmer. He gave 
her his knife. 

er Here now, ma'am, just ticking as it were. 
here, betwee11 the blade and the haft, was the 
silver penny. He took no notice, but when he 
opened it, out it falls; ~till he takes no heed, 
lrn t cu ts the cord, us I . nid before, and through 
the gate they n·eut_. an<l out of sight in half a 
rninurc. I picks up the penny, for my heart 
misgnve me tlrnt it was the very one husbu.n<l 

... 
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had harl a long time, and had given against my 

voice to he," pointing to Jem; "and I charged 
him not to part with it; and, ma'am, when I 
looked, I 1-:new it by the mark, so I thought I 

should show it to he," again pointing to Jem, 
" and let him give it back to those it belongs 
to." " It belongs to me," said J em ; " I never 
gave it to any body-but-but-" "But," 
crieLl the farmer, "those boys have robbed him 
-it is they who have all his money." "Oh, 
which way did they go?" cried J em, " I'll run 
after them." 

"No, no," said the lady, calling to her servant; 

and she desired him to take his horse and ride 
after them. "Aye," added farmer Truck, " do 
you take the road, and I'll take the field way, and 
I'll be bound we'll have 'em presently." 

\Vhilst they were gone in pursuit of the 
thieves, the lady, who was now thoroughly con­
vinced of Jem's truth, desired her coachman. 
would produce what she had ordered him to 
bring with him that evening. Out of Lhe boot 
of the carriage the coachman immediately pro­
duced a new saddle and bridle. 

How Jem's eyes sparkled when the saddle was 
thrown upon Lightfoot's back! " Put it on 
your horse yourself, Jern," said the lady-" it is 
yours." 
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Confused reports of Lightfoot's splendid 
accoutrements, of the pursuit of the thieves, and 
of the fine and ger1erous lady, who was standing 
at Dame Prestort's window, quickly spread 
through the village, and drew cver_v body from 
their l1ouses. They crowded round J em to hear 
the story. The children especially, who were 
all fond of him, expressed the strongest indigna­
tion against the thieves. Every eye was on the 
stretch ; and now some, who had run clown the 
lane, came back shouting, "Here they arc! 
they've got the thieves ! " 

The footman on horseback carrjed one boy 
before l1im ; and the farmer, striding along, 
dragged another. The latter had on a reel jacket, 
which little J em immediately recollected, and 
scarcely dared lift his eyes to look at the boy 
on horseback. "Astonishing!" said he to him­
self, "it must be-yet surely it can't be Law­
rence ! " The footman rode as fast as the people 
would let him. The boy's hat was slouched, 
and his head hung down, so that nobody could 
see his face. 

At this instant there was a disturbance in the 
crowd. A man who was half drunk pushed his 
way forwards, swearing that nobody should stop 
him; that he had a right to sec; and he 1vvuld 
:;ee. And so he c.licl; for, foreing through all 

t.: 



LAZY LAWRENCE, 43 

resistance, he staggered up to the footman just 
as he was lifting down the boy he had carried 
before him. "I will-I tell you, I 1Vill see the 
thief!" cried the drunken man, pushing up the 
boy's hat. It was his own son. "Lawrence!" 
exclaimed the wretched father. The shock 
sobered him at once, and he hid his face in his 
hands. 

There was an awful silence. Lawrence fell 
on his knees, and, in a voice that could scarcely 
be heard, made a full confession of all the cir­
cumstances of his guilt. "Such a young crea­
ture so wicked ! What could put such wickedness 
into your head?" "Bad company," said Law­
rence. "And how came you-what brought 
you into bad company?" "I don't know­
except it was idleness." While this ,vas saying, 
the farmer was emptying Lazy Lawrence's 
pockets; and when the money appeared, all his 
former companions in the village looked at each 
other with astonishment and terror. Their 
parents grasped their little hands closer, and 
cried, "1 hanks to heaven! he is not my son­
how often, when he was little, vve used, as he 
lounged about, to tell him that idleness was the 
root of all evil!" 

As for the hardened wretch, his accomplice, 
cYcry one was impatient lo have him ::;ent to 
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gaol. He had put on a bold, insolent coun­
tenance, till he heard Lawrence's confession; till 
the money was found upon him; and he heard 
the milk-woman declare, that she would swear 
to the silver penny which he had dropped. Then 
he turne<l. pale, and betrayed the strongest signs 
of fear. '' vV c must take him before the justice," 
said the farmer, "and he'll be loclgecl in Bristol 
gaol." "Oh!" said J em, springing forward 
when Lawrence's hands were going to be tied, 
"let him go-won't you-can't you, let him 
go ? " " Y cs, madam, for mercy' sake," said 
Jem's mother to the lady, "think what a dis­
grace to his family to be sent to gaol!" His 
father stood by wringing his hands in an agony 
of despair. '' It's all my fault," cried he: " I 
brought him up in idleness." "But he'll never 
be i <lle any more ; " said J em ; " won't you speak 
for him, ma'am?" "Don't ask the lady to 
speak for him," said the farmer; "it's better he 
should go to Bridewell now, than to the gallows 
by-and-by." 

K othing more was said, for cverybocly fch the 
truth of the farmer's speech. Lawrence was 
sent to Bridewell for a month, and the stable­
boy was transported to Botany Bay. 

Durin(l' Lawrence's confinement, Jem often 
0 

visited him, and carried him tiUch little present~ 
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as he could afford to give; and Jem could afford 
to be ge/lerous, because he was industrious. Law­
rence's heart was touched by his kindness, and 
his example struck him so forcibly, that, when 
his confinement was ended, he resolved to set 
immediately to work; and, to the astonishment 
of all who knew him, soon became remarkable 
for industry; he was found early and late at his 
work, established a new character, and for ever 
lost the name of Laz.y Lmvrence. 
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YouNG Hardy V.'as educated by Mr. Freeman, a 
very good master, at one of the Sunday-schools 
in --shire. He was honest, obedient, active, 
and good-natured; so that he was esteemed ::md 
beloved by his master, and by his companions. 
Beloved by all his companions who were good, 
he did not desire to be loved by the bad ; nor 
was he at all vexed or ashamed when idle, mis­
chievous, or dishonest boys attempted to plague 
or ridicule him. His friend Loveit, on the con­
trary, wished to be universally ]ikecl; and his 
highest ambition was to be thought the best­
natured boy in the school : and so he was. He 
usually went by the name of poor Loveif, and 
eYerybocly pitied him when he got into disgrace, 
which he frequently did; for though he had a 
good disposition, he was often led to do things 
which he knew to be wrong, merely because he 
could never have the courage to say, no~· be­
cause he was afraid to o-ffend the ill-natured1 

and cou]d not bear to be laughed at by fools . 
One fine autumn evening all the boys were 

permitted to go out to play in a pleasant green 
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meadow near the school. Loveit, and another 
boy called Tarlton, began to play a game at bat­
tledore and shuttlecock, and u large party stood 
by to look on, for they were the best players at 
battledore and shuttlecock in the school, and this 
was a trial of skill between them. \Yhen they 
had kept it up to three hundred and twenty, 
the game became very interesting: the arms of 
the combatants grew so tired, that they could 
scarcely wield the battledores: the shuttlecock 
began to waYe in the air; now it almost touched 
the ground; and now, to the astonishment of 
the spectators, mounted again high over their 
heads; yet the strokes beeame feebler and 
feebler; and " Now Loveit ! "_cc Now Tarl­
ton!" resounded on all sides. For another mi­
nute tI:e victory was doubtful; but at length, 
the setting sun shining full in Loveit's face, so 
dazzled his eyes, that he could 110 longer see the 
shuttlecock, and it fell at his feet. 

After the first shout for Tarlton's triumph was 
over, everybody exclaimed, cc Poor Loveit ! "­
cc he's the best-natured fellow in the world ! "­
cc what a pity that he did not stand ,vith his 
back to the sun." 

cc X ow I cbre you all to play another game 
with me," cried Tarlton, Ymmtingly: and, as he 
spoke, he tossed the shuttlecock up with all bis 
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force; with so much force, thot it went O\'cr th 
hedge, and dropped into a lane which went clos(' 
behind the field. " Hey day!" said Tarlton, 
" what shall we do now? " 

The boys were strictly forbidden to go into 
the lrtue; and it was upon their promise not to 
break this command that they were allowed to 
play in the adjoining field. 

No other shuttlecock waR to be had, and their 
play was stopped. They stood on the top of the 
bank peeping over the hedge. "I see it yonder," 
said Tarlton; " I wish anybody would get it. 
One could get over the gate at the bottom of the 
field, and be back again in half a minute," 
added he, looking at Loveit. " But you know 
we must not go into the lane," said Loveit, hesi­
tatingly. " Pugh!" saicl Tarlton, "why now 
what harm could it do?" " I don't know," 
said Loveit, drumming upon his battledore; 
" but-" " You don't know, mun ! why, then, 
what are you afraid of, I asJ., you?" LoYcit 
coloured, went on drumming, and again, in a 

lower voice, said "he didn't k11ow." But upon 
Tarlton's repeating, in a mrJre insolent tone, "I 
ask you, man, what you're afraid of?" he sud­
denly left off drumming, and looking round, 
said, " he was not afraid of any thing, that he 
knew of." " Yes, but you tuc," said IJanly, 
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coming forw,trd. " Am I ? " said Loveit ; (c of 
what, pray, am I afraid? " " Of doing wrong!'' 
" Afraid ef doing mrong ! " repeated Tarlton~ 
mimicking him, so that he made everybody 
laugh. " Now hadn't you better say, afraid of 
being flogged?" "No," said Hardy, coolly, 
after the laugh had somewhat subsided, " I am 
as little afraid of being Hogged as you are, 
Tarlton; but I meant-" cc No matter what 
you meant; why shoulcl you interfere with your 
wisdom, and your meanings? nobody thought of 
asking you to stir a step for us; but we askccl 
Loveit, because he's the best fellow in the 
world." " And for that very reason you should 
not ask him, because you know he can't refuse 
you any thing.'' " Indeed though," cried 
Loveit, piqued, " there you're mistaken, for I 
could refuse if I chose it." Hardy smiled; and 
Loveit, half afraid of his contempt, and half 
afraid of Tarlton's ridicule, stood doubtful, and 
again had recourse to his battledore, which he 
balanced mo. t curiously upon his fore-finger. 
" Look at him! -now do look at him ! " cried 
Tarlton; " did you ever in your life sec any­
body look so silly? Hardy has him quite under 
his thumb: he's so mortally afraid of him, that 
he dare not turn either of his eyes from the tip 
of his nose! look how he squints!" " I don't 
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squint," said Loveit, looking up, a and nobody 
has me under his thumb; and what Hardy said 
,ms only for fear I should get into disgrace; 
-he's the best friend I have." Loveit spoke this 
with more than usual spirit, for both his heart 
and his pride were touched. " Come along, 
then," said Hardy, taking him by the arm in au 
affectionate manner; and he was just going, 
when Tarlton called after him, "Ay, go along 
with its best friend, and take care it does not 
get into a scrape ;- good bye, little Panado ! " 
" \Vhu do they call little Panado? " said Loveit, 
turning his head hastily back. " Never mind," 
said Hardy, "what docs it signif),?" " No," 
said Loveit, '' to be sure it docs not signi(v; 
but one does not like to be called little Panado; 
besides," added he, after going a few steps 
further, '' thP-y'll all think it so ill-naturcd,-I 
had better go back, and just tell them, that I'm 
sorry I can't get their shuttlecock ;-do come 
bad,: with me." '' No," said Hardy, '' I can't 
go back; and you'd better not." '' But, I assure 
you, I won't stay a minute-wait for me," added 
Loveit; and he slunk back again to prove that 
he was not little Panaclo. 

Once returned, the rest followed of course; 
for to support his character for good-nature, lie 
was obliged to yield to the entreaties of his com-
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panions; and, to show his spirit, leaped o,,er the 
gate, amidst the acclamations of the little mob : 
he "·as c1uickl y out of sight. 

" Herc/' cried he, returning in about five 
minutes, quite out of breath, " I've got the 
shuttlecock; and I'll tell you what I've seen," 
cried he, panting for breath. "vVhat? " cried 
every body, eagerly. "\Vhy, just at the turn of 
the corner, at the end of the lane," panting­
" \V ell," said Tarlton, impatiently, " do go 
on." " Let me just take breath first." " Pugh ! 
never mind your breath." '' Well, then, just at 
the turn of the corner, at the end of the lane, as 
I was looking about for the shuttlecock, I heard 
a great rustling somewhere near me, and so I 
looked where it could come from; and I saw in a 
nice little garuen, on the opposite side of the way, 
a boy, about as big as Tarlton, sitting in a great 
tree, shaking the branches; and at every shake 
down there came such a shrnver of fine large rosy 
apples, they made my mouth \Yater; so I called 
to the boy to beg one; but he said, he could not 
gi,·c me one, for that they were his grandfather's; 
and just at that minute, from behind a goose­
berry-bush, up popped the uncle-the grand­
father poked his head out of the window: so I ran 
off as fast as my legs would carry me, though I 
heard him bawling after me all the way." 

F~ 
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"And let him bawl," cried Tarlton, a he 
sha'n't bawl for nothing; I'm determined ,.ve'll 
have some of his fine large rosy apples before I 
sleep to night." At this speech a general silence 
ensued; every body kept his eyes fixed upon 
Tarlton, except Loveit, who looked clown, appre­
hensive that he should be drawn on much farther 
than he intended. " Oh, indeed," said he to 
himself, " as Hardy told me, I had better not 
have come back." 

Regardless of this confusion, Tarlton con­
tinued, << But before I say any more, I hope we 
have no spies amongst us. If there is any one of 
you afraid to be flogged, let him march off this 

instant ! " Loveit coloured, bit his lips, wished 
to go, but had not courage to move first. He 
waited to see what every body else would clo;­
nobody stirrcd;-so Loveit stood still. 

« vVell then," cried Tarlton, giving his hand to 
the boy next him, then to the next, a your word 
ancl honour that you won't betray me; but stand 
by me, and I'll stand by you." Each boy gave his 
hand, and his promise, repeating, « stand by me, 
and I'll stand by you." Loveit hung back till 
the last; and had almost twisted off the button of 
the boy's coat who screened him, when Tarlton 
came up, holding out his hand. a Come, Loveit, 
lad, you're in for it: stand by me, and I'll stand 
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by you." " Indeed, Tarlton," expostulated he, 
without looking him in the face, " I do ,vish 
you'd give up this scheme; I dare say all the 
apples are gone by this time ;-I wish you would 
-Do, pray, give up this scheme." " Wh:it 
scheme, man ! you hav'n't heard it yet; you may 
as well know your text. before you begin preach­
ing." The corners of Loveit's mouth could not 
refuse to smile, though in his heart he felt not 
the slightest inclination to laugh. " \!Vhy I 
don't know you, I declare I don't know you to­
day," said Tarlton; "you used to be the best­
natured, most agreeable lad in the world, and 
would do any thing one asked you ; but you're 
quite altered oflate, as we were saying just now, 
when you sculked away with Hardy; come, do, 
man, pluck up a little spirit, and be one of us, or 
you'll make us all hale you." " 1-Iale me!" re­
peated Loveit, with terror; '' no, surely you 
won't all hate me!" and he mechanically 
stretched out his hand, which Tarlton shook 
Yiolently, saying, " Ay, now, that's right."­
" A,y, ?i01v, that's 1Vro11g ! " whispered Lovcit's 
conscience; but his conscience ,yas of no use to 
him, for it was always overpowered by the voice 
of numbers; and. though he had the wish, he 
neYcr had the power, to do right. "Poor Loveit ! 
I knew he wouhl not refuse u~," cried his com~ 

F ,'3 



54, 'l'ARL'l'ON. 

panions; and even Tarlton, the moment he shook 
hands with him, despised him. It js certain that 
weakness of mind is despised both by the good 
and by the bad. 

The league being thus formed, Tarlton as• 
sumed all the airs of a commander, explained his 
schemes, and laid the plan of attack upon the poor 
old man's apple tree. It was the only one he had 
in the world. \Ve shall not dwell upon their 
consultation, for the amusement of contriving 
such expeditions is often the chief thing ·which 
induces idle boys to engage in them. 

There was a small window at the end of the 
back staircase, through which, between nine and 
ten o'clock at night, Tarlton, accompanied by 
Loveit and another boy, crept out. It was a 
moonlight night, and, after crossing the field, and 
climbing the gate directed by Loveit, who now re .. 
solved to go through the affair with spirit, they 
proceeded dovvn the lane with rash, yet fearful 
steps. At a di3tance Loveit saw the white­
washed cottage, and the apple-tree beside it; 
they quickened their pace, and with some diffi­
culty scrambled through the hedge which fenced 
the garden, though not without being scratched 
and torn by the briers. Every thing was silent. 
Y ct now and then at every rustling of the leaves 
they started, and their hearts beal violently. 

C 
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Once as Loveit was climbing the apple-tree, he 
thought he heard a door in the cottage open, and 
earnestly begged his companions to desist and re­
turn home. This, however, he could by no means 
persuade them to do, until they had filled their 
pockets with apples; then, to his great joy, they 
returned, crept in at the staircase window, and 
each retired, as softly as possible, to his own 
apartment. 

Loveit slept in the room with Hardy, whom 
he had left fast asleep, and whom he now was 
extremely afraid of wakening. All the apples 
were emptied out of Loveit's pockets, and lodged 
with Tarlton till the morning, for fear the smell 
should betray the secret to Hardy. The room 
<loor was apt to creak, but it was opened with 
such precaution, that no noise could be heard, and 
Loveit found his friend as fast asleep as when he 
left hjm. 

"Ah," said he to himself, " how quietly he 
sleeps! I wish I had been sleeping too." The 
reproaches of Loveit's conscience, however, served 
no other purpose but to torment him; he had not 
sufficient :,trength of mind to be good. The very 
next night, in spite of all his fears, and all his 
penitence, and all his resolutions, by a little fresh 
ridicule and persuasion he was induced to accom-
1nmy the same party on a similar expedition. We 
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must observe, that the necessity for continuing 
their depredations became stronger the third day; 
for though at first only a small party had been in 
the secret, by degrees it was divulged to the 
whole school; ancl it was necessary to secure 
secrecy by sharing the booty. 

Every one was astonished that Hardy, with all 
his quickness and penetration, had not yet disco­
vered their procedings; but Loveit could not help 
suspecting, that he was not quite so ignorant as he 
appeared to be. Loveit had strictly kept his 
promise of secrecy, but he was by no means an 
artful boy; and in talking to his friend, conscious 
t11at he had something to conceal, he was perpe­
tually on the point of betraying himself; then 
recollecting his engagement, he blushed, stam­
mered, bungled; and upon Hardy's asJ~ing what 
he meant, would answer "·ith a silly guilty coun­
tenance, that he did not know; or abruptly break 
off, saying, Oh, nothing, nothing at all! It was 
in vain that he urged Tarlton to permit him to 
consult his friend; a gloom overspread Tarlton's 
brow when he began to speak on the subject, and 
he always returned a peremptory refusal, accom­
panied by some such taunting expression as this 
_<< I wi'-h we had had nothing to do with such a 
r;neati11g fellow. He'll betray us all, I sec, before 
we ha vc done wiLh him." «\Yell/' &aid Lo,·cit 
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to himself) "so I am abused after all, and called 
a sneaking fellow for my pains; that's rather hard, 
to be sure, when I've got so little by the job." 

In truth he had not got much; for in the divi­
sion of the booty only one apple and the half of 
another, which was only half ripe, happened to 
fal] to his share; though, to be sure, when they 
had all eaten their apples, he had the satisfaction 
to hear every body declare they were very sorry 
they had forgotten to off er some of theirs to "poor 
Loveit ! " 

In the mean time the visits to the apple-tree 
had been now too frequently repeated to remain 
concealed from the old man, who lived in the 
cottage. He used to examine his only tree very 
frequently, and missing numbers of rosy apples 
which he had watched ripening, he, though not 
much prone to suspicion, began to think that there 
was something going wrong, especially as a gap 
was made in his hedge, and there were several 
small footsteps in his flower-beds. 

The good old man ,·,·as not at all inclined to 
gi.ve pain to any living creature, much less to 
children, of whom he was particularly fond. Nor 
was he in the least avaricious ; for though he was 
not rich, he had enough to live upon, because he 
had been very industrious in his youth: and he 
was always very ready to part with the little he 
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had ; nor was he a cross old man. If any thing 
would ha\'e made him angry, it would have been 
the seeing his favourite tree robbed, as he had 
promised himself the pleasure of giving his red 
apples to his grand-children on his birth-day. 
However, he looked up at the tree in sorrow 
rather than in anger, and leaning upon his staff, 
he began to consider what he had best do. 

"If I complain to their master," said he to 
himself, "they will certainly be flogged, and that 
I should. be sorry for; yet they must not be let to 
go on stealing, that would be worse still, for that 
,vould surely bring them to the gallows in the 
encl. Let me see- oh, ah, that will do; I will 
borrow farmer Kent's dog Barker_; he'll keep them 
off: l'Jl answer for it." 

Farmer Kent lent his dog Barker, cautioning 
his neighbour, at the same time, to be sure to 

chain him well, for he was the fiercest mastiff in 
England. The old man, with farmer Kent's 
assistance, chained him fast to the trunk of the 
apple- tree. 

Night came, and Tarlton, Loveit, and his 
companions, returned at the usual hour. Grown 
bolder now by frequent success, they came on 
talking and laughing. But the moment they harl 
set their foot in the garden, the clog started up ; 
ancl, shaking his chain as he sprang forward, 
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barked with unremitting fury. They stoocl still 
as if fixed to the spot. There was just moonlight 
enough to sec the dog. '( Let us try the other 
side of the tree," said Tarlton. But to whichever 
side they turned, the clog flew round in an instant, 
barking with increased fury . 

" He'll break his chain and tear us to pieces," 
cried Tarlton; and, struck with terror, he im­
mediately threw J.own the basket he had brought 
"·ith him, and betook himself to flight with the 
greatest prec1p1tation. "Help me! oh, pray, 
I can't get through the hedge," cried Lovcit in 
a la men table tone, whilst the dog grow led hide­
ously, and sprang forward to the extremity of his 
chain. "I can't get out! Oh, pray, dear Tarl­
ton, stay for me one minute ! " 

Ile called in vain; he was left to struggle 
through his difficulties by himself; and of all his 
dear friends, uot one turned back to help him. 
At last, torn and terrified, he got through the 
hedge and ran home, despising his companions for 
their selfishness. Nor could he help observing 
that Tarlton, with all his vaunted prowess, was 
the first to run away from the appearance of 
danger. The next morning he could not help 
reproaching the party with their conduct. "\Vhy 
could not you, any of you, stay one minute to help 
me? " 'aid he. " \ V c did not hear you call," 
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ans·wered one. <, I was so frightened," said 
another, '' I would not have turned back for the 
whole world." "And you, Tarlton." "I!" said 
Tarlton. "Had not I enough to do to take care 
of myself, you blockhead? Every one for him­
self in this world!" "So I see," said Loveit 
gravely. "Well, man! is there any thing strange 
in that?" "Strange! why yes, I thought you 
all loved me? " a Lord love you, lad! so we 
do· but we love ourselves better." "Hardv ' •. would not have served me so, however," saicl 
Loveit, turning away in disgust. Tarlton was 
alarmed. 

"Pugh! " said he; <c ,vhat nonsense have you 
taken into your brain? Think no more about it. 
vVe are all very sorry, and beg your pardon ; 
come, shake hands, forgive and forget." Loveit 
gave his hand, but gave it rather coldly: c< I 
forgive it with all my heart," snid he; "but I can. 
not forget it so soon!" c< "\1/hy, then, you are 
not such a good-humoured fellow as we thought 
you were. Surely you cannot bear malice, 
Loveit?" Loveit smiled, and allowed that he 
certainly could not bear malice. " \Yell, then, 
come; you know at the bottom we all love you, 
and would do any thing in the world for you." 
Poor Loveit, flattcrtd in his foible, bcg,111 to 
believe that they did love him at the botlom, as T 
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they said, and even with his eyes open consented 
again to be duped. 

" How strange it is," thought he, "that I 
should set such value upon the love of those I 
despise ! When I'm once out of this scrape, I'll 
have no more to do with them, I'm determined." 

Compared with his friend Hardy, his new as­
sociates did indeed appear contemptible: for all 
this time Hardy had treated him with uniform 
kindness, avoided to pry into his secrets, yet 
seemed ready to receive his confidence, if it had 
been offered. 

After school in the evening, as he was standing 
silently beside Hardy, who was ruling a sheet of 
paper for him, Tarlton, in his brutal manner, 
came up, and seizing him by the arm, mid, 
"Come along with me, Loveit, I've something 
to say to you ." " I can't come now," said 
Lovejt, drawing away his arm. "Ah, do come 
now," said Tarlton in a voice of persuasion. 
"\Yell, I'll come presently." "Nay, but do, 
pray, there's a good fellow; come now, because 
I'ye something to say to you." "\\'hat is it 
you'ye got to ay to me? I wish you'd let me 
alone," said Loveit; yet at the same time he 
suffered himself to be led away. 

Tarlton took particular pains to humour him 
and bring him into temper agam; and e,·cn 
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though he was not Yery apt to part with his play­
things, went so for as to say, "Loveit, the other 
day you wanted a top; I'll give you mine, if you 
desire it." Loveit thanked him, and was over­
joyed at the thoughts of possessing this to1i. 
"But what did you want to say to me just 
now?" '' Aye, we'll talk of that presently-not 
yet-when we get out of hearing." "Nobody 
is near us," said Loveit. " Come a little farther, 
however," said Tarlton, looking round suspi­
ciously. " Well now, well!" " Yon ],.:now the 
dog that frightened us so last night?" " Yes." 
"It will never frighten us again." ",von't 
it?-how so?" ''Look here," said Tarlton, 
dnnving from his pocket something wrapped in a 
blue handkerchief. "\i\7hat's that ?"- Tarlton 
opened it. "Raw meat!" exclaimed Loveit. 
" How came you by it?" a Tom, the servant 
boy, Tom got it for me, and I'm to give him 
six-pence." "And is it for the dog?" " Yes; 
I vow'd I'd be revenged on him, and after all 
this he'll never bark again." er Never bark 
again !-vVhat do you mean ?-Is it poison ? " 
exclaimed Loveit, starting back with horror. 
"Only poison for a dog:," said Tarlton, confused; 
" you could not look more shocked if it was 
poison for a Christian," Lovcit stood for nearly 
a minute in profound silence. "Tarlton," said 
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he at last, in a changed tone and altered manner) 
"I did not know you; I will have no more to ... 
do with you." "Nay, but stay," said Tarlton, 
catching hold of his arm, "stay; I was only 
joking." "Let go my arm; you were in earnest.'' 
<< But then that was before I knew there was 
any harm. If you think there's any harm ! '' 
" if," said Loveit. a Why you kno,v, I might 
not know; for Tom told me it's a thing that's 
often done; ask Tom." '< I'll ask nobody! surely 
we know better what's right and wrong than 
Tom does." "But only just ask him, to hear 
what he'll say." ,< I don't want to hear ,vhat 
he'll say," cried Loveit vehemently. "The dog 
will die in agonies-in horrid agonies !-There 
was a dog poisoned at my father's, I saw him in 
the yard. Poor creature! he lay, and howled, 
and writ heel himself!" << Poor creature ! \V ell, 
there's no harm done now," cried Tarlton, in a 
l1ypocritical tone. But though he thought fit to 
di::-scmble with Loveit, he was thoroughly deter­
mined in his purpose. 

Poor Lo,-cit, in baste to get away, retnrned to 
his friend Hartly; but his mind was in such agi­
tation, that he neither talked nor moved like 
himself; and two or three times his heart was 
~o full that he ,yas ready to burst in to tears. 

<< IIow good-natured you arc lo me," said he 
GZ 
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to Hardy, as he was trying vainly to entertain 
him; but if you knew-" Here he stopped 
short, for the bell for evening prayer rang, and 
they all took their places, and knelt down. After 
prayers, as they were going to bed, Loveit 
stopped Tarlton.-" Well!" asked he in an in­
quiring manner, fixing his eyes upon him­
" TVell!'' replied Tarlton in an audacious tone, 
as if he meant to set his inquiring eye at defi­
ance;-" what do you mean to do to-night?"­
" To go to sleep, as you do, I suppose," replied 
Tarlton, turning away abruptly, and whistling 
as he walked off: 

" Oh, he has certainly changed his mind!" 
said Loveit to himself, " else he could not 
whistle." About ten minutes after this, as he 
and Hardy were undressing, Hardy suddenly 
recollected that he had left his new kite out upon 
the grass. "Oh!" said he, "it will be quite 
spoiled before the morning." '' Call Tom," said 
Loveit, " and bid him bring it in for you in a 
minute." They both went to the top of the stairs 
to call Tom; no one answered. They called 
again lourler, " Is Tom below?"-" I'1n here," 
answered he at last, corning out of Tarlton's room 
with a look of mixed embarrassment and effron­
tery. And as he was receiving Hardy's commis­
sion, Loveit saw the corner of the blue handker-
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chief banging out of his pocket. This excited 
fresh suspicion in Loveit's mind; but, without 
saying one vrnrd, he immediately stationed him­
self at the window in his room, which looked ont 
towards the lane; and as the moon was risen, he 
could see if any one passed that way. '' \Vhat 
are you doi~1g there?" said Hardy, after he had 
been watching some time; "why don't you come 
to bed?" Loveit retnrnecl no answer, but con­
tinued standing at the window. Nor did he 
watch long in vain; presently he saw Tom 
gliding slowly along a by-path, and get over the 
gate into the lane. 

"He's gone to do it!" exclaimed Loveit aloud, 
1.vith an emotion which he coulcl not command. 
" vVho's gone ! to do ·what?" cried Hardy, 
starting up. " How cruel, how wicked!" con­
tinued Loveit. " vVhat's cruel-what's wicked? 
speak out at once l" returned Hardy, in that 
commanding tone, which, in moments of danger, 
strong minds feel themselves entitled to assume 
towards weak ones. Loveit instantly, though in 
an incoherent manner, explained the affair to 
him. Scarcely had the ''-'Orel passed his lips, 
when Hardy sprang up and beg,_m dressing him­
self without saying one syllable. "For God's 
sake, iYhat arc yon going to do? " said Loveit in 
great anxiety. "They'll never forgive me l don't 
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betray me! they'll never forgive me ! pray speak 
to me! only say you won't betray us." "I will 
not betray you, trust to me," said Hardy; and 
he left the room, and Loveit stood in amaze­
ment: whilst, in the mean time, Hardy, in hopes 
of overtaking Tom before the fate of the poor clog 
was decided, ran with all possible speed across 
the meadow, and then clown the lane. He came 
up with Tom just as he was climbing the bank 
into the old man's garden. Hardy, too much 
out of breath to speak, seized hold of him, 
dragged him down, detaining him with a firm 
grasp whilst he panted for utterance-" ·what, 
master Hardy, is it you? what's the matter? 
what do you want?" "I want the poisoned 
meat that you have in your pocket." "vVho told 
you that I had any such thing?" said Tom, 
clapping his hand upon his guilty pocket. « Give 
it me quietly, and I'll let you off." "Sir, upon 
my word, I hav'n't ! I didn't! I don't know what 
you mean," said Torn, trembling, though he was 
by far the strongest of the two; "indeed I don't 
know what you mean." "You do," said Hardy, 
with great indignation; and a violent struggle 
immediately commenced. The dog, now alarmed 
by the voices, began to bark outrageously. Tom 
was terrified lest the old man should come out to 
see what was th1; matter; his strength forsook 
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him, and flinging the handkerchief and meat over 
the hedge, he ran away with all his speed. The 
handkerchief fell ·within reach of the dog, who 
instantly snapped at it; luckily it did not come 
untied. Hardy saw a pitchfork on a dunghill 
close beside him, and seizing upon it, stuck it 
into the handkerchief. The dog pulled, tore, 
growled, grappled, yelled: it was impossible to 
get the handkerchief from bet\'.·een his teeth; 
but the knot was loosed, the meat unperceived 
by the dog dropped out, and while he dragged 
off the handkerchief in triumph, Hardy with 
inexpressible joy plunged the pitchfork into the 
poisoned meat, and bore it away. 

r ever dicl hero retire with more satisfaction 
from a field of battle. Full of the pleasure of 
successful benevolence, Hardy tripped joyfully 
home, and vaulted over the window-sill, ,vhen 
the first object he beheld was Mr. Power, the 
usher, standing at the heacl of the stairs, with a 
candle in his hand. 

" Come up, whoever you are," said Mr. '1Vil-
1iam Power, in a stern voice; " I thought I 
should find you out at last. Come up, who. 
cvrr you are!" Hardy obeyed without reply. 
" Hardy!" exclaimed Mr. Power, starting back 
with astonishment: "is it you, Mr. Barely?" 
repeutecl he, holding the light to his face. 
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" vVhy, sir," Shiel he in a sneering tone, " I'm 
sure if Mr. Trueman was here, he wouldn't 
believe his own eyes; but, for my part, I saw 
through you long since: I never like saints, for 
my share. vVill you please to do me the favour, 
~ir, if it is not too much trouble, to empty your 
pockets?" Hardy obeyed in silenc.:e. " Hey­
day! meat l raw meat! what next?" " That's 
all," said Hardy, emptying his pockets insirle 
out. " That is all," said Mr. Power, taking up 
the meat. '' Pray, sir," said Hardy, eagerly, 
" let that meat be burned, it is poisoned." 
" Poisoned! " cried Mr. "\Yilliam Power, letting 
it dr:op out of his fingers; " yon wretch!" look­
ing at him with a menacing air, " what is all 
this? Speak." Hardy was silent. "·why don't 
you speak? " cried he, shaking him by the 
shoulder, impatiently. Still Hardy was silent. 
" Down upon your knees this minute, and con­
fess a11; tell me where you've been, and what 
you've been doing, and who are your accom­
plices, for I know there is a gang of you : so," 
added he, pressing heavily upon Han1y's shoul­
llcr, " down upon your knees this minute, and 
confess the whole; that's your only way now to 

get off yourself. If you hope for m.7; pardon, I 
can tell you that it's not to Le had without m;k­
in[:; for." '· Sir,'' said Ilarth', in n firm but 
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respectful voice, " I have no pardon to ask, I 
have nothing to confess, I am innocent; but if 
I were not, I would never try to get off myself 
by betraying my companions." " Very well, 
sir ! very well! very fine !-stick to it, stick to 
it, I advise you, and we shall see. And how 
will you look to-morrow, Mr. Innocent, when 
my uncle the doctor comes home?" "As I do 
now, sir," said Hardy, unmoved. His compo­
sure threw Mr. Power into a rage too great for 
utterance. " Sir," continued Hardy, " ever 
since I have been at school I never told a lie, 
and therefore, sir, I hope you will believe me 
now: upon my word and honour, sir, I have 
done nothing wrong." " Nothing wrong? 
Better and better! what, when I catched you 
going out at night? " " That, to be sure, was 
wrong," said Hardy, recollecting himself; " but 
except that--." " Except that, sir! I will 
except nothing. Corne along with me, young 
gentleman; your time for pardon is past." Say­
ing these words, he pulled Hardy along a narrow 
passage to a small closet, set apart for the des­
perate offenders, and usually known by the 
name of the Blacf.c Hole. " There, sir, take up 
your lodging there for to-night," said he, push­
ing him in; "to-morrow I'll know more, or I'll 
know why," added he, double-locking the door, 
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with a tremendous noise, upon his prisoner, and 

locking al 'O the door at the encl of t11e p,Lsagc, 

so that no one could hrn-e access to him. « So 

now I think I have you safe!" said Mr. ·\\"il­

liam Power to himself, stalking off with steps 

·which ma<le the whole gallery resound, and 

·which matle many a guilty heart tremble. The 

conversation which had passed betv,een Hardy 

and Mr. Power at the head of the stairs harl 

been anxiously listened to, but only a word or two 

here ancl there had been distinctly overheard. 

The locking of the black-hole door was a terrible 

sound: ~ome knew not what it portended, mid 

others knew loo 1velL· all as. em bled in the 

morning with faces of anxiety. Tarlton's and 

Loveit's were the most agitated; Tarlton for 

himself-Loveit for his friend, for himself: for 

everybody. EYery one of the party, and Tarlton 

at their head, surrounded him with reproaches; 

ancl consiclered him a. the author of the e':ils 

,,·hich hung over them. " How could you do 

so ?-and why did yon say anything to Hardy 

about it? when you had promised too! Oh, 

"·hat shall ,,·e all do! ,Ylrnt a . crape you have 

brnucrht us into! Lo\·eit, it's all Yom fault ! "-
~ . 

a All 111_1; fault!" repeated poor Lovcit, with a 

sigh ; a well, that is hard." 

a Goodness! there's the bell," cxclaimcc1 a 
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1111mber of voices at once. "Now for it!" They 
all stood in a half circle for morning prayers! 
they listened, "Herc he is coming! No-Yes. 
Here he is ! " And Mr. \.Villiam Power, with a 
gloomy brow, appeared a.nu walked up to his 
place at the head of the room. They knelt 
down to prayers, and the moment they rose Mr. 
\Yilliam Power, laying his hand upon the table, 
cried, cc Stmid still, gentlemen, if you please." 
Every body stood stock still; he walked out of 
the circ.:le j they guessed he was gone for Hardy, 
and the whole room was in commotion. Each 
v;ith eagerness asked each what none could 
answer, "llas he told?''-" TV/wt has he 
told? "-" \Yho has he told of? "-" I hope he 
has not tol<l of me!" cried they. '' I'll answer 
for it he has told of all of us," said Tarlton. 
" .And I'll answer for it he has told of none of 
us," answered Loveit, with a sigh. " You don't 
think he's such a fool, when he can get himself 
ofi/' said Tarlton. 

At this inst.mt the prisoner was led in, and as 
he passed through the circle every eye was fixed 
upon him: his eye turned upon no one, not even 
upon Lo\'cit, who pulled him by the coat as he 
passed-every one felt almost afraid to breathe. 
cc \V ell, sir," said l\Ir. Power, sitting down in 
~Ir. Trncman's elbow chair, and placing the 
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prisoner opposite to him; " ·well, sir, what ha,·e 
you to say to me this morning? " " X othing, 
sir," answered Hardy, in a decided yet modest 
manner; " nothing but what I said last night." 
" Nothing more?" " Nothing more, sir." 
« But I have something more to say to you, sir, 
then; anu. a great deal more, I promise you, 
before I have done with you;" and then seizing 
him in a fury, he was just going to give him a 
severe flogging, ·when the school-room door 
opened, and Mr. Trueman appeared, followed 
by an old man, 1shom Loveit immediately 
knew. He leaned upon his stick as he walked, 
and in his other hand carried a basket of apples. 
When they came within the circle, Mr. Trueman 
stopped &bort-<< Hardy!" exclaimed he, ,,·ith 
a voice of unfeigned surprise, whilst ~1r. Y\'illiam 
Power stood with his hand uspcnded. « Aye, 
Hardy, sir," repeated he. « I told him you'd 
not believe your own eyes." l\Ir. Trueman ad­
vanced with a slow step. «:Now, sir, give me 
leave," said the usher, eagerly drawing him aside 
and whispering. a So, sir," said Mr. T., when 
the whisper was done, addressina- himself to 
Hardy, with a voice and manner which, had he 
been guilty, must have pierced him to the heart, 
c< I find I haYe been decei"ed in you-it is but 
three hours ago that I told your uncle I ncycr 

' .. 
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lmd a boy in my school in whom I placed so 
much confidence; but after all this show of 
honour and integrity, the moment my back is 
turned, you are the first to set an example of 
disobedience to my orders. \Vhy do I talk of 
disobeying my commands-you are a thief! " 
"' I, sir!" exclaimed Hardy, no longer able to 
repress his feelings. " You, sir,-you and some 
others," said Mr. Trueman, looking round the 
room with a penetrating glance-" you antl 
~ome others-" cc Aye, sir," interrupted Mr. 
'William Power, " get that out of 11im if you 
can-ask him." cc J will ask him nothing; I 
shall neither put his truth nor his honour to the 
tri~l: truth and honour are not to be expected 
among thieves." " I am not a thief! I have 
never had anything to do ·with thieves," cried 
Hardy, indignantly. "Have not you robbed 
this o]cl man? Don't you know the taste of 
these apples?" said Mr. Trueman, taking one out 
of the basket. " No, sir, I do not : I ne\'er 
touched one of that old man's apples." "NcYcr 
touched one of them ! I suppose this is some 
vile equivocation-you have clone worse; you 
have had the barbarity, the baseness, to attempt 
to poison his clog; the poisoned meat was found 
in your pocket last night." " The poisoned 
meat was found in my pocket, sir! but I never 

VOL. I, 
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attempted to poison the dog: I saved his life." 
" Lord bless him," said the old man. " Non­

sense! cunning!" said Mr. Power. " I hope 

you won't let him impose upon you so, sir." 

"No, he cannot impose upon me: I have a proof 

he is little prepared for," said Mr. Trueman, 

producing the blue handkerchief in which the 

meat had been wrapped. 
Tarlton turned pale; Hardy's countenance 

never changed. " Don't you know this hand­

kerchief, sir?"-'' I do, sir." "Is it not yours?" 

-" No, sir." " Don't you know whose it is?" 

cried M:t. Po,,·er. Hardy was silent. 

"Now, gentlemen," said Mr. Trueman," I am 

not fund of punishing you; but when I do it, you 

know it is always in earnest. I will begin with 

the eldest of you; I will begin with Hardy, and 

flog you with my own hands till this handkerchief 

is owned." " I'm sure it's not mine;" "and I'm 

sure it's none of mine;" burst from every mouth, 

whilst they looked at each other in dismay, for 

none but Hardy, Loveit, and Tarlton, knew the 

secret. "My cane!" said Mr. Trueman, and 

PO\":er handed him the cane-Loveit groaned 

from the bottom of his heart-Tarlton leaned 

back against the wall ·with a black countenance 

-Hardy looked with a steady eye at the cane. 

"But first," said Mr. Trueman, laying down 

,,. 
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the cane, "let us see; perhaps we may find out 
the owner of this handkerchief another way," 
examining the corners: it was torn almost to 
pieces, but luckily the corner that was marked 
remained. 

" J. T. ! " cried Mr. Trueman. Every eye was 
turned upon the guilty Tarlton, who, now, as pale 
as ashes, and trembling in every limb, sank down 
upon his knees, and, in a whining voice, begged 
for mercy. " Upon my word and honour, sir, I'll 
tell you all; I should never have thought of 
stealing the apples if Loveit had not first told me 
of them; and it was Tom who first put the 
poisoning the dog in my head: it was he that 
carried the meat; wasn't it?" said he, appealing 
to Hardy, whose word he knew must be 
believed-" Oh, dear sir!" continued he, as Mr. 
Trueman began to move towards him, " do let 
me off-do pray let me off this time ! I'm not 
the only one indeed, sir! I hope you won't make 
me an example for the rest-it's very hard I'm to 
be flogged more than they ! " " I'm not going to 
flog you." " Thank you, sir," said Tarlton, 
getting up, and wiping his eyes. " You need not 
thank me," said l\Jr. Trueman. " Take your 
handkerchief-go out of this room-out of this 
house-let me never see you more." 

" If I had any hopes of him," said Mr. True. 
II Q 
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mun, as he shut the door after him; " if I ha,1 

any hopes of him, I would have punished him; 

but I have none-punishment is meant only to 

make people better; and those who have any 

hopes of themselves will know how to submit 

to it." 
At these words Loveit £rst, and immediately 

all the rest of the guilty party, stepped out of the 

ranks, confessed their fault, and declared them­

sd ves ready to bear any punishment their master 

thought proper. "Oh, they have been punished 

enough," said the old man; " forgive them, sir." 

Hardy looked as if he wished to speak. 

" Not because you ask it," said Mr. Trueman; 

" though I should be glad to oblige you-it 

wouldn•t be just-but there (pointing to Hardy), 

there is one who has merited a reward; the 

11ighest I can give him is the pardon of his com-

panions." 
Hardy bowed and his face glowed wit11 pleasure, 

tvhilst every body present sympathi eel in his 

feelings. " I am sure," thought LoYeit, "this 

is a lesson I shall never forget." 
" Gentlemen," said the old man with a foul~ 

tcring voice, " it wa~n 't for the sake of my apple 

that I spoke; and you, sir," said he to H~rdy, 

" I thank you for saYing my dog. If you p)easo, 

I 'll plant on thut mount, or11osite the window, ~ 
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young apple-tree, from my old one; I will water 
it, and take care of it with my own hands for your 
sake, as long as I am able.-Aml may God bless 
you; (laying his trembling hands upon Hardy's 
head) may God bless you-I'm sure God ?Vill 
bless all such boys as you are." 

11 ;; 
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:\In. P.E:\'CER, a very benevolent and sensible 
man, undertook the education af se,·era1 poor 
children. Amongst the rest ,vas a boy of th~ 
name of Franklin, whom he had bred up from 
the time he was five years old. Franklin had the 
misfortune to be the son of a man of infamous 
characte1·; and for many years this was a disgrace 
and reproach to his child. \Yhen any of the 
neighbours' children quarrelled with him, they 
used to tell him he would turn out hke his father. 
But Mr. Spencer always assured him, that he 
might make himself whatever he pleased; that 
by behaYing well he would certainly, sooner or 
later, secure the esteem and lo,-e of all who knew 
him, even of those who had the strongest pre­
j uclice against him on his father's account. 

This hope was very delightful to Franklin, and 
he showed the strongest desire to learn to do 
every thing that ,vas right; so that :\1r. Spencer 
soon grew fond of him, and took great pains to 
1nstruct him, and to give him all the good habits 
and principles which might make him a u eful 
respectable, and happy mau. 
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\Vhen l1e was about thirteen years of age, Mr. 

Spencer one day sent for him into l1is closet; and 
as he was folding up a letter which he had been 
writing, said to him with a very kind look, but 
in a graver tone than usual, "Franklin, you are 
now going to leave me." "Sir!" said Franklin. 
"You are now going to leave me, and to begin 
the world for yourself. You will carry this letter 
to my sister, Mrs. Churchill, in Queen's-square 
-you know Queen's-square-" Franklin bowed. 
"You must expect;' continued Mr. Spencer, "to 
meet with several disagreeable things, and a great 
deal of rough work, at your first setting out; 
but be faithful and obedient to your mistress, and 
obliging to your fellow-servants, and all will go 
well. Mrs. Churchill will make you a very good 
mistress if you behave properly, and I ha,·e no 
doubt but you will." "Thank you, sir." "And 
you will always t I mean as long as you deserve 
it) find a friend in me." "Thank you, sir-I 
am sure you are-" There Franklin stopped short, 
for the recollection of all Mr. Spencer's goodness 
rushed upon him at once, and he could not say 
another word. " Bring me a candle to seal this 
letter," said his ma~ter; and he was very glad to 
get out of the room. He came back with the 
cancllc, and with a stout heart stood by whilst 
the kLter was :,ealing; and \\·hen his master put 
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it into bis hand, said in a cheerful voice, "I hope 

you will let me see you again, sir, sometimes." 

"Certainly: whenever your mistress can spare 

you I shall be very glad to see you ; and, re­

member, if ever you get into any difficulty, don't 

be afraid to come to me. I have sometimes spoken 

harshly to you, but you will not meet with a more 

indulgent friend ." Franklin at this turned away 

with a full heart; and after making two or three 

attempts to express his gratitude, left the room 

without being able to speak. 
He got to Queen's-square about three o'clock. 

The door was openeJ. by a large red-faced man 

in a blue coat and scarlet waistcoat, to whom he 

felt afraid to give bis message, lest he should not 

be a servant. "\Vell, what's your business, sir? " 

said the butler. "I haYe a letter for Mrs. 

Churchill, sir," said Franklin, endeavouring to 

pronounce his sir in a tone as respectful as the 

butler's was insolent. The man having examined 

the direction, seal, and edges of the letter, carried 

it up stairs, and in a few minutes returned, and 

ordered Franklin to rub his shoes well and follow 

him. He was then shown into a handsome room, 

where he found his mistress, an elderly lady. 

he asked him a few questions, examining him 

atlentiYely as she spoke; and her severe eye al 

fir::,l, and her gracious smile afterward~, made him 

(l 
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feel that i:;he was a person to be both loved and 

frurerl. " I shall give you in charge," said she, 

ringing-a bell, "to my housekeeper, and I hope 

she will have no reason to be displeased with 
you." 

The housekeeper, when she first came in, ap­

peared with a smiling countenance, but the mo­

ment she cast her eyes on Franklin, it changed 
to a look of surprise and suspicion. Her mistress 
recommended him to her protection, saying, 
" Pomfret, I hope you will keep this boy under 

your own eye." And she received him with a 

cold " Very well, ma'am;" which plainly showed 

she \Vas not disposed to like him. In fact, Mrs. 

Pomfret was a woman so fonrl. of power, and so 

jealous of favour, that she would have quarrelled 

with an angel who had gotten so near her mis­

tress without her introduction. She smothered 

her displeasure, however, till night ; when, as 
she attended her mistress's toilette, she could not 

refrain from expressing her sentiments. She be­

gan cautiously: "Ma'am, is not this the boy Mr. 
Spencer was talking of one day-that had been 
brought up by the Villaintropic Socief!J, I think 
they call it?" « Philanthropic Society; yes; and 
my brother gi,,es him a high character: I hope 

he will do very well." " I'm sure I hope so too; 

but I can't say; for my part, I've no great notion 
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of those low people. They say all those children 
are taken from the very lowest drugs and re-

fugees of the town, and surely they are like 
enough, ma'am, to take after their own fathers 
and mothers." " But they are not suffered to be 
with their parents, and therefore cannot be hurt 
by their example. This little boy to be sure was 
unfortunate in his father, but he has had an ex­
cellent education." " Oh, edication ! to be sure, 
ma'am, I know-I don't say but what edication 
is a great thing. But then, ma'am, edication 
can't change the natur that's in one, they say; 
and one that's born naturally bad and low, they 
say, all the edication in the world ·won't do no 
good; and, for my part, ma'am, I know you knows 
best, but I should be afraid to let any of those 
Villaintropic folks get into my house, for nobody 
can tell the natur of them before hand : I declare 
it frights me." "Pomfret, I thought you had 
better sense : how could this poor boy earn his 
bread ? he would be forced to starve, or steal, if 
every body had such prejudices." Pomfret, who 
really was a good woman, was softened at this 
idea, and said, c< God forbid he should starve, or 
steal; and God forbid I should say any thing 
pr,;judiciary of the boy, for there may be no harm 
in him." <c ,v ell," said l\lrs. Churchill, changing 
her tone, '' but, Pomfret, if we don't like the boy 

IJ: 
\ ' ,. 



TUR PALSE I{EY. 83 
at the end of a month, we have done with him; 
for I have only promised Mr. Spencer to keep 
him a month upon trial-there is no harm done." 
"Dear, noJ ma'amJ to be sure-and cook must 
put up with her disappointment, that's all." "What 
disappointment?" "A bout her nephewJ ma'am; 
the boy she and I was speaking to you for;'' 
"\Vhen ? " " The day you called her up about 
the almond pudding, ma'am; if you remember, 
you said you should have no objection to try the 
boy; and upon that cook bought him new shirts; 
but they are safe as I tell her." "But I did not 
promise to take her nephew." "Oh, no, ma'am, 
not at all : she does not think to sa!J that, else I 
should be very angry; but the poor woman never 
lets fall a wordJ any more than frets that the boy 
should miss such a good place." "vVell, but since 
I did say that I should have no objection to try 
himJ I shall keep my word; let him come to­
morrow ; let them both have a fair trial, and at 
the end of a month I can decide which I like 
bestJ and which we had better keep." 

Dismissed with these ordersJ Mrs. Pomfret 
hastened to report all that had passed to the cookJ 
like a faYourite minister; proud to display the 
extent of her secret influence. In the morning 
FelixJ the cook's nephew, arrived; and the mo­
ment he came into the kitchen, every eve, even 
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the scullion's, was fixed upon him with appro .. 

bation, and afterwards glanced upon Franklin 

with contempt-contempt which Franklin could 

not endure without some confusion, though quite 

unconscious of huving deserved it; nor, upon the 

most impartial and cool self-examination, could 

he comprehend the justice of his judges. He 

perceived indeed, for the comparisons were mi­

nutely made in audible and scornful whispers, 

that Felix was a much handsomer, or, as the 

kitchen-maid expressed it, a much more genteeler, 

gentlemanly-looking like sort of a person than he 

was; and he was made to understand that he 

wanted a frill to his shirt, a cravat, a pair of thin 

shoes, and, above all, shoe-strings, besides other 

nameless ad vantages, which justly made his ri\'al 

the admiration of the kitchen. However, upon 

calling to mind all that hi friend ~Ir. pencer 

had ever . aid to him, he could not recollect his 

haYing warned him that shoe-strings \Ycre indis­

pensible rcq uisitcs to the character of a good ser­

vant; so that he could only comfort himself with 

resolving, if possible, to make amends for the~e 

deficiencies, and to dissipate the prejudices which 

he saw ,rere formed against him, b,· the strictest 
L • 

adherence to all that hi tutor had taught him to 

be his duty. He hoped to secure the approbation 

of his mistress by scrupulous oLedier.re to all lier 

l 
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commands, and faithful care of all that belonged 
t0 her; at the same time he flattered himself he 
should win the good-will of his fellow-servants, 
by showing a constant desire to oblige them. He 
pursued this plan of conduct steadily for nearly 
three weeks, and found that he succeeded beyond 
his expectations in pleasing his mistress; but un­
fortunately he found it more difficult to please his 
fellow-servants, and he sometimes offended when he ]east expected it. 

He had made great progress in the affections 
of Corkscrew the butler, by working very hard 
for him, and doing every day at least half his 
business. But one unfortunate night the butler 
was gone out-the bell rang-he went up stairs; 
and his mistress asking where Corkscrew was, he 
answered that he was gone out. " Where to ? " 
said his mistress. "I don't know," answered 
Fra11klin. And as he had told exactly the truth, 
and meant to do no harm, he was surprised, at 
the butler's return, when he repeated to him 
what had passed, to receive a sudden box on the car, 
and the appellation of a misrhieYous, impertinent, 
mean-spirited brat! '' i\Iischicvous, impertinent, 
mean!" repeated Franklin to himself; but look­
jng in the butler's face, which was of a dcq,er 
scarlet than usual, he judged that he was far 
from sober, and did not doubt but that the next 

YOL. I. 
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morning, when he came to the use of hi· reason, 

he would be sensible of his injustice, and apolo• 

gize for this box of the ear. But no apology 

coming all day, Franklin at last ventured to re• 

quest an explanation, or rather to ask what he 

had best do on the next occasion. cc \Vhy," said 

Corkscrew, "when mistress asked for me, ho\\. 

came you to say I was gone out? " cc Because, 

you know, I saw you go out." "And when she 

asked. you where I was gone, how came you to 

say that you did not know ? " cc Because indeed 

I did not know." cc You are a stupid blockhead: 

could not you say I was gone to the washer• 

woman's?" "But 1vere you ? " said Franklin. 

"vYas I!" cried Corkscrew, and looked as if he 

would have struck him again; cc how dare you 

gi vc me the lie? .Mr. Hypocrite, you \YOuld be 

ready enough, I'll be bound, to make excuses for 

yourself. \Vhy are not mistress's clogs cleaned? 

go along and blacken 'em this minute, and send 

Felix to me." 
From this time forward Felix alone was pri• 

vileged to enter the butler's pantry. Felix be• 

came the fayourite of Corkscrew: and though 

Franklin by no means ought to pry into the 

mysteries of their priYate conferences, nor eyer 

entered \\'ithout knocking at the door, yet it \\'US 

his fate once to he sent of a message at an un~ 
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lucky time, and as the door ,,vas half open he 
could not avoid seeing Felix drinking a bumper 
of red liquor, which he could not help suspecting 
to be wine; and as the decanter, which usually 
went up stairs after dinner, was at this time in 
the butler's grasp, without any stopper in it, he 
was involuntarily forced to suspect they were drinking his mistress's wine. 

Nor were the bumpers of port the only un­
lawful rewards which Felix received; his aunt 
the cook had occasion for his assistance, and she 
had many delicious douceurs in her gift. Many 
a handful of currants, many a half custard, many 
a triangular remnant of pie, besides the choice of 
his own meal at breakfast, dinner, and supper, 
fell to the share of the favourite Felix; whilst 
Franklin was neglected, though he took the pains 
to please the cook in all honourable service, and, 
when she was hot, angry, or hurried, he was 
always at hand to help her; and in the hour of 
adversity, when the clock struck five, and no din­
ner was dished, and no kitchen-maid with twenty 
pair of hands was to be had, Franklin would 
answer to her call, with flowers to garnish her 
dishes, and presence of mind to know, in the 
midst of the commotion, where every thing that 
was wanting was to be found; so that, quick as 
lightning, all difficulties vanishccl before him. 

I 2 
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Yet when the d.inger was over, and the hour of 

ad,·ersity passed, the ungrateful cook would for­

get her benefactor, and, when it came to be his 

supp8r time, would throw him, with a care­

lessness that touched him sensibly, any thing 

which the other servants were too nice to eat. 

All this Franklin bore with fortitude, nor did he 

envy Felix the dainties which he ate sometimes 

closP- beside him: "For," said he to himself, "I 

lrnve a clear conscience, and that is more than 

Felix can have. I know how he wins cook's 

favour too wdl, and 1 fancy I know how I have 

offended her; for, since the day I saw the basket, 

she has done nothing but huff me." 
The history of the basket was this: l\frs. Pom­

fret, the housekeeper, had several times, directly 

and indirectly, given the world below to under­

stand, that shP. and her mistress thought there 

was a prodigious quantity of meat eaten of late. 

Now when she spoke, it was usually at dinner 

time; she always looked, or Franklin imagined 

that she looked, suspiciously at him. Other 

people looked still more maliciously: but as he 

felt himself perfectly innocent, he went on eating 

his dinner in silence. But at length it was time 

to explain. One Sunday there appeared a hand­

some sirloin of beaf, which before noon on Mon­

pay had shrunk almost to the bare bone, and pre-
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13entcd such a deplorable spectacle to the opening 
eyes of Mrs. Pomfret, that her long smothered 
indignation burst forth, and she boldly declared 
she vvas now certain there was foul play, and she 
would have the beef found or she would know 
why. She spoke, but no beef appeared: till 
Franklin, with a look of sudden recollection, 
cried, " Did not I see something like a piece of 
beef in a basket in the dairy-I think-" The 
cook, as if somebody had smote her a deadly 
blow, gre\v pale; but suddenly recovering the 
use of her speech, turned upon Franklin, and 
with a voice of thunder, gave him the lie di­
rect; and forthwith, taking Mrs. Pomfret by t11e 
ruffie, led the way to the dairy, declaring she 
could defy the world, "that she could, and so she 
would." " There, ma'am," said she, kicking an 
empty basket which lay on the floor-" there's 
malice for you-ask him why he don't show you 
the beef in the basket." " I thought I saw-" 
poor Franklin began. "You thought you saw!" 
cried the cook, coming close to him with kimbocd 
arms, and looking like a dragon-" And pray, sir, 
what business have such a one as you to think 
you ee ?-And pray, ma'am, will you be pleased 
to speak-perhaps, ma'am, he'll condescend to 
obey you-ma'am, will yon be pleased to forbid 
him my dairy; for here he come · prying and spy-

I 3 
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ing about-and how, ma'am, am I to answer for 

my butter and cream, or any thing at all? I'm 

sure it's what I can't pretend to, unless you do 

me the justice to forbid him my places." 

Mrs. Pomfret, whose eyes were blinded by 

her prejudices against the folks of the Villain­

tropic Society, and also by the secret jealousy of 

a boy whom she deemed to be growing a fa­

vourite of her mistress's, took part with the 

cook, and ended as she began, with a firm per­

suasion that Franklin was the guilty person. 

" Let him alone, let him alone l " said she; " he 

l1as as many turns and windings as a hare; but 

we shall catch him yet, I'll be bound, in some 

of his doublings. I knew the nature of him 

,Yell enough, from the first time I eyer set my 

eyes upon him; but mistress shall haYe her own 

way, and see the end of it." These word , and 

the bitter sense of injustice, drew tears at 

length fast down the proud check of Franklin, 

which might possibly have touchc,l r.lrs. Pomfret, 

if Felix, with a sneer, hqd not called them croco­

dile tears. " Felix, too!" thought he, "this is 

too much." In fact Felix had till now professed 

himself his firm ally, and had on his part 

rccei"ed from Franklin unequivocal proofs of 

frientlship; for it must be told, that cYcry other 

morn1'na when it was Felix's turn to <J"et brcak-
b' o 
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fast, Felix never was up in decent time, and 
must inevitably have come to public disgrace, if 
Franklin had not gotten all the breakfast things 
ready for him, the bread and butter spread, and 
the toast made; and hacl not moreover regu­
larly, when the clock struck eight, and Mrs. 
Pomfret's foot was heard overhead, run to call 
the sleeping Felix, and helped him constantly 
through the hurry of getting Jressed one instant 
before the housekeeper came down stairs. All 
this could not but be present to his memory; 
but, scorning to reproach him, Franklin wiped 
away his crocodile tears, and preserved a magna­
nimous silence. 

The hour of retribution was, however, not so 
far off as Felix imagined. Cunning people may 
go on cleYerly in their devices for some time; 
but though they may escape once, twice, per­
haps ninety-nine times, what does that signify, 
for the hundredth they come to shame, and lose 
all their character. Grown bold by frequent 
success, Felix became more careless in his opera­
tions; and it happened that one day he met his 
mi. tress full in the passage, as he was going on 
one of the cook's secret errands. ""\Yhere are 
you going, F clix?" said his mistress. " To the 
washerwoman's, ma'am," answered he, with his 
w,ual cfli.-outcry. " Very well," said she; a call 
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at the bookseller's in-stay, I must write down 
the direction. Pomfret," said she, opening the 
housekeeper's room door, " have you a bit of 
paper? " Pomfret came with the writing paper, 
and looked very angry to see Felix was going 
out without her knowledge; so, while Mrs. 
Churchill was writing the direction, she stood 
talking to him about it; whilst he, in the great­
est terror imaginable, looked up in her face as 
she spoke, but was all the time intent upon par­
rying on the other side the attacks of a little 
French dog of his mistress's, which, unluckily 
-for him, had followed her into the passage. 
Manchon was extremely fond of Felix, who) by 
way of pleasing his mistress, had paid most assi­
duous court to her dog; yet now his caresses 
,vere rather trou blesornc. 1\Ianchon leaped up, 
and was not to be rebuffed. "Poor fellow, poor 
fellow-down! down! poor fellow ! " cried Fe .. 
lix, and put him away. But Manchon leaped 
up again, and began smelling near the fatal pocket 
in a most alarming manner. '' You will see by 
this direction where you arc to go," said his mis­
tress. "Manchon, come here-And you will be 
so good as to bring me-Down ! down ! Man­
cbon, be quiet!" But Manchon knew better; 
he had now gotten his head into Felix's pocket, 
and would not be quiet till he had drawn thence, 

p 
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rustling out of its brown paper, half a cold tur­
key, which had been missing since morning. "My 
cold turkey, as I'm alive!" exclaimed the house­
keeper, darting upon it with horror and amaze­
ment. "What is all this?" said Mrs. Churchill 
in a composed voice. "I don't know, ma'am," 
answered Felix, so confused that he knew not 
what to say-" but-" "But what?" cried Mrs. 
Pomfret, indignation flashing from her eyes. 
"But what?" repeated his mistress, waiting for 
his reply with a calm air of attention, which still 
more disconcerted Felix; for though with an an­
gry person he might have some chance of escape, 
he knew that he could not invent any excuse in 
such circumstances which could stand the exami­
nation of a person in her sober senses. He was 
struck dumb. "Speak," said Mrs. Churchill, in a 
still lower tone ; "I am ready to hear all you have 
to say: in my house every body shall havej ustice­
speak-But what?-" "But," stammered Felix; 
and after in vain attempting to equivocate, con­
fessed that he was going to take the turkey to his 
cousin's; but he threw all the blame upon his 
aunt, the cook, who, he said, had ordered him 
upon this expedition. The cook was now sum­
moned; but she totally denied all knowledge of 
the affair, with the same violence with which she 
had lately confoundecl Franklin about the beef 
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in the basket; not entirely, however, with the 

same success; for Felix, perceiving by his mis­
tr('ss's eye that she was upon the point of desiring 

him to leave the house immediately, and not being 

very willing to leaYe a place in which he had 

lived so well with the butler, did not hesitate to 

confront his aunt with assurance equal to her 

own. He knew how to bring his charge home 

to her. He produced a note in her own hand­

writing, the purport of which was to request her 

cousin's acceptance of'' some delicate cold turkey," 

and to beg she would send her, by the return of 

the bearer, a little of her cherry-brandy. 
Mrs. Churchill coolly wrote upon the back of 

the note her cook's discharge, and informed Felix 

she had no further occasion for his services: but, 

upon his pleading with many tears, which Frank­
lin dicl not call crocodile tears, that he was so 

young, and that he was under the dominion of 

his aunt, he touched Mrs. Pornfrct's compassion, 

and she obtained for him permission to stay till 

the end of the month, to give him yet a chance 

of reclcerning his character. 
Mrs. Pomfret now seeing how far she had 

been imposed upon, resolved for the future to be 

more upon her guard with Felix, and felt that 

she had treated Franklin with great injustice, 

when she accused him of rnal-practices about the 

I 
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~irloin of beef. Good people, when they are 
made sensible that they have treated any one 
with injustice, are impatient to have an oppor­
tunity to rectify their mistake; and Mrs. Pom­
fret was now prepared to see every thing ·which 
Franklin did in the most favourable point of 
view, especially as the next day she discovered 
that it was he who every morning boiled the 
water for her tea, and buttered her toast, services 
for which she had always thought she was 
indebted to Felix. Besides, she had rated Felix's 
abilities very highly, because he had made up 
her weekly accounts for her; but unluckily 
once, when Franklin was out of the way, and 
she brought a bill in a hurry to her favourite to 
cast up, she discovered that he <lid not know 
how to cast up pounds, shillings, and pence, and 
he was obliged to confess, that he must wait till 
Franklin came home. 

But, passing over a number of ~mall incidents, 
which gradually unfolded the character of the 
two boys, we mu t proceed to a more serious affair. 

Corkscrew, frequently, after he had finished 
taking away supper, and after the housekeeper 
was gone to bed, sallied forth to a neighbouring 
alehouse to drink with his friends. The ale­
house ,ms kept br that cousin of Felix's, who 
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was so fond of "delicate cold turkey," nnd who 

had such choice cherry-brandy. Corkscrew kept 

the key of the house-door, so he could return 

home at what hour he thought proper; and, if 
he should by accident be called for by his mis­

tress after supper, Felix knew ,vhere to find 

him, and did not scruple to make any of those 

excuses, ,vhich poor Franklin had too much 

integrity to use. All these precautions taken, 

the butler ,.,,,as at liberty to indulge his favourite 

passion, which so increased with indulgence, 

that his wages were by no means sufficient to 

support him in his way of life. Every day he 

felt less resolution to break through his bad 

habits, for every day drinking became more 

necessary to him. His health was ruined. \Vith 

a red, pimpled, bloated face, emaciated legs, and 

a swelled, diseased body, he appeared the victim 

of intoxication. In the morning when he got 

up, his hands trembled, his spirits flagged, he 

could do nothing till he had taken a. dram; an 

operation which he was obliged to repeat several 

times in the course of the day, as all those 

wretched people must, who once acquire this 

custom. 
He had run up a long bill at the alehouse 

which he frequented; and the landlord, who 

O'rew uro-ent for his moneY, refused to bai ,,e him 
b b • 
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further credit. One night, when Corkscrew had 
drunk enough only to make him fretful, he 
leaned with his elbow surlily upon the table, 
began to quarrel with the landlord, and swore 
that he had not of late treated him like a gen• 
tleman. To which the landlord coolly replied, 
" That as long as he had paid like a gentleman, 
he had been treated like one, and that was as 
much as any one could expect, or, at any rate, as 
much as any one would meet with in this world." 
For the truth of this assertion he appealed, 
laughing, to a party of men who were drinking 
in the room. The men, however, took part 
with Corkscrew, and, drawing him over to their 
table, made him sit dovm with them. They 
were in high good humour, and the butler soon 
grew so intimate with them, that, in the open. 
ness of his heart, he soon communicated to them, 
not only all his own affairs, but all that he 
knew, and more than all that he knew, of his 
mistress's. 

His new friends were by no means unin­
terested i11 his conversation, and encouraged him 
as much as possible to talk; for they had secret 
views, which the butler was by no means suffi­
ciently sober to discover. Mrs. Churchill had 
some fine old family plate; and these men 
belonged to a gang of house-breakers. Before 

YOL. I. 
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they parted with Corkscrew, they engaged him 

to meet them again the next night ; their in ti­

macy was still more closely cemented. One of 

the rr.en actually offered to lend Corkscrew three 

guineas towards the payment of his debt, and 

hinted that if he thought proper, he could easily 

get the whole cleared off. Upon this hint 

Corkscrew became all attention, till, after some 

hesitation on their part, and repeated promifies 

of secresy on his, they at length disclosed their 

plans to him. They gave him to understa11d 

that if he would assist in Jetting them into his 

mistress's house, they would let him have an 

ample share in the booty. The butler, who had 

the reputation of being an honest man, and 

indeed whose integrity had hitherto been proof 

against every thing but his mistress's port, 

turned pale, and trembled at this proposal ; 

drank two or three bumpers to drown thought; 

and promised to give an answer the next day. 

He went home more than half intoxicated. 

His mind was so full of what had passed, that 

he could not help bragging to Felix, \\·horn he 

found awake at his return, that he could haYe 

his bill paid off at the nlchom,e whene,·er he 

pleased; dropping, besides, some hint·, which 

were not lost upon Felix. In the morning Felix 

reminded him of the things which he had !-.aid; 

C 
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and Corkscrew, alarmed, endeavoured to evade 
his questions, by saying that he was not in his 
senses when he talked in that manner. Nothing, 
however, that he could urge made any impres­
sion upon Felix, whose recollection on the sub­
ject wa:; perfectly distinct, and who had too 
much cunning himself, and too little confidence 
in hi.s companion, to be the dupe of his dissimu­
lation. The butler knew nc,t what to do, when 
he saw that Felix was absolutely determined, 
either to betray their scheme, or to become a 
sharer in their booty. 

The next night came on, and he was now to 
make a final decision, either to determine on 
breaking off entirely with his new acquaintance, 
or taking Felix with him to join the plot. 

His debt, his love of drinking, the impossi­
bility of indulging it without a fresh supply of 
money, all came into his mind at once, and con­
quered his remaining scruples. It is said by 
those whose fatal experience gives them a right 
to be believed, that a drunkard will sacrifice 
every thing, sooner than the pleasure of habitual 
intoxication. 

How much easier it is never to begin a bad 
custom, than to break through it when once formed. 

The hour of rendezvous came, and Cork crew 
K2 
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went to the alehouse, where he found the house­

breakers waiting for him, and a glass of brandy 

ready pcured out. He sighed-drank-hesi­
tated-drank again-heard the landlord talk of 

his bill-saw the money produced, which would 

pay it in a moment-drank again-cursed him­
self, and giving his hand to the villain, who was 

whispering in his ear, swore that he could not 

help it, and must do as they would have him. 

They required of him to give up the key of the 

house-door, that they might get another made by 

it. He had left it with Felix, and was now 

obliged to explain the new difficulty which had 

arisen. Felix knew enough to ruin them, and 

must therefore be won over. This was no very 

difficult task; he had a strong desire to have 

some worked cravats, and the butler knew enough 
of him to believe that this would be a sufficient 

bribe. The cravats were bought and shown to, 

Felix. He thought them the only things wanting 

to make him a complete fine gentleman; and to 

go without them, especially when he had once 

seen himself in the glass with one tied on in a 

splendid bow, appeared impossible. Even this 

paltry temptation, working upon his vanity, at 

length prevailed upon a boy whose integrity had 

long been corrupted by the habits of petty pil­
:ering aml clail y falsehood. 1 t was agreed that, 
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the first time his mistress sent him out on a 
message, he should carry the key of the house­
door to his cousin's, and deliver it into the hands 
of one of the gang, who were there in waiting 
for it. Such was the scheme. Felix, the night 
after all this had been planned, went to bed, and 
fell fast asleep; but the butler, who hacl not yet 
stifled the voire of conscience, felt, in the silence 
of the night, so im:upportably miserable, that, 
instead of going to rest, he stole softly into the 
pantry for a bottle of his mistress's wine, and 
there, drinking glass after glass, he stayed till he 
became so far intoxicated, that, though he con­
trived to fincl his way back to bed, he could by 
no means undress himself. Without any power 
of recollection, he flung himself upon the bed, 
leaving his candle half hanging out of the candle­
stick beside him. Franklin slept in the next 
room to him, and presently wakening thought he 
perceived a strong smell of something burning. 
He jumped up, and seeing a light under the 
butler's door, gently opened it, and to his asto­
nishment beheld one of the bed-curtains in flames. 
He immediately ran to the butler, and pulled 
him with all his force to rouse him from his 
lethargy. He came to his senses at length, but 
was so terrified and so helpless, that, if it had 
not been for Franklin, the whole house woul<l 

K3 
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soon inevitably have been en fire. Felix, trem­

bling and cowardly, knew not what to do; and 

it lvas curious to see him obeying Franklin, 

whose turn it was now to command. Franklin 

ran up stairs to waken l\1rs. Pomfret, whose 

terror of fire was so great1 that she came from 

her room almost out of her senses, whilst he, with 

the greatest presence of mind, recollected where 

he had seen two large tubs of water, which the 

maids had prepared the night before for their 

washing, and, seizing the wet linen which had 

been left to soak, threw it upon the flames. He 

exerted himself with so much good sense that the 

fire was presently extinguished. Every thing 

was now once more safe and quiet. Mrs. Pomfret, 

recovering from her fright, postponed all in­

quiries till the morning, and rejoiced that her 

mistress had not been awakened, whilst Cork­

screw flattered himself that he should be able to 

conceal the true cause of the accident. "Don't 

you tell Mrs. Pomfret where you found the 

candle when you came into the room," said he to 

Franklin. a If she asks me, you know I must 

tell the truth," replied he. a Must!" repeated 

Felix sneeringly; "what, you must be a tell­

tale ! " '' No, I never told any tales of any 

body, and I should be very sorry to get any one 

into a scrape: but for all that I shall not tell a 

l; 
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lie, either for myself or any body else, let you 
call me what name you will." "But if I were 
to give you something that you would like," said 
Corkscrew·-" something that I know vou would , -
like!" repeated Felix. "Nothing you can give 
me will do," answered Franklin steadily; "so 
it is useless to i-ay any more about it-I hope I 
shall not be questioned." In this hope he was 
mistaken; for the first thing Mrs. Pomfret did 
in the morning was, to come into the butler's 
room to examine and deplore the burnt curtains, 
whilst Corkscrew stood by endeavouring to ex­
culpate himself by all the excuses he could 
invent. Mrs. Pomfret, however, though some­
times blinded by her prejudices, was no fool, and 
it was absolutely impossible to make her believe, 
that a candle which had been left on the hearth, 
where Corkscrew protested he had left it, could 
have set curtains on fire which were at least six 
feet distant. Turning short round to Franklin, 
she desired that he would. show her where he 
found the candle when he came into the room. 
He begged not be questioned; but she insisted. 
He took up the candlestick; but the moment the 
housekeeper cast her eyes upon it, she snatched it 
from his hands. " How did this candlestick 
come here ? This was not the candlestick you 
found here last night," cried she. " Yes, indeed 
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it was," answered Franklin. "That is impos­

sible," retorted she vehemently, "for I left this 

candlestick with my own hands, last night, in 

the hall, the last thing I did, after you,'' said 

she, turning to the butler, cc were gone to bed­

I'm sure of it. Nay, don't you recoll1;ct my 

taking this Japanned candlestic!.: out of your 

hand, and making you go up to bed with the 

brass one, and I bolted the door at the stair-head 

after you." 
This was all very true; but Corkscrew had 

aftenvards gone down from his room by a back 

stair-case, unbolted that door, and, upon his 

return from the alehouse, h,ld taken the japanned 

candlestick by mistake up stairs, and had left the 

brass one instead upon the hall table. 
'' Oh, ma'am," said Felix, "indeed you forget, 

for Mr. Corkscrew came into my room, to desire 

me to call him betimes in the morning, and I 

happened to take particular notice, and he had the 

japanned candlestick in his hand, and that was 

just as I heard you bolting the door-indeed, 

ma'am, you forget." "ln<leed, sir," retorted ~lrs. 

Pomfret, rising in anger, "I do not forget: I'm 

not come to be super-annuated yet, I hope-How 

dare you tell me I forget?" '' Oh, ma'am," 

cried Felix, "I beg your pardon, I did not-I did 

not mean to say you forgot-but only I thought, 

f 
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perhaps, you might not particularly remember; 
for if you please to recollect-" "I won't please 
to recollect just whatever you please, sir! Hold 
your tongue-Why should you poke yourself into 
this scrape? \Vhat have you to do with it, I 
should be glad to know ? " " Nothing in the 
·world, oh nothing in the world; I'm sure I beg 
your pardon, ma'am," answered Felix in a soft 
tone, and, sneaking off, left his friend Corkscrew 
to fight his own battle, secretly resolving to de­
sert in good time, if he saw any danger of the ak. 
house transactions corning to light. 

Corkscrew could make but very blundering ex­
cuses for himself, and, conscious of his guilt, 
turned pale, and appeared so much more terrified 
than butlers usually appear when detected in a 
lie, that Mrs. Pomfret resolved, as she said, to sift 
the matter to the bottom. Impatiently did she 
·wait till the clock struck nine, and her mistress's 
bell rang, the signal for her attendance at her 
levee. "How do you find yourself this morning, 
ma'am?" said she, undrawing the curtains. 
"Very sleepy, indeed," answered her mistress in 
a <1rowsy voice; " I think I must sleep half an 
hour longer-shut the curtains." "As you please, 
ma'am; but I suppose I had better open a little 
of the window-shutter, for it's past nine." "But 
just struck." "Oh dear, ma'am, it struck before 
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I came up stairs, and you know we are twenty 

minutes slow. Bless us," exclaimed l\lrs. Pom­

fret, as she let fall the bar of the window, which 

rousecl her mistress-" I'm ure I beg pardon a 

thou and times - it's only the bar- because I had 

this great key in my hund." "Put down the key 

then, or you'll knock something else down; and 

you may open the shutters now, for I'm quite 

awake." "Dear me! I'm so sorry to think of 

disturbing you," cried Mrs. Pomfret, at the same 

time throwing the shutters wide open: "but to 

be sure, ma'am, I have something to tell you, 

which won't let you sleep again in a hurry. I 

brought up t11is here key of the hou e-door for 
reasons of my own, which I'm sure you'll approrn 

of-but I'm not come to that part ofmy story 

yet-I hope you were not di turbccl by the noise 

in the house last night, ma'am." "l heard no 

noi:e.'' "I am surpri ed at that though," con­

tinued ~frs. Pomfret, and now proceeded to giYe 

the most ample account of the fire, of her fears, 

anc1 her suspicion . " To be sure, ma'am, "·hat I 

say is, that, ,Yithout the spirit of rrophecy, one 

ca11 no ways account for what has pas,ecl. I'm 

quite dear in my own judgment, that :\Ir. Cork­

snew must ha\'e been out la t night after I went 

to bed; for, besides the japanned candlestick, 

which of itself I'm sure is strong enough to hang 

,, 
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n man, there's another circumstance, ma'am, that 
certifies it to me-though I have not mentioned 
it, ma'am, to no one yet," lov,·ering her voice­
" Franklin, when I questioned him, told me, 
that he left the lantern in the outside porch in 
the court last night, and this morning it was on 
the kitchen table: now, ma'am, that lantern could 
not come without hands; and I could not forget 
about that, you know; for Franklin says he's 
sure he left the lantern out.'' « And do you be­
lieve him f" "To be sure, ma'am-how can I 
help believing him ? I never found him out in 
the least symptom of a lie, since ever he came 
into the house; so one can't help believing in 
him, like him or not.'' "\Vithout meaning to 
tell a falsehood, however, he might make a mis­
take." "No, ma'am, he never makes mistakes ; 
it is not his way to go gossiping and tattling; he 
never tells any thing till he's asked, and then it's 
fit he should. About the sirloin of beef, and all, 
he was right in the end I found, to do him 
justice; and I'm sure he's right now about the 
lantern-he"s a!JVO!)S right." Mrs. Churchill 
could not help smiling. " If you had seen him, 
ma'am, last night, in the midst of the fire-I'm 
sure we may thank him that we are not burned 
alive in our beds-and I shall never forget his 
corning to call me-Poor fellow ! he that I wa5 
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always scolding, and scolding, enough to make 

him hate me. But he's too good to hate any 

body ; and I'll be bound I'll make it up to him 

now." "Take care that you don't get from one 

extreme into another, Pomfret; don't spoil the 

boy." "No, ma'am, there's no danger of that; 

but I'm sure if you had seen him last night your­

self, you would think he deserved to be rewarded." 

" And so he shall be re\\rarded,'' said Mrs. 

Churchill; "but I will try him more fully yet." 

"There's no occasion, I think, for trying him 

any more, ma'am," said Mrs. Pomfret, who was 

violent in her likings as in her dislikes. "Pray 

desire," continued her mistress, " that he will 

bring up breakfast this morning: and leave the 

key of the house-door, Pomfret, with me." 

vVhen Franklin brought the urn into the break­

fast parlour, his mistress was standing by the 

fire with the key in her hand. She spoke to him 

of his last night's exertions in terms of much 

approbation. "How long have you lived with 

me?" said she, pausing; "three ,veeks, I think?" 

"Three weeks and four days, madam." "That 

is but a short time; yet you have conducted your­

self so as to make me think I may depend upon 

you. You know this key ? " " I believe, madam, 

it is the key of the house-door." " It is. I shall 

trust it in your care. It is a great trust for so 

ii) 
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~ oung a person as you arc." Franklin stood silent, 
with a firm but modest look. " If you take the 
charge of this key," continued his mistress, (( re­
member it is upon condition, that you never give 
it out of your own hands. In the day- time it 
must not be left in the door. You must not tell 
any body where you keep it at night; and the 
house-door must not be unlocked after eleven 
o'clock at night, unless by my orders. "Will you 
take charge of the key upon these conditions? " 
'( I will, madam, do any thing you order me," 
said Franklin, and received the key from her 
hands. 

"\Vhen l\1rs. Churchill's orders were made 
known, they caused many secret marvellings and 
murmurings. Corkscrew and Felix were dis-• 
concerted, and dared not openly avow their dis­
content; and they treated Franklin with the 
greatest se8ming kindness and co1 <liality. Every 
thing went on smoothly for three days; the but­
ler never attempted his usual midnight visits to 
the alehouse, but went to bed in proper time, and 
paid particular court to Mrs. Pomfret, in order 
to dispel her suspicions. She had never had any 
ir;ea of the real fact, that he and Felix were joined 
in a plot with house-breakers, to rob the house, 
but thought he only went out at irregular hour , 
to indulge him ' l'lf in his passion for drinking. 

VOL. I. L 
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So stood affairs the night before Mrs. Churchill's 
birth-day. Corkscrew, by the housekeeper's means, 
ventured to present a petition, that he might go 
to the play the next <lay, and his request was 
granted. Franklin came into the kitchen just 
when all the servants had gathered round the 
butler, v,,ho, with great importance, was reading 
aloud the play-bill. Every body present soon 
began to speak at once, and with great enthusiasm 
talked of the play-house, the actors, and actresses; 
and then Felix, in the first pause, turned to 
Franklin, and said, "Lord, you know nothing 
of all this ! you never went to a play, did you?" 
"Never," said Franklin, and felt, he did not know 
why, a little ashamed; and he longed extremely 
to go to one. "How should you like to go to 
the play with me to-morrow?" said Corkscrew. 
"Oh," exclaimed Franklin, " I should like it 
exceedingly." e< And do you think mistress would 
let you if I asked ? " "I think-may be she 
v.rould, if Mrs. Pomfret asked her." "But then 
you have no money, have you?" « No," said 
Franklin, sighing. '' But stay," said Corkscrew, 
"what I am thinking of is, that, if mistress will 
let you go, I'll treat you myself, rather than that 
you should be disappointed.'' 

Delight, surprise, and gratitude, appeared in 
Franldin's face at these word s. Corkscrew re~ 
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joiced to see that now, at least, he had found a 
most powerful temptation. " "\Vell, then, I'll go 
just now and ask her; in the mean time lend me 
the key of the house-door for a minute or two." 
"The key!" answered Franklin starting; "I'm 
sorry, but I can't do that; for I've promised my 
mistress neyer to let it out of my own hands." 
"But how will she know any thing of the matter? 
Run, run, and get it for us." "No, I cannot," 
replied Franklin, resisting the push which the 
butler gave his shoulder. "You can't? " cried 
Corkscrew, changing his tone; "then, sir, I can't 
take you to the play." " V cry well, sir," said 
Franklin sorrowfully, but with steadiness. "Very 
vvell, sir," said Felix, mimicking him, "you need 
not look so important, nor fancy yourself such a 
great man because you are master of a key." "Say 
no more to him," interrupted Corkscrew; "let 
him alone to take his own way-Felix,you would 
have no objection, I s1Jppose, to going to the play 
with me." "Oh, I should like it of all things, 
if I did not come between any body else. But 
come, come!" added the hypocrite, assuming a 
tone of friendly persuasion, "you won't be 
such a blockhead, Franklin, as to lose going to 
the play for nothing; it's only just ob tinacy: 
what harm can it do to lend Mr. Corkscrew the 
key for five minutes? He'll give it you back again 

L~ 
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safe and sound," " I don't doubt that," answered 
Franklin. "Then it must be because you don't 
wish to oblige Mr. Corkscrew." ((No; but I 
can't oblige him in this; for, as I told you before, 
my mistress trusted me; I promised never to let 
the key out of my own hands; and you ·would 
not have me break my trust; Mr. Spencer told 
me that Yvas worse than robbin~." At the word 

'--

robbing both Corkscrew and FeEx involuntarily 
cast down their eyes, and turned the conversation 
immediately, saying that he did very right; that 
they did not really want the key, and had only 
asked for it just to try if he would keep his word. 
"Shake hands," said Corkscrew, " I am glad to 
find you out to be an honest fellow!" "I'm 
sorry you did not think me one before, Mr. Cork­
screw," said Franklin, giving his hand rather 
proudly; and he walked away. 

" We shall make no hand of this prig," said 
Corkscrew. "But we'll have the key from him 
in spite of all his obstinacy," said Felix; "and 
let him make his story good if he can afterwards. 
He shall repent of these airs. To-night I'll watch 
him, and find out where he hides the k _:y; and 
·when he's asleep, we"ll get it without th'1nking 
him." 

This plan Felix put in execution. They dis­
covered the place where Franklin kept the key at 

. ,. 
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night, stole it whilst he slept, took off the im­
pression in wax, and carefully replaced it in 
Franklin's trunk, where they found it. 

Probably our young readers cannot guess what · 
u. e they could mean to make of this impression 
of the key in wax. Knowing how to do mischief 
is very different from wishing to do it.; and the 
most innocent persons are generally the least ig­
norant. By means of the impression, which they 
1rnd thus obtained, Corkscrew and Felix proposed 
to get a fal~e key made by Picklock, a smith who 
belonged to their gang of housebreakers; and 
with this false key they knew they could open 
the door w heneYer they pleased. 

Little suspecting what had happened, Franklin 
the next morning went to unlock the house-door 
as usual; but, finding the key entangled in the 
lock, he took it out to examine it, and perceived a 
lump of wax sticking in one of the wards. Struck 
with this circum tance, it brought to his mind all 
that had p:1ssed the preceding evening, and being 
sure that he had no wax near the key, he began 
to suspect what had happened; and he could not 
help recollecting what he had once heard Felix 
say, that « gi,·e him but a halfpenny-worth of 
wax, aud he could open the strongest lock that 
ever wa made by hands." 

.\11 these things con::.idercd, Franklin resol\'ccl 

L 3 



11--1 THE FALSE :KEY. 

to take the key just as it was, with the wax stick­
ing in it, to his mistress. a 1 was not mistaken 
when I thought I might trust you with this key/' 
said Mrs. Churchill, after she had heard his story. 
"My brother v,1ill be here to-day, and I shall 
consult him ; in the mean time say nothing of 
what has passed." 

Evening came, and after tea Mr. Spencer sent 
for Franklin up stairs. " So, Mr. Franklin," said 
he, " I'm glad to find you are in such high trust 
in this family." Franklin bowed. " But you 
have lost, I understand, the pleasure of going to 
the play to-night." '' I don't think any thing­
much, I mean, of that, sir," answered .Franklin, 
smiling. '' Arc Corkscrevv and Felix gone t.) the 
play?" "Y cs; half an hour ago, sir." "Then 
I shall look intn his room, and examine the pantry 
and the plate that is under his care." 

vVhen Mr. Spencer came to examine the 
pantry, he found the large salYers and cups in 
a basket behind the door, and the other things 
placed so as to be easily carried off. Nothing at 
first appeared in Corkscrcv/s bed-chamber to 
strengthen their suspicions, till just as they were 
going to leave the room, Mrs. Pomfret exclaimed, 
",Vhy, if there is not 1\Ir. Corkscrew's dress coat 
hanging up there ! and if here isn't F clix's fine 
cravat that he wanted. in sueh a hurry to go to 
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the play !-\Vhy sirJ they can't be gone to the 
play-look at the cravat. Ha! upon my word; 
I am afraid they are not at the play-No) sir, no! 
you may be sure that they are plotting with their 
barbarous gang at the ale-house-and they'll cer­
tainly break into the house to-night-we shall 
all be murdered in our beds, as sure as I'm a 
living woman) sir-But if you'll only take my 
advice-" " Pray, good Mrs. Pomfret, don't 
be alarmed." "Nay, sirJ but I won't pretend to 
leep in the house, if Franklin isn't to have a 

blunderbuss) and I a baggonet." " You shall 
have both, indeed) Mrs. Pomfret; but don't make 
such a noise, for every body will heur you." 

The love of mystery was the only thing which 
could have conquered Mrs. Pomfret's love of talk­
ing. She was silent; and contented herself the 
rest of the evening with making signs, looking 
ominous, and stalking about the house like one 
possessed with a secret. 

E,caped from Mrs. Pomfrct's fears and advice, 
1'1r. Spencer went to a shop within a few doors 
of the alehouse) which he heard Corkscrew fre­
quented, and sent to beg to speak to the land­
lord. He came, and when Mr. Spencer ques­
tioned himJ confessed that Corkscrew and Felix 
were actually drinking in his house, with two 
men of suspicious appearance: that, as he passed 
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through the passage, he heard them disputing 
about a key; and that one of them said, '' Since 
vve've got the key, we'll go about it to-night." 
This was sufficient information: Mr. Spencer, 
lest the landlord should give them information 
of what ,vas going forwards, took him along 
·with him to Bow-street. 

A constable and proper assistance were sent to 
Mrs. Churchill's. They stationed themselves in 
a back parlour, which opened on a passage leading 
to the butler's pantry, where the plate was kept. 
A little after midnight they heard the hall-door 
open; Corkscrew and his accomplices went di­
rectly to the pantry, and there Mr. Spencer and 
the constable immediately secured them, as they 
were carrying off their booty. 

Mrs. Churchill and Pomfret had spent the night 
at the house of an acquaintance in the same 
street. '' Well, ma'am," said :Mrs. Pomfret, V.'ho 
had heard all the news in the morning, " the 
villain:; are all safe. I was afraid to go to the 
window this morning, but it was my luck to see 
them all go by to gaol-they looked so shocking! 
I am sure I never shall forget Felix's looks to my 
dying day! But poor Franklin! ma'am, that 
bov has the best heart in the world-I could not ., 
get him to give a second look at them as they 
passed-poor fellow! I thought he would ham 
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dropped; and he was so modest, ma'am, when 
Mr. Spencer spoke to him, and told him he had 
clone his duty." "And did my brother tell him 
what reward I intend for him?" "No, ma'am, 
and I'm sure Franklin thinks no more of 
reward than I do." "I intend," continued Mrs. 
Churchill, "to sell some of my old useless plate, 
and tu lay it out in an annuity for Franklin's 
life." " La, ma'am! " exclaimed Mrs. Pomfret 
with unfeigned joy, " I'm sure you are very 
good; and I'm very glad of it." "And," con­
tinued Mrs. Churchill, "here are some tickets 
for the play, which I shall beg you, Pomfret, to 
give him, and to take him with you." " I am 
very much obliged to you, indeed, ma'am; and 
I'll go with him with all my heart, and choose 
such plays as won't do no prejudice to his mo­
rality. And ma'am," said Mrs. Pomfret, "the 
night after the fire I left him my great Bible, 
and my watch, in my will; for I never was more 
mistr,_kcn at the first in any boy in my born 
days: but he has won me by 11is own deserts, 
and I shall from this time forth love all the rillaintropic folks for his sake." 



THE BIR TH-DAY PRESE~T. 

" M Al\IMA," said Rosamond, after a long silence, 
"do you know what I have been thinking of all 
this time ? " 

"Ko, my dear.-What?" 
"Why, rnarnma, about my cousin Bell's birth­

day; do you know what day it is?" 
"No, I don't remember." 
"Dear mother! don't you remember it's the 

.2.2d of December? and her birth-day is the day 
after to-morrow. Don't you recollect novv? 
But you never remember about birth-days, 
mamma: that was just what I was thinking of, 
that you never remember my sister Laura's birth­
c1ay, or-or-or mine, rnamma." 

"vVhat do you mean, my dear? I remember 
your birth-day perfectly well." 

« I ndccd ! but you never keep it though." 
"\Yhat do you mean by keeping your birth­

day?" 
« Oh, mamma, you know very well-as Bell'~ 

birth-day is kept. In the first place there is a 
great dinner." 

SI 
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" And can Bell eat more upon lier birth-day than upon any other day?" 
"No: nor should I mind about the dinner, 

except the mince pies. But Bell has a great many 
nice things; I don't mean nice eatable things; 
but nice new playthings given to her always on 
her birth-day: and every body drinks her health, and she's so happy!" 

"But stay, Rosamond, how you jumble things 
together! Is it every body's drinking her health 
that makes her so happy, or the new playthings, 
or the nice mince pies? I can easily believe 
that she is happy whilst she is eating a mince 
pie, or whilst she is playing; but hov,r does every 
body's drinking her health at dinner make her happy?" 

Rosamond paused, and then said she did not 
know. (( But," added she, "the nice new play­things, mother ! " 

a But why the nice new playthings? Do you 
like them only because they are ueJV?" 

(< • • ot onl,lj-I do not like playthings only 
because they are new, but Bell does, I believe­
for that puts me in mind-Do you know, mother, 
she had a great drawer full of old playthings 
that she never used, and she said that they were 
good for nothing because they were old~· but I 
thought many of them were goocl for a great deal 
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more than the new ones. Now you shall be 
j uclge, mamrna; I'll tell you all that was in the 
drawer." 

"Nay, Rosamond, thank you, not just now; 
I have not time to listen to you." 

" ~Tell, then, rnamrna, the day after to-morrow 
I can show you the drawer; I want you to be 
judge Yery much, because I am sure I was in 
the right. And, mother," added Rosamond, 

stopping her as she was going out of the room, 
'' will you-not now, but when you've time­
will you tell me why you never keep my birth­
day-why you never make any diffcrcnc.; between 
that day and any other day?" 

"And will you, Rosamond-not now, but 
when you have time to think about it-tell me 

·why I should make any difference between your 
birth-day and any other day ? " 

Rosamond thought-but she could not fim1 out 
any reason: besides, she suddenly recollected, 
that she hafl not time to think any longer, for 
there was a certain work-ba ·ket to be :finisheJ, 
which she was making for her cousin Bell, as a 

present upon her birth-day. The work was at a 

stand for want of some tiligree paper, and as her 
mother was g0ing out she asked her to take her 
with her that :;he might buy some. n~r sister 
Laura went with them. 

't 
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"Sister," said Rosamond, as they ""ere walking 
along, n what have you done with your half­
guinea? '' 

" I have it in my pocket." 
" Dear ! you will keep it for ever in your 

pocket: you know my godmother, when she gave 
it to you, said you would keep it longer than I 
should keep mine; and I know what she thought 
by her look at the time. I heard her say some­
thing to my mother." 

"Y cs,'' said Laura, smiling, "she whispered 
so loud, that I could not help hearing her too: 
she said I was a little miser." 

" But did not you hear her say that I was \'Cry 
generous? and she'll see that she was not mis­
taken. I hope she'll be by when I give my 
basket to Bell-won't it be beautiful ?- there is 
to be a wreath of myrtle, you know, round the 
h:md]e, and a frost ground, and then the medal­
lions--" 

"Stay," interrupted her sister; for Rosamond, 
anticipating the glories of her work-basket, talked 
aml walkeu so fast, that she had passed, without 
pcrcei\'ing it, the shop where the filigree paper 
was to be bought. They turned back. Now it 
1rnppcncd that the shop was the corner hou e of 
a street, and one of the windows looked out into 
a narrow lane : a coach full of Lidies stopped at 

YOL, I. :u 
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the door just before they went in, so that no one 
had time immediately to think of Rosamond and 
her filigree paper) and she went to the window, 
where she saw her sister Laura was looking 
earnestly at something that was passing in the 
lane. 

Opposite to the window, at the door of a poor­
looking house, there was sitting a little girl 
weaving lace. Her bobbins moved as quick as 
lightning, and she never once looked up from her 
work. 

"Is not she very industrious?" said Laura: 
"and very honest too," added she in a minute 
afterwards; for just then a baker ,,vith a basket 
of rolls on his head passed, ancl by accident one of 
the rolls fell close to the little girl: she took it up 
eagerly, looked at it as if she was very hungry, 
then put asiue her work, and ran after the baker 
to return it to him. 

Whilst she was gone, a footman in a livery 
laced with silver, who belonged to the coach that 
stood at the shop-door, as he was lounging with 
one of his companions, chanced to spy the 
weaving-pillow, which she had left upon a stone 
before the door. To divert himself (for idle 
people do mischief often to divert themselves) he 
took up the pillow, and entangled all the bobbins. 
The little girl came lmck out of breath to her 
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w0rk; hut what was her surprise and sorrow to 
find it spoiled: she twisted and untwisted, placed 
and replaced the bobbins, while the footman stood 
laughing at her distress. She got up- gently, 
and was retiring into the house, when the silver­
laced footman stopped her, saying insolently, 
" Sit still, child." 

" I must go to my mother, sir," said the child; 
"besides, you have spoiled all my lace-I can't 
stay." 

"Can't you," said the brutal footman, snatch .. 
ing her weaYing pillow again, "I'll teach you 
to complain of me." And he broke off, one after 
another, all the bobbins, put them into his 
pocket, rolled her weaving pillow down the 
dirty lane, then jumped up behind his mistress's 
coach, and was out of sight in an instant. 

" Poor girl ! " exclaimed Rosamond, no longer 
able to restrain her indignation at this injustice: 
er Poor little girl ! " 

At this instant her mother said to Rosamond­
" Come now, my dear, if you want this filigree 
paper, buy it." 

"Yes, madlm," said Rosamond; and the idea 
of what her godmother and her cousin Bell 
would think of her generosity rushed again upon 
her imagination. All her feelings of pity were 
immediately suppressed. Satisfied with bestow-

1\I ;2 
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ing another exclamation upon the "Poor little 
girl ! " she went to spend her half-guinea upon 
her filigree basket. In the mean time, she that 
was called "tlie little miser," beckoned to the 
poor girl, and opening the window said, pointing 
to the cushion, "Is it quite spoiled?" 

'' Quite, quite spoiled! and I can't, nor mother 
neither, buy another; and I can't do any thing 
else for my bread." A few, but very few, tears 
fell as she said this. 

" How much nrould another cost?" said 
Laura. 

"Oh a great-great deal!" 
" :More than that? " said Laura, holding up 

her half-guinea. 
"Oh, no." 
"Then you can buy another with that," said 

Laura, dropping the half-guinea into her hand, 
and she shut the window before the child could 
find ,rnrds to thank her; but not before she 
saw a look of joy and gratitude, which gave 
Laura more pleasure probably than all the praise 
which could have been bestowed upon her gene­
rosity. 

Late on the morning of her cousin's birth­
day, Rosamond finished her work-basket. The 
carriage was at the cloor-Laurn came running 
to call her; her father's voice was heard at tho 
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same instant; so she was obliged to go down 
with her basket but half wrapped up in silver 
paper) a circumstance at which she was a good 
deal disconcerted: for the pleasure of surprising 
Bell would be utterly lost) if one bit of the 
filigree should peep out before the proper time. 
As the carriage went on) Rosamond pulled the 
paper to one side and to the other) and by each 
of the four corners. 

"It will never do) my dear)" said her father) 
who had been watching her operations, "I am 
afraid you will never make a sheet of µaper cover 
a box which is twice as large as itself." 

" It is not a box) father;' said Rosamond) a 
little peevishly: "it's a basket." 

" Let us look at this basket;' said he) taking 
it out of her unwilling hands; for she knew of 
what frail materials it was made) and she dreaded 
its coming to pieces under her father's exami­
nation. 

He took hold of the handle rather roughly, 
ancl starting off' the coach-seat) she cried-

" 0 sir ! father ! sir ! you will spoil it 
indeed ! " said she) with increased vehemence, 
when) after drawing aside the veil of silvcr­
papcr, she saw him grasp the myrtle-wreatheu 
handle. 

" luflccd, sir, you will spoil the poor handle!,, 
l\1 3 
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« But what is the use of the poor lwnclle," said 
her father, "if we are not to take hold of it ? 
And pray," continued he, turning the basket 
round with his finger and thumb, rather in a 
disrespectful manner-" pray is this the thing 
vo u have been about all this week? I haYe seen 
you all this week dabbling with paste and rags; 
I could not conceive what you were about--Is 
this the thing ? " 

"Yes, sir. You think then that I have wasted 
my time, because the basket is of no use: but then 
it is for a present for my cousin Bell." 

" Your cousin Bell will be very much obliged 
to you for a present that is of no use: you had 
better ha.Ye given her the purple jar.";~ 

'' Oh, father! I thought that you had forgot­
ten that - it was two years ago; I'm not so siily 
now. But Bell will like the basket, I 1.now, 
though it is of no use." 

• " Then vou think Bell sillier 1ww than YOU 
✓ • 

were two years ago. \Yell, perhaps that is 
true; but how comes it, Rosamond, now that 
you are so wise, that you :ire so fond of such a - . 
silly person ? " 

'' I, father? " said Rosamond, hesitating ; er I 
don't think I am veJ'!} fond of her." 

~ Sec Early Lcs~om;. 
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"I did not say very fond." 
"\Vell) but I don't think I am at all fond of 

her." 

"But you have spent a whole week in making 
this thing for her." 

"Yes, and all my half-guinea besides." 
"Yet you know her to be silly, and you arc 

not foncl of her at all ; and you i:my you know 
this thing will be of no use to her." 

" But it is her birth-day, sir; and I am sure 
she will expect something, and every body else 
will give her something." 

" Then your reason for giving is because she 
expects you to giYe her something. And will 
you, or can you, or should you, always give, 
merely because others C:l]Jecl, or because some­
body else gives?'' 

a Always !-no not always." 
" Oh, only on birth-days." 
Rosamond laughing, " Now yon arc making 

a joke of me, papa, I sec; but I thought you 
liked that people should be generous-my god­
mother said that she did." 

" So clo I, full as well as your goclmother; 
but we lrnYe not yet quite settled what it is to 
be generous." 

"\Yhy, is it not generous to make presents?" 
!--aitl Rosamond. 
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"That is a question, which it would take up 
a great deal of time to answer. But, for instance, 
to make a present of a thing that you know can 
be of no use, to a person you neither love nor 
esteem, because it is her birth-day, and because 
every body gives her ~omething, and because she 
expects something, and because your godmother 
says she likes that people should be generous, 
seems to me, my dear Rosamond, to be, since I 
must say it, rather more like folly than gene­
rosity." 

Rosamond looked down upon the basket, and 
was silent. 

" Then I am a fool ! am I ? " said she, looking 
up at last. 

"Because you have made one mistake? No. 
If yon have sense enough to see your own mis­
takes, and can afterwards avoid them, you will 
never be a fool." 

Here the carriage stopped, and Rosamond 
recollected that the basket was uncovered. 

Now we must observe, that Rosamond's father 
had not been too severe upon Bell, when he called 
her a silly girl. From her infancy she had been 
humoured; and at eight years old she bad the 
misfortune to be a spoiled child: she \Vas idle, 
fretful, and selfish, so that nothing could make 
her happy. On her birth-day she expected, 
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however, to be perfectly happy. Eve::.·y body in 
the house tried to please her, and they succeeded 
so well, that between breakfast and dinner she 
had only six fits of crying. The cause of five of 
these fits no one could discover; but the last, 
and most lamentable, was occasioned by a disap­
pointment about a worked muslin frock, and 
accordingly at dressing-time her maid brought 
it to her, exclaiming-" See here, miss ! what 
your rnamma has sent you on your birth-day­
Here's a frock fit for a queen-if it had but lace 
round the cuffs." 

" And why has it not lace around the cufts? 
-mamma said it should." 

"Yes, but mistress was disappointed about the 
laee; it is not come home." 

" Not come home, indeed ! and didn't they 
know it was my birth-day ? But then I say I 
won't wear it without the lace-I can't wear it 
without the lace-and I won't." 

The lace, however, could not be had; and 
Rell at length submitted to let the frock be put 
on. " Come, :\liss Bell, dry your eyes," said 
the maid who educated her; "dry your eyes, 
and I'll tell you something that will please 
you." 

"\Vhat, then?" said the child pouting and 
sobbing. 
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" "Why--but you must not say that I told 
you." 

" No-but if I am asked ? " 
" Why, if you are asked, you must tell the 

truth to be sure. So I'll hold my tongue, miss." 
u Nay, tell me though, and I'll never tell if I 

am asked." 
" Well, then," said the maid, '' your cousin 

Rosamond is come, and has brought you the most 
beautifullest thing you ever saw in your life; but 
you are not to know any thing about it till after 
dinner, because she wants to surprise you; and 
mistress has put it into her vvardrobe till after 
dinner." 

" Till after dinner ! " repeated Bell, impa­
tiently; "I can't wait till then, I must see it this 
minute." 

The maid refused her several times, till Bell 
burst into another fit of crying, and the maid 
fearing that her mistress would be angry \Yith 
her, if Bell's eyes were red at dinner-time, con­
sented to show her the basket. 

'' How pretty !-But let me have it in my own 
hands," said Bell, as the maid held the basket up 

out of her reach. 
" Oh, no, you must not touch it; for if you 

.should spoil it what would become of me?" 
"Become of you, indeed!" exclaimed the 
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spoiled child, who never considered any thing 
but her own immediate gratification-" Become 
of _you, indeed! what signifies that-I sha'n't 
spoil it; and I will have it in my own hands. 
If you don't hold it down for me directly, I'll tell that you showed it to me." 

" Then you won't snatch it?" 
((No, no, I won't indeed," said Bell; but she 

lrnu learned from her maid a total disregard of ,. truth. She snatched the basket the moment it 
was within her reach ; a struggle ensued, in 
which the handle and lid were torn off, and one 
of the medallions crushed in wards, before the 
little fury returned to her senses. Calmed at 
this sight the next question was, how she could 
conceal the mischief which she had done. After 
many attempts, the handle and lid were replaced., 
the basket wns put exactly in the same spot in 
which it had stood before, and the maicl charged 
the child "to look as if nothing mas the matter." 

\Ve hope that both children and parents ,vill 
here pause for a moment to reflect. The habits 
of tyranny, meanness, and falsehood, vvhich chil­
dren acquire from living with bad servants, are 
scarcely ever conquered in the whole course of their future lives. 

After shutting up the basket they left the 
room, and in the adjoining passage they found a 
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poor girl waiting with a small parcel m her 

hand. 
"\Vhat's your business?" said the maid. 
a I have brought home the lace, madam, that 

was bespoke for the young lady." 
" Oh, you have, have you, at last?" said Bell ; 

"and pray why didn't you bring it sooner?" 

The girl was going to answer, but the maid 

interrupted her, saying, " Come, come, none of 

your idle excuses; you are a little, idle, · good­

for-notbing thing, to disappoint Miss Bell upon 

her birth-day. But now you have brought it, 

let us look at it." The little girl gave the lace 

without reply, and the maid desired her to go 

about her business, and not to expect to be paid; 

for that her mistress could not see any body, 
becaise she was in a room full of company. 

":May I call again, madam, this afternoon?" 
said the child, timidly. 

"Lord bless my stars!" replied the maid, 

"what makes people so poor, I wonders! I wish 

mistress would buy her lace at the warehou e, 

as I told her, and not of these folks. Call again ! 

yes, to be sure-I believe you'd call, call, call, 

twenty times for two-pence." 
However ungraciously the permission to call 

nga.in was granted, it was recci,,ed with grati­

tucle = the little: girl departed with a. d1ccrfol 

\. 

tJI 

'' I 



l 
"' 

THE BIRTH-DAY PRESENT. 133 
countenance; and Bell teased her maid till she got 
her to sew the long-wished-for lace upon her cuffs. 

Unfortunate Bell! All dinner-time passed, and people ·were so hungry, so busy, or so stupid, that not an eye observed her favourite piece of finery; till at length she was no longer able to conceal her impatience, and, turning to Laura, 
who sat next to her, she said-" You have no lace upon your cuffs; look how beautiful mine is !-Is not it? Don't you wish your mamma conld afford to give you some like it? But you can't get any if she would, for this was made on 

purpose for me on my birth-day, and nobody can get a bit more any where, if they would give the world for it." 

cc But cannot the person who made it," said Laura, (( make any more like it?" 
aNo, no, no!" cried Bell; for she had already learned, either from her maid or her 

mother, the mean pride, which values things, not for being reaJly pretty or useful, but for being such as nobody else can procure. 
"Nobody can get any like it, I say," repeated Bell; cc nobody in all London can make it but one per on, and that per on will neYer make a bit for any body but me, I am ure-mamma " "on't let her, if I ask her not." 
"V cry "·el1," said Laura coolly, cc I do not YOL. I. 
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want any of it; you need not be so violent : I 

assure you that I don't want any of it." 

'' Y cs, but you do though," said Bell, more 

angrily. 
" No, indeed," said Laura, smiling. 

'' You do in the bottom of your heart; hut 

you imy you don't to plague me, I know," cried 

Bell, swelling with disappointed vanity. "It 

is pretty for all that, and it cost a great deal of 

money too, and nobody shall have any like it, if 

they cried their eyes out." 
Laura received this sentence in silence. Rosa­

mond smiled. And at her smile, the ill-sup­

pressed rage of the spoiled child burst forth into 

the seventh and loudest fit of crying which had 

been heard upon her birth-day. 
" What's the matter, my pct?" cried her 

mother; "come to me, and tell me what's the 

matter." 
Bell ran roJri11g to her mother; but no o-ther­

wi:se explained the cause of her sorrow than by 

tearing the fine lace, with frantic gestures, from 

her cufis, and throwing the fragments into her 

mother's lap. 
" Oh ! the lace, child! are you mad?" said 

her mother, catching hold of both her hands­

" Your beautiful lace, my dear love-do you 

know how much it cost?" 
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" I don't care how much it cost-it js not 
beautifulJ and I'll have none of itJ" replied BellJ 
sobbing-" for it is not beautiful." 

"But it is beautifulJ" retorted her mother; 
"I chose the pattern myself. Who has put it into 
your headJ childJ to dislike it? Was it Nancy?" 
" NoJ not NancyJ but themJ rnamma," said Bell, 
pointing to Laura and Rosamond. 

cc OhJ fie! don'tJJoint,'' said her motherJ putting 
down her stubborn finger; "nor say themJ like 
Nancy; I am sure you misunderstood. Miss 
LauraJ I am sureJ did not mean any such thing." 

" No, madam ; and I did not say any such 
thing: that I recollect," said Laura, gently. 

" Oh no, indeed!" cried Rosamond, warmly 
rising in her sister's defence. But no defence or 
explanation was to be heardJ for every body had 
now gathered round Bell, to dry her tears, and 
to comfort her for the mischief she had done to 
her own cuffs. 

They succeeded so well, that in about a quarter 
of an hour the young lady's eyes, and the reddened 
arches over her eyebrows, came to their nacural 
colour; and the business being thus happily husheu 
up, the mother, as a reward to her daughter for 
her good humour, begged that Rosamond would 
now be so good as to produce " her charming present." 

N2 



136 'l'HE BIRTH-DAY PRESENT. 

Rosamond, followed by all the company, 
amongst whom, to her great joy, was her god­
mother, proceeded to the dressing-room. 

"Now, I am sure," thought she, "Bell v.1ill 
be surprised, and my godmother will see she was 
right about my generosity." 

The doors of the wardrobe were opened with 
due ceremony, and the filigree basket appeared in 
all its glory. 

"Well, this is a charming present indeed!" said 
the godmother, who was one of the company; 
"my Rosamond knows how to make presents." 
And as she spoke she took hold of the basket, to 
lift it down to the admiring audience. Scarcely 
had she touched it, when lo! the myrtle wreath, 
the medallions, all dropped-the basket fell to 
the ground, and only the handle remained in her 
hand. 

All eyes were fixed upon t11e wreck. Excla­
mations of sorrow were heard in various tones ; 
and "Who can have done this?" was all that 
Rosamond could say. Bell stood in sullen silence, 
in which she obstinately persevered in the midst 
of the inquiries which were made about the dis­
aster. At length the servants were summoned, 
and amongst them Nancy, miss Bell's maid and 
governess: she affected much surprise, when she 
su w what had befallen the basket, and dedared 
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that she knew nothing of the matter, but that she 
had seen her mistress in the morning put it quite 
safe into the wardrobe; and that, for her part., 
she had never touched it, or thought of touching 
it, in her born days. " Nor miss Bell neither, 
ma'am, I can answer for her; for she never knew 
of its being there, because I never so much as 
mentioned it to her, that there was such a thing 
in the house, because I knew miss Rosamond 
wanted to surprise her with the secret-so I 
neyer mentioned a sentence of it-Did I miss 
Bell?" 

Bell, putting on the deceitful look which her 
maid had taught her, answered boldly, No; but 
she had hold of Rosamond's hand, and at the 
instant she uttered this falsehood she squeezed it 
terribly. 

'' \Vhy do you squeeze my hand so?" said 
Rosamond, in a low voice; " what are you afraid of? ,, 

" Afraid of!" cried Bell, turning angrily; " I'm 
not afraid of any thing-I've nothing to be afraid about." 

" Nay, I di<l not say you had," whispered Ro­
samoncl; "but only if you did by accident-You 
know what I mean-I should not be angry if you 
tli<l--Only say so." 

" I say I did not ! " cried Bell furiously; 
N3 
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" Mamma ! Mamma ! Nancy! my cousin Rosa­
mond won't believe me l that's Yery hard-it's 
very rude! and I won't bear it-I won't." 

" Don't be angry) love-don't;" said the maid. 
"Nobody suspects you) darling;" said her 

mother.--" But she has too much sensibility. 
-Don't cry, love, nobody suspected you." 

"But you know," continued she, turning to the 
maid," somebody must have done this, and I must 
know how it was done; miss Rosamond's charm­
ing present must not be spoiled in this way, 
in my house, without my taking proper notice of 
it.--I assure you I am very angry about it, 
Rosamond." 

Rosamond did not rejoice in her anger, and had 
neaily made a sad mistake, by speaking loud her 
thoughts- " I 1vas very faolis!t--" she began, 
and stopped. 

a Ma'am," cried the maid suddenly, " I'll 
venture to say I know who did it." 

a \Vho?" said every one eagerly. 
" \Vho?" said Bell, trembling. 
" \Vhy, miss, don't you recollect that little girl 

with the lace, that we saw peeping about in the 
passage: I'm sure she must have done it, for here 
she was by herself half an hour or more, and not 
another creature has been in mistress's dressing­
room to my certain knowledge, since morning. 
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Those sort of people have so much curiosity, I'm 
sure she must have been meddling with it/' added 
the maid. 

" Oh yes, that's the thing," said the mistress, 
decidedly.--" \Vell, miss Rosamond, for your 
comfort, she shall never come into my house 
again." 

" 0, that would not comfort me at all," said 
Rosamond; " besides, we are not sure that she 
di<l. it; and if--" A single knock at the door 
was heard at this instant; it was the little girl 
who came to be paid for her lace. 

" Call her in," said the lady of the house; "let 
us see her directly." 

The maid, who was afraid that the girl's im10-
ccnce would appear if she were produced, hesi­
tated; but upon her mistress's repeating her com­
mands, she was forced to obey. 

The child came in with a look of simplicity, 
but when she saw the room full of company she 
was a little abashed. Rosamond and Laura looked 
at her and at one another with surprise; for it 
was the same little girl whom they had seen 
weaving lace. 

" Is not it she?" whispered Rosamond to her sister. 

" Yes, it is; but hush," said Laura, '' she docs 
not know us. Don't say a. word; let us hear what 
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she will say." Laura got behind the rest of the 
company as she spoke, so that the little girl could 
not see her. 

" Vastly well!" said Bell's mother; " I am 
waiting to see how long you will have the as­
surance to stand there with that innocent look. 
Diel you ever see that basket before?" 

"Yes, ma'am," said the girl. 
" Yes, ma'am," cried the maid," and what else 

do you k11ow about it? You had better confess 
it at once, und mistress perhaps will say no more 
about it." 

" Yes, do confess it," added Bell, earnestly. 
" Confess what, madam?" said t.he little girl; 

" I ne,,er touched the basket, madam." 
" You never touched it; but you confess," in­

terrupted Bell's mother, "that you did see it 
before. And pray how came you to se'-- it? you 
must have opened my wardrobe." 

" No, indeed, ma'am," said the little girl; 
" but I was waiting in the passage, ma'am, and 
this door was partly open; and," looking at the 
maid, (( you know I could not help seeing 
it." 

(( ·why, how could you see it through the doors 
of my wardrobe?" rejoined the lady. 

The maid, frightened, pulled the little girl by 
the sleeve. 

y 
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"Answer me," said the lady; "where did you 
see this ba8ket?" 

Another stronger pull. 
" I saw it, madam, in her hands," looking at 

the maid; " and--" 
"\Veil, and what became of it afterwards?" 
" l\Ia'am," hesitating, "miss pulled, and by 

accident--! believe, I saw, ma'am-miss, 
you know "·hat I saw." 

" I do not know-I do not know : and if I did, 
you had no business there-and mamma won't 
believe you, I am sure." 

But every body else did, and their eyes were 
fixed upon Bell in a manner which made her feel 
rather ashamed. 

" vVhat do you all look at me so for ? v\"hy do 
you all look so ? And am I to be shamed upon 
my birth-day?" cried she, bursting into a roar of 
passion; " and all for this nasty thing ! " added 
she, pushing away the remains of the basket, and 
looking angrily at Rosamond. 

" Bell ! Bell ! oh fie ! fie ! now I am ashamed 
of you-that's quite rude to your cousin," said her 
mother, who was more shocked at her daughter's 
want of poli tcne~s than at her falsehood. " Take 
her away, Taney, till she has done crying," 
added she to the maid, who accordingly carried 
off her pupil. 
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Rosamond, during this scene, especially at the 
moment when her present was pushed away with 
such disdain, had been making reflections upon 
the nature of true generosity. A smile from her 
father, who stood by a silent spectator of the 
catastrophe of the filigree basket, gave rise to 
these reflections; nor were they entirely dissipated 
by the condolence of the rest of the company, 
nor even by the praises of her godmother, who to 
console her said-" Well, my dear Rosamond, I 
admire your generous spirit. You know I prophe­
sied that your half-guinea would be gone the 
soonest-Did I not_. Laura?" said she, appealing 
in a sarcastic tone to where she thought Laura 
was. " \Vhere is Laura? I don't see her." 

Laur::i came forward. 
" You are too prudent to tlirow away your 

money like your sister ; your half-guinea, 1'11 
answer for it, is snug in your pocket-Is it not?" 

" No, madam," answered she in a low voice. 
But low as the voice was, the poor little lace-girl 
heard it; and now, for the first time, fixing her 
eyes upon Laura, recollected her benefactress. 

" Oh, that's the young lady ! " she exclaimed, 
in a tone of joyful gratitude-" the good !-good 
young lady, who gave me the half-guinea, and 
vvould not stay to be thanked for it-but I will 
thank her now." 
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" The half-guinea, Laura ! " said her god­
mother-" What is all this?" 

" I'll tell you, madam, if you please/' said the 
little girl. 

It was not in expectation of being praised for 
it, that Laura had been generous, and therefore 
every body was really touched with the history of 
the weaving-pillow; and whilst they praised felt 
a certain degree of respect, which is not always 
felt by those who pour forth eulogiums. Respect 
is not an improper word, even applied to a child 
of Laura's age; for let their age or situation be 
what it may, they command respect who de­
serve it. 

"Ah, madam ! " said Rosamond to her god­
mother, " now you see-you see she is not a little 
miser; I'm sure that's better than wasting half-a­
guinea upon a £1igree basket-Is it not, ma'am? " 
said she, with an eagerness which showed that she 
had forgotten allherown misfortunes in sympathy 
with her sister. '' This is being reall!J generous, 
father, is it not?" 

" Yes, Rosamond," said her father, and he 
kissed her-" this is beina- really <renerous. It o o 
is not only by giving away money that we can 
show generosity,-it is by giving up to others any 
thing that we like ourselves: and therefore," 
added he, smiling, "it is rea1ly generous of _\'OLl 
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to give to your sister the thing you like best of 
all others." 

« The thing I like the best of all others, 
father!" said Rosamond, half pleased, half vexed: 
"what is that I wonder? You don't mean praise, 
do you, sir?" 

"Nay, you must decide that, Rosamond." 
" \Vhy, sir," said she, ingenuously, « perhaps 

it was ONCE the thing I likcll best; but the 
pleasure I have just felt makes me like something 
else better." 



SI l\I PL E SUS A X. 

CHAPTER I. 

" "'aked, as her cn~tom was, before the day, 
"To do the observance due to sprightly l\Iay." 

DnYDEN. 

h~ a retired hamlet on the borders of \Vales, 
between Oswestry and Shrewsbury, it is still the 
custom to celebrate the first of May. The children 
of the village, who look forward to this rural 
fcstiYal with joyful eagerness, usually meet on the 
last day of April to make up their nosegays for 
the morning, and to choose their queen. Their 
customary place of meeting is at a hawthorn, 
which stands in a little green nook, open on one 
side to a shady lane, and separated on the other 
side by a thick sweet-brier and hawthorn hedge from the garden of an attorney. 

This attorney began the world with-nothing 
-but he contrived to scrape together a good deal 
of money, eYery body knew how. He built a 
new house at the entrance of the village, and had 
a large well-fenced garden; yet, notwithstanding 
his fences, he never felt himself secure; such were 

YOL. I. 

0 



146 SIJUPLE SUSAN, 

his litigious habits and his suspicious temper, that 
he was constantly at variance with his simple and 
peaceable neighbours. Some pig, or dog, or goat, 
or goose, was for ever trespassing: his complaints 
and his extortions wearied and alarmed the whole 
hamlet. The paths in his fields were at length 
unfrequented, his stiles were blocked up with 
stones, or stuffed with brambles and briars, so that 
not a gosling could creep under, or a giant get 
over them-and so careful were eYen the village 
children of giving offence to this irritable man of 
the law, that they would not venture to fly a kite 
near his fields, lest it should entangle in his trees, 
or fall upon his meadow. 

Mr. Case, for this was the name of our attorney, 
lrnd a son and a daughter; to whose education he 
had not time to attend, as his whole soul was 
intent upon accumulating for them a fortune. For 
several years he suffered his children to run wild 
in the village, but suddenly, upon his being ap4 
pointed to a considerable agency, he began to 
think of making his children a little genteel. He 
sent his son to learn Latin; he hired a maid to 
wait npon his daughter Barbara, and he strictly 
forbade her thencefonvard to keep company with 
any of the poor children, who had hitherto been 
her playfellows :-they were not sorry for this 
prohibition, because she had been their tyrant 
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rather than their companion : she was vexed to 
observe, that her absence was not regretted, and 
she was mortified to perceive, that she could not 
humble them by any display of airs and finery. 

There was one good girl amongst her former 
associates, to whom she had a peculiar dislike­
Susan Price, a sweet-tempered, modest, sprjghtly, 
industrious lass, who was the pride and delight of 
the village. Her father rented a small farm, and, 
unfortunately for him, he lived near attorney 
Case. Barbara used often to sit at her window 
watching Susan at work-sometimes she saw her 
in the neat garden raking the heds or weeding the 
borders; sometimes she was kneeling at her bee­
hive with fresh flowers for her bees; sometimes 
she was in the poultry-yard scattering corn from 
her sieve amongst the eager chickens; and in the 
evening she was often seated in a little honey­
suckle arbour, with a clean, light, three-legged 
deal table before her, upon wl1ich she put her 
plain-work. Sm.an had been taught to work 
neatly by her good mother, who was very fond 
of her, ancl to wlwm she was most gratefully at­
tached. Mrs. Price was an intelligent, active, 
dome tic woman, but her health was not robust; 
she earned money, however, by taking in plain­
work, and &he wa: famous for baking excellent 
Lrcad and brcakfast-cakeo. She was respected in 
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the village for her conduct as a wife und ns a 
mother, and all were eager to show her attention. 
At her door the first branc11 of hawthorn was 
always placed on May-morning, and her Susan 
was usually queen of the May. 

It was now time to choo~e the queen. The 
setting sun shone full upon the pink blossoms of 
the hawthorn when the merry group assembled 
upon their little green. Barbara was now walk­
ing in sullen state in her father's garden; she 
heard the busy voices in the lane, and she con­
cealed herself behind the high hedge, that she 
might listen to their conversation. 

"Where's Susan?" were the first unwelcome 
words ,:vhich she overheard.~" Aye, where's 
Susan ? " repeated Philip, stopping short in the 
middle of a new tune, that he was playing on his 
pipe. " I wish Susan would come ! I want her 
to sing me this same tune over again; t have not 
it yet." 

" And I wish Susan vvould come, I'm sure," 
cried a little girl, whose lap was full of primroses 
_(( Susan will give me some thread to tie up my 
nosegays, and she'll show me where the fresh 
violets grow, and she has promised to give me a 
great Lunch of her double cowslips to wear to­
morrow .-I wish she would come" 

" Nothing can be done without Susan! She 
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ulways shows us where the nicest flowers are to 
be found in the lanes and meadows," said they. 
" She shall make up the garlands, and she shall 
be queen of the May ! " exclaimed a multitude of little voices. 

'' But she does not come!" said PhiJjp. 
Rose, who was her particular friend, now came 

forward to assure the impatient assembly, "that 
she would answer for it Susan would come as soon 
as she possibly could, and that she probably was 
detained by business at home." The little electors 
thought that al] business should give way to theirs, 
and Rose was despatched to summon her friend 
immediately. 

" Tell her to make haste," cried Philip­
" attorney Case dined at the Abbey to-day­
luckily for us; if he comes home, and finds us 
here, may be he'll drive us away, for he says this 
bit of ground belongs to his own garden ; though 
that is not true, I'm sure, for farmer Price knows, 
and says, it was always open to the road. The 
attorney wants to get our play-ground, so he 
docs. I wish he and his daughter Bab, or miss 
Barbara, as she must now be called, were a 
hundred miles off, out of our way, I know. No 
later than yesterday she threw down my nine 
pins in one of her ill-humours, as she was walking 
by with her gown all trailing in the du::it." 

o {1 
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" Yes," cried Mary, the little primrose-girl, 

H her gown is al ways trailing, she does not hold it 

up nicely, like Susan; and with all her fine clothes 

she never looks half so neat. Mamma says, she 

wishes I may be like Susan, \Yhen I grow up to be 

a great girl, and so do I. I should not like to look 

conceited as Barbara does, if I was ever so rich." 

" Rich or poor," said Philip, " it does not be­

come a girl to look conceited, much less bold, as 

Barbara did the other day, when she was standing 

at her.father's door, without a hat upon her head, 

staring at the strange gentleman who stopped 

here-about to let his horse drink. I know what 

he thought of Bab by his looks, and of Susan too, 

-for Susan was in her garden, bending down a 

branch of the laburnum tree, looking at its yellow 

flowers, which n·ere ju t come out; and when 

the gentleman asked her how many miles it was 

from Shrewsbury, she answered him so modest ! 

-not bashful, like as if she had never seen nobody 

before-but just right-and then she pulled on 

her straw hat, which was fallen back ,•,ith ]:er 

looking up at the laburnum, and he went her 

ways home, and the gentleman says to me, after 

she was gone, cc Pray, who is that neat modest 

girl?" 
cc But I wi h usan would come," cried Philip, 

interrupting himself. 
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Susan was all this time, as her friend Rose 

rightly guessed, busy at home. She was detained 
by her father's returning later than usual-his 
supper ·was ready for him nearly an hour before he 
came home, and Susan swept up the ashes t,vice, 
and twice put on wood to make a cheerful blaze 
for him; but at last, when he did come in, he took 
no notice of the blaze nor of Susan, and ,vhen his 
wife asked him how he did, he made no answer, 
but stood with his back to the fire, looking very 
gloomy. Susan put his supper upon the table, and 
set his own chair for him, but he pushed away the 
chair, and turned from the table, saying-

" I shall eat nothing, child! why have you such 
a fire, to roast me, at this time of the year?" 

" You said yesterday, father, I thought, that 
you liked a little cheerful wood-fire in the even. 
ing, and there was a great shower of hail; your 
coat is quite wet, we must dry it." 

a Take it then, child," said he, pulling it off­
" I shall soon have no coat to dry-and take my 
hat too," said he, throwing it upon the ground. 

Susan hung up his hat, put his coat over the 
back of a chair to dry, and then stood anxiously 
looking at her mother, who was not well; she 
had this day fatigued herself with baking, and 
now, alarmed by her husband's moody behaviour, 
she sat down pale and trembling. He threw 
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himself into a chair, folded his arms, and fixed 
his eyes upon the fire-Susan was the first who 
ventured to break silence. Happy the father 
who has such a daughter as Susan !-her un­
altered sweetness of temper, and her playful 
affectionate caresses, at last somewhat dissipated 
her father's melancholy: he could not be pre­
vailed upon to eat any of the supper which had 
been prepared for him ; however, with a faint 
smile, lie told Susan, that he thought he could 
eat one of her guinea-hen's eggs. She thanked 
him, and with that nimble alacrity which marks 
the desire to please, she ran to her neat chicken­
yard !-but, alas! her guinea-hen was not there! 
-it had strayed into the attorney's garden­
she saw it through the paling, and timidly open­
ing the little gate, she asked miss Barbara, who 
was walking slowly by, to let her come in and 
take her guinea-hen. Barbara, who was at this 
instant reflecting, with no agreeable feelings, 
upon the conYersation of the village children, 
to which she had recently listened, started when 
she heard Susan's voice, and with a proud, ill­
humoured look and voice refused her request. 
"Shut the gate," said she; "you have no busi­
ness in our garden, and, as for your hen, I shall 
keep it; it is always flying in here, nncl plaguing 
us, and my father says it is a trespasser, and he 
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told me I might catch it, and keep it the next 
time it got in, and it is in now." -Then Barbara 
called to her maid Betty, and bid her catch the 
mischievous hen. " Oh my guinea-hen! my 
pretty guinea-hen ! " cried Susan, as they hunted 
the frighted, screaming creature from corner to 
corner. 

" Here we have got it!" said Betty, holding 
it fast by the legs. 

er Now pay damages, queen Susan, or good-by 
to your pretty guinea-hen!" said Barbara, in an 
insulting tone. 

"Damacres what damaaes ;i" said Susan· "tell r. ' b . , 
me what I must pay?" 

" A shilling," said Barbara. 
" Oh, if sixpence would do ! " said Susan; " I 

have but sixpence of my own in the world, and 
here it is." 

" It won't do," said Barbara, turning her back. 
"Nay, but hear me," cried Susan; "let me at 

least come in to look for its eggs. I only want 
one for my father's supper; you shall have all 
the rest." 

"vVlrnt's your father or his supper to us? is 
he so nice that he can eat none but guinea-hen's 
eggs? " said Barbara: " if you want your hen 
and your eggs, pay for them, and you'll have 
them." 
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"I have but sixpence) and you say that won't 
do," said Susan, ,vith a sigh, and she looked at 
her favourite) which was in the maid's grasping 
hands, struggling and screaming in vain. 

Susan retired disconsolate. At the door of her 
father's cottage she saw her friend Rose, who 
was just come to summon her to the hawthorn 
bush. 

" They arc all at the hawthorn, and I'm come 
for you; ,ve can do nothing without !JOU, dear 
Susan," cried Rose, running to meet her, at the 
moment she saw her; "you are chosen queen of 
the May-come, make haste; -but.. what's the 
matter? why do you look so sad?" ... 

"Ah!" said Susan) "don't wait tor i11e, I can't 
come to you; but/' added she, pointing to the 
tuft of double cowslips in the garden, "gather 
those for poor little Mary; I promised them to 
her; and tell her the violets are under the hedge 
just opposite the turnstile, on the right as we go 
to church. Good by-ncYer mind me-I can't 
come-I can't stay, for my father wants me." 

"Ilut don't turn away your face, I won't keep 
you a moment; only tell me what's the matter," 
said her friend, following her into the cottage. 

'' Oh, nothing, not much," said Susan; "only 
that I wan tell the egg in a great hurry for father, 
it would not have vexed me-to uc sure I &hould 

Ii'. 
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have clipped my guinea-hen's wings) and then 
she could not have flown over the hedge-but 
let us think no more about it now/' added she) twinkling away a tear. 

·when Rose) however) learned that her friend's 
guinea-hen was detained prisoner by the attor­
ney's daughter) she exclaimed with all the honest 
warmth of indignation) and instantly ran back to tell the story to her companions. 

"Barbara ! aye ! like father like daughter/' 
cried farmer Price) starting from the thoughtful 
attitude in which he had been fixed) and drawing his cha· · clc. er to his wife. 

"Y pu see something is amiss with me, wife­
I'll tell you what it is." As he lowered his voice, 
Susan, who was not sure that he wished she 
should hear what he was going to say) retired 
from behind his chair. « Susan) don't go; sit 
you down here, my sweet Susan," said he) making 
room for her upon his chair; " I believe I was 
a little cross when I came in first to-night) but I 
had something to Yex me, as you shall hear." 

"About a fortnight ago) you kno,,r, wife/' continued he, r, there was a balloting in our town 
for the militia; now at that time I wanted but 
ten days of forty years of age, and the attorney 
told me I \Yas a fool for not calling myself plump 
forty; but the truth is the truth, and it is what 
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I think fittest to be spoken at all times, come 
what will of it-so I was drawn for a militia­
man; but when I thought how loath you and I 
would be to part, I was main glad to hear that I 
could get off by paying eight or nine guineas for 
a substitute; only I had not the nine guineas, 
for you know we had bad luck with our sheep 
this year, and they died away one after another; 
but that was no excuse: 80 I went to attorney 
Case, and with a power of difficulty I got him 
to lend me the money, for which, to be sure, I 
ga\'e him something, and left my lease of our 
form with him, as he insisted upon it, by way of 
security for the loan. Attorney Case is too 
many for me; he has found what he calls a flaw 
in my lease, and the lease, he tells me, is not 
worth a farthing, and that he can turn us all 
out of our farm to-morrow if he pleases; and 
sure enough he will plea8e, for I have th warted 
bim this day, and he swears he'll be re\~enged of 
me; indeed he has begun with me badly enough 
already. I'm not come to the worst part of my 
story yet--" 

Here farmer Price made a dead stop, and his 
wife and Susan looked up in his face breathless 
,Yith anxiety. 

'' It must come out," said he, with a short 
gigh; "I must leaYe you in three days, wife." 
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"Must you ! " said his wife in a faint resigned 
voice-" Susan, loveJ open the window." 

Susan ran to open the window, and then re­
turned to support her mother's head. 

·when she came a little to herselfJ she sat upJ 
begged that her husband would go onJ and that 
nothing might be concealed from her. 

Her husband had no wish indeed to conceal 
any thing from a wife he loved so well; but 
stout as he "·asJ and steady to his maxim, that 
the truth was the thing the fittest to be spoken 
at all times, his voice faultered, and it was with 
some difficulty that he brought himself to speak 
the whole truth at this moment. 

The fact was this; Case met farmer Price as 
he was corning home whistling, from a new­
ploughed field; the attorney had just dined at 
the Abbey-the Abbey was the family scat of an 
opulent baronet in the neighbourhoodJ to whom 
Mr. Case had been agent; the baronet died sud­
denlvJ and his estate and title devolved to a 
younger brother, who was now just arrived in 
the country, and to whom Mr. Case was eager 
to pay his court, in hopes of obtaining his favour. 
Of the agency he flattered himself that he was 
pretty sccureJ and he thought that he might 
assume the tone of command towards the 
tenants, especially toward one ,,,ho was some 
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guineas in debt, and in whose lease there ,vas a 
flaw. 

Accosting the farmer in a haughty manner, 
the attorney began with, '' So, farmer Price, a 
word with you, if you please; walk on here, 
man, beside my horse, and you'll hear me. You 
have changed your opinion, I hope, about that 
bit of land, that corner at the encl of my garden." 

"As how, Mr. Case?" said the farmer. 
"As how, man-why, you said something 

about it's not belonging to me, when you heard 
me talk of enclosing it. the other day." 

" So I di<l,'' said Price, " and so I do." 
Provoked and astonished at the firm tone in 

,vhich these words were pronounced, the attorney 
Yvas upon the point of swearing that he would 
have his revenge; but as his passions were habi­
tually attentive to the letter of the law, he re­
frained from any hasty expression, which might, 
he was a·ware, in a court of justice, be hereafter 
brought again. t him. 

"My good friend, :\Ir. Price," said he in a soft 
voit'e, and pale ·with suppressed rnge-he forced a 
smile-" I'm under the nece, sity of calling in the 
money I lent you some time ago, and you will 
please to take notice, that it must be paid to­
morrow morning. I wi. h you a good eyening. 
You have the money ready for me, I dare say." 
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" No/' said the farmer, " not a guine:i of it; 

but John Simpson, who was my substitute, has 
not left our vilbge yet; I'll get the money back 
from him, and go myself, if so be it must be so., 
into the militia-so I will." 

The attorney did not expect such a determina­
tion, and he represented in a friendly hypocritical 
tone to Price.," that he had no wish to drive him 
to such an extremity, that it would be the height 
of folly in him to run his head against a wall for 
no plllpose. You don't mean to take the corner 
into your own garden, do you, Price?" said he. 

" I," said the farmer, " it's none of mine; 
I never take what does not belong to me." 

" True, right, very proper, of course," said 
l\fr. Case; "but then you have no interest in 
life in the laud in question?'' 

"None." 
"Then why so stiff about it, Price? all I want 

of you is to say---'' 
"To say that black is white, which I won't do, 

~Ir. Case; the ground is a thing not worth 
talking of, but it's neither yours nor mine; in 
my memory, since the ne,v lane was made, it has 
al ways been open to the parish, and no man shall 
enclo e it with my good will. Truth is truth, 
arnl mu ' t be spoken; justice is justice, and should 
be done, l\lr. Attorney." 
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"And law is law, Mr. Farmer, and shall have 
its course, to your cost," cried the attorney, exas­
perated by the dauntless spirit of this village 
Hampden. 

Here they parted-the glow of enthusiasm, 
the pride of virtue, which made our hero brave, 
could not render him insensible. As he drew 
nearer home many melancholy thoughts pressed 
upon his heart; he passed the door of his own 
cottage with resolute steps, however, and went 
through the village in search of the man who 
had engaged to be his substitute. He found him, 
told him how the matter stood: and luckily the 
man, who had not yet spent the money, was 
willing to return it, as there were many others 
had been drawn for the militia, who, he observed, 
would be glad to give him the same price, or 
more, for his services. 

The moment Price got the money, he hastened 
to Mr. Case's house, vvalked straight forward into 
his room, and laying the money down upon his 
desk, " There, Mr. Attorney, are your nine 
guineas; count them; now I have done with you." 

"Not yet," said the attorney, jingling the 
mone:v triumphantly in his hand; "we'll give 
you a taste of the law, my good sir, or I'm mis­
taken. You forgot the flaw in your lease, which 
I have safe in this desk." 
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"Ah, my lease!" said the farmer, who had 
almost forgot to ask for it till he was thus put 
in mind of it by the attorney's imprudent 
threat-

" Give me my lease, Mr. Case; I've paid my 
money, you have no right to keep the lease any 
longer, whether it is a bad one or a good one." 

" Pardon me," said the attorney, locking his 
desk, and putting the key into his pocket, "pos­
session, my honest friend," cried heJ striking his 
hand upon the desk, "possession is nine points of 
the law. Good night to you. I cannot in con­
science return a lease to a tenant in which I know 
there is a capital flaw; it is my duty to show it 
to my employer, or in other ·words, to your new 
landlord, whose agent I have goocl reasons to 
expect I shall be. You will live to repent your 
obstinacy, Mr. Price. Your servant, sir." 

Price retired melancholy, but not intimidated. 
Many a man returns home with a gloomy 

countenance, who has not quite so much cause 
for vexation. 

\Vhen Susan heard her father's story, she quite 
forgot her guinea-hen, and her whole soul was 
intent upon her poor mother, who, not,Yith­
stancling hc1· utmost exertion, could not support 
herself nnder this sudden stro1~c of misfortune. 
In the mi<l<lle of lh~ night Sm,au was called up; 
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her mother's fever ran high for some hours, but 
towards morning it abated, and she fell into 
a soft sleep with Susan's hand locked fast in 
hers. 

Susan sat motionless, and breathed softly, lest 
she should disturb her. The rush-light, ·which 
stood beside the bed, was now burnt low, the 
long shadow of the tall wicker chair flitted, faded, 
appeared, and vanished, as the flame rose and 
sunk in the socket. Susan was afraid that the 
disagreeable smeJl might waken her mother, and 
gently disengaging her hand, she went on tiptoe 
to extinguish the candle-all was silent; the 
grey light of the morning was now spreading 
over every object; the sun rose slowly, and Susan 
stood at the lattice-window, looking through the 
small leaded cross-barred panes at the splendid 
spectacle. A few birds began to chirp, but as 
Susan was listening to them, her mother started 
in her sleep, and spoke unintelligibly. Susan 
hung up a white apron before the window to 
keep out the light, and just then she heard the 
sound of music at a distance in the village. As 
it approached nearer, she knew that it was Philip 
playing upon his pipe and tabor; she di tin­
guished the merry voices of her companions, 
" carollinrr in honour of the :Mav," and soon she 
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with branches and garlands in their hands. She 
opened quickly, but gently, the latch of the door, 
and ran out to meet them. 

"Here she is !-Here's Susan!" they ex­
claimed joyfully; "Here's the queen of the 
May." " And here's her crown ! " cried Rose, 
pressing for,vard; but Susan put her finger upon 
her lips, and pointed to her mother's window­
J>hilip's pipe stopped instantly. 

" Thank you," said Susan; "my mother is ill, 
I can't leave her, you know." Then gently 
putting aside the crown, her companions bid her 
say who should wear it for her. 

" \iVill you, dear Rose?" said she, placing the 
garland upon her friend's head-" It's a charming 
May morning," added she, with a smile; "good 
by. \Ve sha'n't hear your voices or the pipe 
when you have turned the corner jnto the village, 
so you need only stop till then, Philip." 

" I shall stop for all day," said Philip; "I've 
no mind to play any more." 

"Good by, poor Susan; it's u pity you can't 
come with us," said all the children; and little 
Mary ran after Su an to the cottage door. 

" I forgot to thank you," said she, "for the 
double cow lips; look how pretty they arc, and 
smell how sweet the violets are in my bosom, and 
kiss me quick, for I shall be left behind ! " 
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Susan ki,ssed the little breathless girl, and re­
turned softly to the side of her mother's becl. 

'' How grateful that child is to me for a cow­
slip only !-How can I be grateful enough to 
such a mother as this ? " said Susan to herself, as 
she bent over her sleeping mother's pale counte­
nance. 

Her mother's unfinished knitting lay upon a 
table near the bed, and Susan sat clo,Yn in her 
wic1~er arm-chair, and "·ent on with the row, in 
the middle of which her hand stopped the pre­
ceding evening. 

"She taught me to knit, she taught me every 
thing that I know," thought Susan; "ancl, Lest 
of a11, she taught n::.e to love her, to wish to be 
like her." 

f-Ier mother, when she awakened, felt much 
refreshed by her tranquil sleep, and observing 
that it was a delightful morning, said, "that 
she 1-:ad been dreaming she heard music, but that 
the drum frightened her, because she thought it 
was the signal for her hu..;bancl to be carrid 
away by a whole regiment of soldiers, who had 
pointed their bayonets at him. But that wns 
but a dream, Susan; I awakened, and knew it 
was a dream, and I then fell asleep, and ha,·e 
~lcpt soundly e,·cr ince." 

How painful i :; it to waken to the rcmcm-
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brance of misfortune ! Gradually as this poor ,,.,·oman collected her scattered thoughts, she recalled the circumstances of the preceding evening; she was too certain, that she hail heard from her husband's ovvn lips the words, I must leave you in three days, and she wished that she could sleep again, and think it all a dream. 

"But he'll want, he'll want a hundred things," said she, starting up; " I 1:nust get his linen ready for him. I'm afraid it's very late; Susan, why did you let me lie so long?" 
"Every thing shall be ready, dear mother, only don't hurry yourself," said Susan. 
And indeed her mother was ill able to bear any hurry, or to do any work this day. 
Susan's affectionate, dexterous, sensible activity was never more wanted, or more effectual. She 

understood so readily, she obeyed so exactly, and, when she was left to her own discretion, judged o prudently, that her mother had little trouble and no anxiety in directing her; she said that Su an never did too little or too much. 
Susan ,ms mending her father's linen, when Rose tapped softly at the window, and beckoned to her to come out; she went out. 
" How does your mother do, in the first place ? " said Rose. 
"Better, thank you." 
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"That's well) and I have a little bit of good 

news for you besides-here/' said she) pulling 

out a glove) in which there was money) "we'll 

get the guinea-hen back again-we have all 

agreed about it. This is the money that has 

been given to us in the village this .May morn­

ing; at every door they gave silver-see how 

generous they have been; twelve shillings) I 

assure you. K ow we arc a match for miss 

Barbara. You won't like to leave home. I'll 

go to Barbara, and you shall see your guinea-hen 

in ten minutes.'' 
Rose hurried aYvay, pleased with her commis­

sion, and eager to accomplish her business. 

1\liss Barbara's maid, Betty, was the first per­

son that ,vas visible at the attorney's house. 

Rose insisted upon seeing Miss Barbara her­

self, and she was shown into a parlour to the 

young lady, who was reading a dirty novel, which 

she put under a heap of law papers as they 

entered. 
"Dear, hO\v you slar!lccl me! is it only you?" 

said she to her maid; but as soon as she saw 

Rose behind the maid she put on a scornful air. 

'' Could not ye say I was not at home, Betty? 

"\V cll) my good girl) what brings you here? 

something to borrow or beg, I suppose." 

.1\Iay every ambassaclor-cvery ambassa<lor in 

.... 
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as good a cause, answer with as much dignity 
and moderation as Rose replied to Barbara upon 
the present occasion ! 

She assured her, that the person from whom 
she came did not senJ her either to beg or to 
borrow, that she was able to pay the full value 
of that for which she came to ask; and producing 
her well-filled purse, '' I believe that this is a 
very good shilling," said she; "if you don't like 
it I will change it; and now you will be so good 
a to give me Susan's guinea-hen; it is in her 
name I ask for it." 

"No matter in whose name you ask for it," 
replied Barbara, "you will not have it-take up 
your shilling, if you please. I would haxe ta ken 
a hilling yesterday, if it had been paid at the 
time properly; but I told Su an, that if it was 
not paid then, I houlcl keep the hen, and so I 
::;hall, I promise her. You may go back and tell 
her so." 

The attorney's daughter had, whilst Rose 
opened her negociation, measured the depth of 
her purse with a keen eye, and her penetration 
discoYcrecl that it contained at least ten hillings; 
with proper management she had some hopes 
that the guinea-hen might be made to bring in 
at least half the money. 

Ro ·e, who was of a warm temper, not quite 
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so fit a match as she had thought herself for the 
wily Barbara, incautiously exclaimed, "What­
ever it costs us, we are determined to have 
Susan's favourite hen; so if one shilling won't 
do, take two, and if hvo won't do, why take 
three." 

Three shillings sounded provokingly upon the 
table, as she threw them down one after another, 
and Barbara coolly replied, " Three won't do." 

a Have you no conscience, Miss Barbara? then 
take four." 

Barbara shook her head. A fifth shilling ,vas 
instantly proffered-but Bab, who now saw 
plainly that she had the game in her own hands, 
preserved a cold cruel silence. 

Rose ,;;,,rent on rapidly, bidding shilling after 
shilling, till she had completely emptied her 
purse. 

The tv.relve shillings were spread upon the 
table-Barbara's avarice . was moved, she con­
sented for this ransom to liberate her prisoner. 

Rose pushed the money towards her, but just 
then recollecting that she was acting for others 
more than fur herself, and doubting whether she 
had full powers to conclude such an extravagant 
bargain, she gathered up the public treasure, and 
with newly-rec?vered prudence obsened that she 
must go back to consult her friends. 
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Her generous little friends were amazed at 

Barbara's meanness, but with one accord declared, 
that they were most willing, for their parts, to 
give up every farthing of the money. They all 
went to Susan in a body, and told her so. 

"There's our purse," said they, "do what you please with it." 
They would not wait for one word of thanks, 

but ran away, leaving only Rose with her to 
settle the treaty for the guinea-hen. 

There is a certain manner of accepting a fa­
vour, which shows true generosity of mind. 
Many know how to give, but few know how to accept a gift properly. 

Susan was touched, but not astonished, by the 
kindness of her young friends, and she received 
the purse with as much simplicity as she would have given it. 

" \Vell;' said Rose, " shall I go back for the guinea-hen?" 
"The guinea-hen ! " said Susan, starting from 

a reverie into which she had fallen as she con­
templated the purse, "certainly I do long to see 
my pretty guinea-hen once more, but I was not 
thinking of her just then--I was thinking of my father." 

Now Susan had heard her mother often in the 
coun,e of this <lay wish that she had but money 
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enough in the worlcl to pay Joseph Simpson for 
going to serve in the militia instead of her hus­
band. "This to be sure will go but a little 
way," thought Susan, (( but still it may be of 
some use to my father." She told her mind to 
Rose, and concluded by saying decidedly, that 
a if the money was given to her to dispose 
of as she pleased, she would give it to her fa­
ther." 

a It is ail yours, my dear good Susan," cried 
Rose, with a look of warm approbation: a this is 
so like you! But I'm sorry that Miss Bab must 
keep your guinea-hen. I would not be her for 
all the guinea-hens, or guineas either, in the 
whole world. ·why, I'll answer for it the 
guinea-hen won't make her happy, and you'll 
be happy even without-because you arc good. 
Let me come and help you to-morro,v," con­
tinued she, looking at Susan's worl,... (( If you 
have any more mending-work to do-I never 
liked work till I worked with you-I won't 
forget my thimble or my scissors," added she, 
laughing,-(< though I used to forget them when 
I was a giddy girl. I assure you I am a great 
hand at my needle now-try me." 

Susan assured her friend that she did uot 
dou ht the powers of her needle, and that she 
would most willingly accept of her services, but 
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that, unluckily, she had finished all the needle­
work that was immediately wanted. 

"But do you know," said she, "I shall have 
a great deal of business to-morrow-but I won't 
tell you what it is that I have to do, for I am 
afraid I shall not succeed; but if I do suc­
ceed, I'll come and tell you directly, because you 
will be so glad of it." 

Susan, who had always been attentive to what 
her mother taught her, and who had often assist­
ed her when she was baking bread and cakes for 
the family at the Abbey, had now formed the 
countgeous, but not presumptuous idea, that she 
could herself undertake to bake a batch of bread. 
One of the servants from the Abbey had been sent 
all round the village in the morning, in search of 
bread, and had not been able to procure any that 
was tolerable. Mrs. Price's last baking failed for 
want of good barm; she was not now strong enough 
to attempt another herself; and when the brewer's 
boy came with eagerness to tell her that he had 
some fine fresh yeast for her, she thanked him, 
but sighed, and said it would be of no use to her, 
she was too ill for the work. Susan modestly 
requested permission to try her hand, and her 
mother would not refuse her. ';. Accordingly she 
went to work with much prudent care, and when 

" Thi circumstance is foundcu on fact. 
Q2 
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her bread the next morning came out of the oven 
it was excellent-at least her mother said so, and. 
she was a good judge. It was sent to the Abbey, 
and as the family there had not tasted any good 
bread since their arrival in the country, they also 
\vere earnest and warm in its praise. Inquiries 
were made from the housekeeper, and they heard, 
with some surprise, that this excellent bread was 
made by a young girl of twelve years old. The 
housekeeper, who had known Susan from a child, 
was pleased to have an opportunity of speaking 
in her favour. 

"She is the most industrious little creature, 
ma'am, in the world," said she to her mistress; 
"little I can't so ,,vell call her now, since she's 
grown tall and slender to look at ; and glad I am 
she is grown up likely to look at, for handsome is 
that handsome does-and she thinks no more of 
her being handsome than I do myself-yet she has 
as proper a respect for herself, ma'am, as )'OLL have; 
and I always see her neat, and with her mother, 
ma'am, or fit people, as a girl should be; as for 
her mother, she doats upon her, a well she may, 
for I should myself if I had half such a daughter; 
and then she has two little brothers, and she's as 
good to them, and my boy Philip says, taught 'em 
to read more than the school-mistress, all with 
tenderness and good nature; but I beg your 
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pardon, ma'am. I cannot stop myself when I once 
begin to talk of Susan.'-' 

" You have really said enough to excite my 
curiosity," said her mistress; "pray send for her 
immediately; we can sec her before we go out to 
,vnlk:." 

The benevolent housekeeper despatched her boy 
Philip for Sman. Susan was ncYer in such an 
unlicly state, that she could not obey such a sum. 
mons without a long preparation. She l1ad, i t 
is true, been very busy, but orderly people can be 
busy and neat at the same time. She put on her 
usual straw hat, and accompanied Rose's mother, 
who was going with a basket of cleared muslin to 
the Abbey. 

The modest simplicity of Susan's appearance, 
and the artless good sense and propriety of the 
answers she gave to ail the questions that were 
asked her, pleased the ladies at the Abbey, who 
were good judges of characters and manners . 

Sir Arthur Somers had two sisters, ensible, 
benevolent women; they were not of that race 
of fine ladies, who arc miserable the moment they 
come to the counlr!J ~· nor yet were they of that 
bustling sort, who quack and direct all their poor 
neighbours, for the mere loYe of managing, or the 
want of something to do. They werejudiciou~ly 
.;cncrous, ancl whiht they wished to diffuse hap-
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piness, they were not peremptory in requiring that 
people should be happy precisely their own way. 
vVith these dispositions, and with a well informed 
brother, who, though he never wished to direct, 
was al ways willing to assist in their efforts to do 
good, there were reasonable hopes that these ladies 
would be a blessing to the poor villagers amongst 
whom they were now settled. 

As soon as miss Somers had spoken to Susan, 
she inquired for her brother; but Sir Arthur was 
in his study, and a gentlem~n was with him on 
business. 

Susan was desirous of returning to her mother, 
ancl the ladies, therefore, would not detain her. 
Miss Somers told her with a smile, ·when she took 
leave, that she would call upon her in the evening 
at six o'clock. 

It was impossible that such a grand event as 
Susan's visit to the Abbey could long remain 
unknown to Barbara Case and her gossiping 
maid. They watched eagerly for the moment 
of her return, that they might satisfy their curi­
osity. 

"There she is, I declare, just come into her 
garden," cried Bab. " I'll run in and get it all 
out of her, in a minute." 

Bab could descend without shame, whenever 
it suited her purposes, from the height of in-
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solcnt pride to the lowest meanness of fawning familiarity. 

Susan was gathering some marigolds and some 
parsley for her mother's broth. 

"So, Susan," said Bab, who came dose to her 
before she percei vcd it, " how goes the world with you to-day? " 

"My mother is rather better to-day, she says, 
ma'am-thank you," replied Susan, coldly but civilly. 

" Jla' am, dear, how polite we are grown of 
a sudden ! " cried Bab, winking at her maid. 
"One may See you've been in good company this 
morning-Hey, Susan-come, let's hear about 
it? " "Did you see the ladies themselves, or was 
it only the housekeeper sent for you?" said the maid. 

"What room did you go into? " continued 
Bab. " Diel you see miss Somers, or Sir Ar­thur? " 

" Miss Somers." 
"La, she saw miss Somers! Betty, I must 

hear about it. Can't you stop gathering those 
things for a minute, and chat a bit with us, Su­san?" 

" I can't stay, indeed, miss Barbara, for my 
mother's broth is _just wanted, and I'm in a 
hurry." Susan ran home. 
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"Lord, her head is full of broth now/' said 
Bab to her maid, " and she has not a word for 
herself, though she has been abroad. .dy papa 
may well call her Simple Susan-for simple she is, 
ancl simple she will be all the world over; for my 
part, I think she's little Letter than a downright 
simpleton ; but ho,vever, simple or not, I'll get 
Yvhat I want out of her; she'll be able to speak, 
may be, when she has settled the grand matter 
of the broth. I'll step in and ask to see her 
mother; that will put her in a good humour in 
a trice." 

Barbara followed Susan into the cottage, and 
found her occupied ,vith the grand affair of the 
broth. 

"Is it ready? " said Bab, peeping into the pot 
that was over the fire: a dear, how savoury it 
smells! I•Jl wait till you go in with it to your 
mother, for I must ask her how she does myself." 

a \Vill you please to sit down then, miss?" 
said Simple Susan, with a smile, for at this in­
stant she forgot the guinea-hen. "I have but 
just put the parsley into the broth, but it will 
soon be ready." 

During this interval Bab employed herself 
mc1ch to her own satisfaction, in cross-question­
ing Susan. She was rather provoked indeed that 
·11e could not learn exactly how each of the ladies 
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was dressed, and what there was to be for dinner 
at the Abbey; and she was curious beyond mea­
sure to find out what miss Somers meant, by say­
ing that she would call at Mr. Price's cottage at 
six o'clock in the evening. "What do you think she could mean? " 

"I thought she meant what she said," replied 
Susan, "that she would come here at six o'clock." 

"Aye, that's as plain as a pike-staff:" said Bar­
bara; "but what else did she mean, think you? 
People, you know, don't ahvuys mean exactly, 
downright, neither more nor less than they say." 

"Not al ways," said Susan, with an arch smile, 
which convinced Barbara that she was not quite a simpleton. 

" 1.Yot abva!Js," repeated Barbara, colouring; 
"Oh, then, I suppose you have some guess at what miss Somers meant." 

" 
1
o," said Susan, "I was not thinking about miss Somers, when I said not always." 

" How nice that broth does look ! " resumed Barbara, after a pause. 
Susan had now poured the broth into a basin, 

and as she strewed over it the bright orange­
marigolds, it looked very tempting; she taste · 't, 
and added now a little salt, and now a little 
more, till :she thought it was ju t to her mother' · tastr. 
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" Oh, I must taste it," said Bab, taking the 
basin up gree<lily. 

'' ,v on' t you take a sporm? " said Susan, trem­
bling at the large mouthfuls which Barbara sucked 
up with a terrible noise. 

a Take a spoonful, indeed ! " exclaimed Bar­
bara, setting down the basin in high anger. "The 
next time 1 taste your broth you shall affront 
me, if you dare ! The next time I set my foot 
in this house, you shall be as saucy to me as you 
please." And she flounced out of the house, ex­
claiming, '' Take a spoon, pig, was what you 
meant to say." 

Susan stood in amazement at the beginning of 
this speech, but the concluding words explained 
to her the my tery. 

Some years before this time, "·hen Susan ,\·as 
a Yery little girl, and could scarcely peak plain, 
as she was eating a basin of bread and milk for 
her supper at the cottage door, a great pig came 
up, and put his nose into the basin. Susan was 
willing that the pig should have some share of the 
bread ancl milk, but as she cat with a spoon, and 
he with his largemouth, she 1,resently discovered 
that he was likely to ha,·e more than hi· share, 
and in a simple tone o:f expostulation, he said to 
him, "Take a poon, pig."•:-:- The saying became 

K This is a true anecdote. 

I .. 

,, 



SDIPLE SUSAN. 
179 

proverbial in the village, Susan's little companions repeated it, and applied it upon many occasions, whenever any one claimed more than his share of any thing good. Barbara, who was then not miss Barbara, but plain Bab, and ,vho played with all the poor children ·in the neighbourhood, was often reproved in her unjust methods of di­vision by Susan's :µroverb. Susan, as she grew up, forgot the childish saying, but the remem­brance of it rankled in Barbara's mind, and it ,-vas to this that she suspected Susan had alluded, when she recommended a spoon to her whilst she was swallowing the basin of broth. 
"La, miss/' said Barbara's maid, when she found her mistress in a passion upon her return from Susan's, "I only wondered you did her the honour to set your foot within her doors. What need haYe you to trouble her for news about the Abbey folks, when your own papa has been there all the morning, and is just come in, and can tell you eYcry thing." 

Barbara did not know that her father meant to go to the Abbey that morning, for attorney Case was mysterious even to his own family about his morninl! rides. He nm•cr chose to be '--' . ask eel where he "·as going, or where he had been, and this made his senauts more than com­monly inquisitive to truce him. 
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Earl.Jara, against whose apparent childishness; 

and real cunning, he was not sufficiently upon 

his guard, harl often the art of drawing him into 

conversation about his visits. She ran into her 

father's parlour, but she knew, the moment she 

savv his face, that it was no time to ask ques­

tions; his pen was across his mouth, and his 

brown wig pushed oblique upon his contracted 

forehead-the wig was always pushed crooked, 

wheneYer he was in a brown, or rather a black 

study. Barbara, who did not, like Susan, bear 

with her father's testy humour from affection 

and gentleness of disposition, but who always 

humoured him from artifice, tried all her skill to 

fathom his thoughts; and when she found that 

it vrnuld not do, she went to tell her maid so, 

and to complain that her father was so cross, there 

was no bearing him. 
It is true that attorney Case was not in the 

happiest mood possible, for he was by no means 

satisfied with his morning's work at the Abbey. 

Sir Arthur Somers, the ne1V man, did not suit 

him, and he began to be rather apprehensive 

that he should not suit sir Arthur. He had 

sound reasons for his doubts. 

Sir Arthur Somers was an 

and a. perfectly horn~st man. 

our attorney a contradiction 

excellent lav:yer, 

This seemed to 

in terms; in the 
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course of his practice the case had not occurred, 
aud he had no precedents ready to direct his proceedings. 

Sir Arthur Somers was a man of wit and elo­
quence, yet of plain dealing and humanity. The 
attorney could not persuade himself to believe 
that the benevolence was any thing but en­
lightened cunning, and the plain dealing he one 
minute dreaded as the master-piece of art, and 
the next despised as the characteristic of folly. 
In short, he had not yet decided whether he was 
an honest man or a knave. He had settled ac­
counts with him for his late agency, he had 
talked about sundry matters of business, he con­
stantly perceived that he could not impose upon 
sir Arthur; but that he could know all the 
mazes of the lav,r, and yet prefer the straight 
road, was incomprehensible. 

Mr. Case paid him some compliments on his 
great legal abilities, and his high reputation at the bar. 

" I have left the bar," replied sir Arthur, coolly. 

The attorney looked in unfeigned astonish­
ment, when a man was actually making 3,0001. 
per annum at the bar, that he should leave it. 

" I am come," said he, " to enjoy the kind of 
domestic life which I prefer to all others, in the 

YOL. I. 
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country, amongst people whose happiness I hope 
to increase." 

At this speech the attorney changed his 
ground, flattering himself that he should find his 
man averse to business, and ignorant of country 
affairs. He talked of the value of land and of 
new leases. 

Sir Arthur ,vished to enlarge his domain, to 
make a ride round. it. A map of the domain was 
upon the table j Farmer Price's garden came ex• 
actly across the new road for the ride. Sir 
Arthur looked disappointed, and the keen attor. 
ney seized the moment to inform him that 
" Price's whole land was at his disposal." 

" At my disposal! how so?" cried. sir Arthur, 
eagerly; "it will not be out of lease, I believe, 
these ten years. I'll look into the rent-roll again, 
perhaps I am mistaken." 

a You are mistaken, my good sir, and you are 
not mistaken," said Mr. Case, with a shrewd 
smile; " the land will not be out of lease these 
ten years in one sense, and in another it is out of 
lease at this time being. To come to the point 
at once, the lease is ab origine null and void. I 
have detected a capital flaw in the body of it j I 
pledge my credit upon it, sir; it can't stand a 
single term in law or equity." 

The attorney obscrYed, that at these "'ords 
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sir Arthur's eye was fixed with a look: of earnest 
attention. a Now I have him!" said the cun-
ning tempter to himself. 

"Neither in law nor equity?" 
Arthur, with apparent incredulity. 
sure of that, Mr. Case?" 

repeated sir 
"Are you 

"Sure! As I told yon before, sir, I'd pledge 
my whole credit upon the thing-I'd stake my existence." 

a That's sometlti11g," said sir Arthur, as if he 
was pondering upon the matter. 

The attorney went on with all the eagerness of 
a keen man, who sees a chance at one stroke of 
winning a rich friend, and of ruining a poor 
enemy; he explained with legal volubility, and 
technical amplification, the nature of the mistake 
in l\lr. Price's lease. " It was, sir," said he, " a 
lease for the lifo of Peter Price, Susannah his 
wife, and to the survivor or survivors of them, or 
for the full time and term of twenty years, to 
be cornputec.l from the first day of May then 
next ensuing. Now, sir, this you sec is a lease 
in reversion, which the late sir Benjamin 
Somers had not, by his settlement, a right to 
make. This is a curious rnistal:e, you see, sir 
1\rthur, and in filling up those printed leases 
there's always a good chance of some Haw; I 
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find it perpetually, but I never found a better 
than this in the whole course of my practice." 

Sir Arthur stood in silence. 
" My dear sir/' said the attorney, taking him 

by the button, "you have no scruple of stirring 
in this business?" 

" A little," said sir Arthur. 
" Why, then, that can be done away in a mo­

ment; your name shall not appear in it at all; 
you have nothing to do but to make over the 
lease to me-I make all safe to you with my 
bond. Now being in possession, I come forward 
in my own proper person. Shall I proceed?" 

" No; you have said enough," replied sir 
Arthur. 

'' The case, indeed, lies in a nutshell," said the 
attorney, who had by this time worked himself 
up to such a pitch of professional enthusiasm, 
that, intent upon his vision of a law-suit, he 
totally forgot to observe the impression his words 
made upon sir Arthur. 

" There's only one thing we have forgotten all 
this time," said sir Arthur. 

" '""hat can that be, sir? " 
" That ""e shall ruin this poor man." 
Case was thunderstruck at these words, or 

rather by the look which accompanied them. 
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He recollected that he had laid himself open, 
before he was sure of sir Arthur's real charac­
ter. He softened, and said he should have had 
certainly more consideration in the case of any 
but a litigious pig-headed fellow, as he knew 
Price to be. 

" If he be litigious," said sir Arthur, " I 
hall certainly be glad to get him fairly out of 

th~ parish as soon as possible. \\lien you go 
home you will be so good, sir, as to send me his 
lease, that I may satisfy myself, before we stir 
in this business." 

The attorney, brightening up, prepare<l to 
take leaye, but he would not persuade himself 
to take his departure, without making one push 
at sir Arthur about the agency. 

"I will not trouble !JOU, sir Arthur, with this 
lease of Price's," said he; " I'll leave it with 
your agent. \\Thom shall I apply to?" 

" To lll!JSelf, sir, if you please," replied sir Arthur. 

The courtiers of Loui · the XI \Tth could not 
have looked more a touncled than our attorney, 
when they rccci\'ed from their monarch a simi­
lar answer. It was thi · uuexpected reply of 
S:r Arthur'. "hich had deranged the temper of 
. Ir. Ca:-1...', which hacl cau~ed his "ig to st:mtl so 
crookcll upon his fo1"t~hc,1l1; <11lll "hich ruHkren 
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him impenetrably silent to his inquisitive daugh­
ter Barbara. After walking up and down his 
room, conversing with himself for some time, 
he concluded that the agency must be given to 
somebody, when sir Arthur should go to attend 
his duty in parliament; that the agency, even 
for the winter season, was not a thing to be 
neglected, and that, if he managed well, he 
might yet £ecure it for himself. He had often 
found that small timely presents worked won­
derfully upon liis own mind, and he judged of 
others by himself. The tenants had been in 
the reluctant, but constant, practice of making 
him continual petty offerings, and he resolved 
to try the same course with sir Arthur, whose 
resolution to be his own agent he thought ar­
gued a close, saving, avaricious disposition. 

He had heard the housekeeper at the Abbey 
inquiring, as he passed through the servants, 
whether there was any lamb to Le gotten? She 
said that sir Arthur was remarkably fond of 
lamb, and that she wished she could get a quar­
ter for him. 

Immediately he sallied into his kitchen, as 
soon as the idea struck him, and asked a shep­
herd, who was waiting there, whether he knew 
of a nice fat lamb to be had any where in the 
neighbourhood. 

1 
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" I know of one," cried Barbara ; " Susan 

Price has a pet lamb, that's as fat as fat can be." 
The attorney eagerly caught at these words, 

and speedily devised a scheme for obtaining 
Susan's lamb for nothing. 

It would be something strange if an attorney 
of his talents and standing was not an over­
match for Simple Susan. He prowled forth in 
search of his prey; he found Susan packing up 
her father's little wardrobe, and when she looked 
up as she knelt, he saw that she had been m tears. 

" How is your mother to-day, Susan ? " 
"vVorse, sir. My father goes to-morrow." 
"That's a pity." 
" It can't be helped," said Susan, with a sigh. 
" It can't be helped-how do you know that?" said he. 

" Sir! dear sir ! " cried she, looking up at him, 
and a sudden ray of hope beamed in her mgc­nuous countenance. 

"And if you could help it, Susan?" 
Susan clasped her hauds in silence, more cxpressi ve than wonk 
" You can help it, Susan.'' 
She started up in ecstasy. 
"vVhat woul<l you give now to have your 

father at home for a whole week longer?" 
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"Any thing !-but I have nothing." 
"Y cs, but you have a lamb," said the hard­

hearted attorney. 
"l\1y poor little lamb," said Susan; "but 

what good can that do?" 
"What good can any lamb do? Is not lamb 

good to eat? Why do you look so pale, girl? 
Are not sheep killed every day? ancl don't you eat 
mutton? Is your lamb better than any body 
else's, think you ? " 

" I don't know, but I love it better." 
"More fool you." 
'' It feeds out of my hand; it follows me 

about; I have always taken care of it; my mother 
gave it to me." 

"\Veil, say no more about it then; if you loye 
your lamb better than your father and your 
mother both, keep it, and good morning to 
you." 

"Stay, oh stay ! " cried Susan, catching the 
skirt of his coat with an cager trembling hand ; 
-" a whole week, did you say? My mother 
may get better in that time. No, I do not love 
my lamb half so well." The struggle of her 
mind ceased, anJ. ,vith a placid countenance and 
calrn voice, "Take the lamb," said she. 

" vVlwrc is it?" said the attorney. 
'Gruzi11g in the meadow, by the uvcr side. 
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"It must be brought up before night-fall for the butcher, remember." 
"I shall not forget it," said Susan, steadily. 

But as soon as her persecutor turned his back 
and quitted the house, she sat down, and hid her 
face in her hands. She was soon roused by the 
sound of her mother's feeble voice, who was call­
ing Susan from the inner room, where she lay. 
Susan went in, but did not undraw the curtain as she stood beside the bed. 

"Are you there, love? Undraw the curtain, 
that I may see you, and tell me-I thought I 
heard some strange voice just now talking to my 
child. Something's amiss, Susan," said her mo­
ther, raising herself as well as ihe was able in 
the bed, to examine her daughter's countenance. 

" \Vould you think it amiss, then, my dear 
mother/' said Susan, stooping to kiss her, " would 
you think it amiss, if my father was to stay with us a week longer? " 

" Susan ! you don't say so?" 
"He is indeed, a whole week ;-but how burning hot your hand is still." 
"Are you sure he will stay? How do you 

know? \"'Vho told you so? Tell me all quick." 
" A ttorncy Case told me so ; he can get him 

a week's longer leave of absence, and he has pro .. mised he will." 



190 SIMPLE SUSAN, 

u God bless him for it for ever and ever ! " 
sai.d the poor woman, joining her hands. "May 
the blessing of Heaven be with him!" 

Susan closed the curtains and was silent-she 
could not sa!J Amen. 

She was called out of the room at this mo­
ment; for a messenger was come from the Abbey 
for the bread bills. It was she who always 
made out the bills, for though she had not had 
a great number of lessons from the writing­
master, she had taken so much pains to learn, 
that she could write a very neat, legible hand, 
and she found this very useful ; she was not, to 
be sure, particularly inclined to draw out a long 
bill at this instant, but business must be done. 
She set to work, ruled her lines for the pounds, 
shillings, and pence, made out the bill for the 
Abbey, and despatched the impatient messenger; 
then she resohecl to make out all the bills for 
the neighbours, ,yho had many of them taken a 
few loaves and rolls of her baking. "I had 
better get all my business finished," said she to 
herself, "before I go down to the meadow to 
take leave of my poor lamb.'' Thi was no 
sooner said than done ; for he found that she 
had a great number of bills to write, and the 
slate on which she had entered the account was 
not immediately to be found, antl when it was 
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found the figures were almost rubbed out; Barbara had sat down upon it; Susan pored over the number of loaves, and the names of the per~ sons who took them, and she wrote, and cast up sums, and corrected and recorrected them, till her head grew quite puzzled. 

The table was covered ·with little square bits of paper, on which she had been writing bills over and over again, when her father came in with a bill in his hand. 
"How's this, Susan?" said he; "How can ye be so careless, child? vVhat is your head running upon? Here, look at the bill you were sending up to the Abbey! I met the messenger, and luckily asked to see how much it was. Look at it." 

Susan looked and blushed; it was written, "Sir Arthur Somers to John Price, debtor, six dozen lambs," so much. She altered it, and returned it to her father; but he had taken up some of the papers which lay upon the table. 
H \Vhat arc all these, child?" 

cc Some of them arc wrong, and I've written them out again," aid Susan. 
" Some of them ! all of them, I think, seem to Le wrong, if I can read," said her father, rather angrily; and he pointed out to her sundry strange mistakes. 
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Her head indeed had been running upon he1 

poor lamb. She corrected all the mistakes with 

so much patience, and bore to he blamed with so 

much good humour, that her father at last said, 

that it was impossible ever to scold Susan with­

out being in the wrong at last. 
As soon as all was set right, he took the bills, 

nnd said he woulcl go round to the neighbours, 

and collect the money himself, for that hr shouhl 

be very proud to have it to say to them, that it 

was all earned by his own little daughter. 

Susan resolved to keep the pleasure of telling 

him of his week's reprieve till he should come 

home to sup, as he had promised to do in her 

mother's room. She was not sorry to hear him 

sigh as he passed the knapssck, which she had 

been packing up for hi3 journey. 
"Ilow delighted he will be when he hears 

the good news!" said she to herself; "but I 

know he will be a little sorry too for my poor 

lamb." 
As she had now settled all her business, she 

thought she could have time to go down to the 

meadow by the river-side to sec her favourite; 

but, just as she had tied on her straw hat, the 

village clock struck four, and this was the hour 

at which she always went to fetch her little 

brothers home from a dame-school near the vil-
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lage. Sho knew that they would be disappointed 
if she was later than usual, and she did not like 
to keep them waiting, because they were very 
patient good boys j so she put off the visit to 
her lamb, and went immediately for her bro­thers. 

VOL, I, 
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CHAPTER II. 

" Ev'n in the spring and play-time of the year, 
" That ca11s th' unwonted villager abroad, 
" ,vith all her little ones, a sportive train, 
" To gather king-cups in the yellow mead, 
"And prink their heads with daisies." COWPER. 

THE dame-school, which was about a mile from 
the hamlet, was not a splendid mansion, but it 
was reverenced as much by the young race of 
village scholars, as if it had been the most stately 
edifice in the land; it was a low-roofed, long, 
thatched tenement, sheltered by a few reverend 
oaks, under which many generations of hopeful 
children had in their turn gambolled. The close 
shaven green, ·which sloped down from the hatch­
door of the school-room, was paled round with a 
rude paling, which, though decayed in some parts 
by time, was not in any place broken by violence, 
The place bespoke order and peace. The dame 
who govitrned here was well obeyed, because she 
was just; and well beloved, because she was ever 
glad to give well-earned praise an<l pleasure to 
her little snbjects. 
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Susan had once been under her gentle domi­nion) and had been deservedly her favourite ~cholar ; the dame often cited her as the best 
example to the succeeding tribe of emulous youngsters. 

Susan had scarcely opened the wicket which separated the green before the school-room door 
from the Jane) when she heard the merry voices of the children) and saw the little troop issuing from the hatchway, and spreading over the green. 

" Oh) there's our Susan ! " cried her two little brothers) running, leaping, and bounding up to 
her; and mauy of the other rosy girls and boys crowded round her to talk of their plays, for Susan was easily interested in all that made others happy; but she could not make them com­prehend, that, if they all spoke at once) it was not possible that she could hear what was said. The voices were still raised one above another, all eager to establish some important observation about nine-pins) or marbl~s, or tops) or bows and 

arrow ) when suddenly music \'Vas heard) unusu::i.l music) and the crowd wa. silenced. The music seemed to be near the spot where the children were standing, and they looked round to sec whence it could come. 
Susan pointed to the great oak tree) and they 

sQ 
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beheld, seated under its shade, an old man play­
ing upon his harp. 

The children all approached-at first timidly, 
for the sounds were solemn, but as the harper 
heard their little footsteps coming towards him, 
he changed his hand, and played one of his most 
lively tunes. The circle closed, and pressed nearer 
and nearer to him; some ,vho were in the fore­
most row whispered to each other: "He is blind! 
What a pity!" and "He looks very poor; what 
a ragged coat he wears!" said others: "He 
must be very old, for all his hair is white, and 
he must have travelled a great way, for his shoes 
are quite worn out," observed another. 

All these remarks were made whilst he was 
tuning his harp, for when he once more began 
to play, not a word was uttered. He seemed 
pleased by their simple exclamations of wonder 
and delight, and} eager to amuse his young 
audience, he played now a gay and now a pathetic 
air, to suit their several humours. 

Susan's voice, ·which was soft and sweet, ex­
pressive of gentleness and good nature, caught his 
ear the moment she spoke; he turned his face 
eagerly to the place where she stood, and it was 
observed, that whenever she said that she liked 
any tune particularly, he played it over again. 

r, I am blind," said the old man 1 "and cannot 
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see your faces, but I know you all asunder by 
your voices, and I can guess pretty well at all your 
humours and characters by your voices." 

" Can you so, indeed?" cried Susan's little 
brother \Villiarn, who had stationed himself 
between the olcl man's knees, " Then you heard 
my sister Susan speak just now. Can you tell 
us what sort of a person she is?,. 

" That I can, I think, without being a con­
juror," said the old man, lifting the boy up on 
his knee; cc !JOltr sister Susan is good-natured." 

The boy clapped his hands. 
" And good-tempered." 
" Right," said little William, with a louder 

clap of applause. 
" And very fond of the little boy who sits upon 

my knee." 

"0 right! right! quite right! " exclaimed the 
child, and cc Quite right!" echoed on all sicles. 

"But how came you to kuow so much, when 
you are blind? " said vVilliam, examining the old 
man attentively. 

cc Hush," said John, who was a year older than 
his brother and ver)r sacre "vou should not , b , • 

put him in mind of his being blincl." 
" T hough I am blind," sai<l the harper, " I 

can hear, you know, and I heard from your ~istcr 
l1crsdf all that I told you of he1, tlmt ::-ihe was 

~ 3 
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good-tempered and good-natured, and fond of 
you." 

"Oh, that's wrong-you did did not hear all 
that from herself, I'm suret said John, "for 
nobody ever hears her praising herself." 

"Did not I hear her tell you, when you first 
came round me, that she was in a great hurry to 
go home, but that she would stay a little while, 
since you wished it so much-was not that good­
natured? and ·when you said you did not like the 
tune she liked best, she was not angry with you, 
but said, 'Then, play \,Villiam's first, if you 
please.' vVas not that good-tempered?" 

"Oh," interrupted "William, "it's all true; 
but how did you find out that she was fond of 
me?" 

"That is such a difficult question,'' said the 
harper, "that I must take time to consider." He 
tuned his harp as he pondered, or seemed to 
ponder; and at this instant two boys, who had 
been searching for birds' -nests in the hedges, and 
who had heard the sound of the harp, came blu -
tering up, and, pushing their way through the 
circle, one of them exclaimed, 

" \Vhat's going on here? ·who are you, my 
old fellow? A blind harper; well, play us a 
tune, if you can play ever a good one-play me 
-let's ..;ee, what shall he play, Bob?" added he, 
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turning to his companion. a Bumper Squire 
Jones." 

The old man, though he did not seem quite 
pleased with the perem]Jtory manner of the re­
quest, played, a~ he was desired, "Bumper Sq1.1ire 
Jones;" and seYeral other tunes were afterward 
bespoke by the same rough and tyrannical voice. 

The little children shrunk back in timid 
silence, and eyed the great brutal boy with dislike. 

This boy ,vas the son of attorney Case, and, as 
his father had neglected to correct his temper 
when he was a child, as he grew up it became 
insu-fferab]e: all who were younger and weaker 
than himself dreaded his approach, and detested 
him as a tyrant. 

\Vhen the old harper was so tired that he could 
play no more, a lad who usually carried his harp 
for him, and who was within call, came up, and 
held his master's hat to the company, saying, 
"\Vill you be pleased to remember us?" The 
children readily produced their halfpence, and 
thought their wealth well bestowed upon this 
poor good-natured man, who had taken so much 
pains to entertain them, better even than upon 
the ginger-bread-woman, whose stall they loved 
to frequent. The hat was held some time to the 
attorney's son before he chose to see it; at last he 
put his hand surlily into his waistcoat pocket, and 
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pulled out a shilling; there were six-penny-worth 
of half-pence in the hat. " I'll take these half­
pence," said he, "and here's a shilling for you." 

" Bless you, sir!" said the ]ad; but as he took 
the shilling, which the young gentleman had slily 
put into the blind man's hand, he saw that it was 
not worth one farthing. 

"I am afraid it is not good, sir," said the lad 
whose business it was to examine the money for 
his master. 

" I am afraid, then, you'll get no other," said 
young Case, with an insulting laugh. 

" It will never do, sir," persisted the lad, " look 
at it yourself, the edges are all yellow; you can 
see the copper through it quite plain; sir, nobody 
will ta]-e it from us." 

" That's your affair," said the brutal boy, 
pushing away his hand; ,; you may pass it, you 
know, as well as I do, if you look sharp-you 
have taken it from me, and I sha'n't take it back 
again, I promise you." 

A whisper of" That's very unjust," was heard. 
-The little assembly, though under evident con­
straint, could no longer suppress their indignation. 

'' Who says it's unjust?" cried the tyrant 
sternly, looking down upon his judges. 

Susan's li ttle brothers had held her gown fast 
to prevent her from moYing at the beginning of 
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this contest, and she was now so much interested 
to see the end of it, that she stood still, without 
making any resistance. 

"Is any one here amongst yourselves a judge 
of silver?" said the old man. 

" Yes, here's the butcher's boy," said the 
attorney's son; " show it to him." 

He was a sickly-looking boy, and of a remark­
ably peaceable disposition. 

Young Case fancied that he would be afraid to 
give judgment against him; llffwever, after some 
moments' hesitation, and after turning the shilling 
round several times, he pronounced, " that, as far 
as his judgment went, but he did not pretend to 
be downright certain sure of it, the shilling was 
not. over and above good." Then turning to Susan, 
to screen himself from manifest danger, for the 
attorney's son looked upon him with a vengeful 
mien, "But here's Susan here, who understands 
silver a great deal better than I do, she takes a 
power of it for bread you know." 

" I'll leave it to her," said the old harper; "if 
she says the shilling is good, keep jt, Jack." 

The shilling was handed to Susan, who, though 
she had with becoming modesty foreborne all in­
terference, did not hesitate, when she was called 
upon, to speak the truth: "I think that this 
shilling is a bad one," said she; and the genLle 
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but firm tone in which she pronounced the 
words, for a moment awed and silenced the angry 
and brutal boy. 

"There's another then," cried he, u I have 
sixpences and shillings too, in plenty, thank my 
stars." 

Susan now walked away with her two litt1c 
brothers, and all the other children separatetl to 
go to their several homes. 

The old harper called to Susan, and begged, 
that, if she wa.s going towards the village, she 
would be so kind as to show him the way. 

His lad took up his harp, and little \Yilliam 
took the old man by the hand : "I'll lead him, I 
can lead him ," said he, and John ran on before 
them, to gather king-cups in the meadow. 

There was a small rivulet, which they had to 
cross, and as the plank Yvhich served for a bridge 
over it Yvas rather narrow, Susan was afraid to 
t rust the old blind man to his little conductor ; 
she therefore went on the tottering plank first 
herself, and then led the old harper carefully 
over : they were now come to a gate, which 
opened upon the high road to the village. 

a There is the high road straight before you," 
said Susan to the lad, ,vho was carrying bis mas­
ter's harp, '' you can't miss it; now I must bid 
you a good evening, for I'm in a great hurry to 

l 
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get home, and must go the short way across the 
fields hC're, which would not be so pleasant for 
you, because of the stiles. Good bye." 

The old harper thanked her, and went along 
the high road, whilst she and her brothers tripped 
on as fast as they could by the short ·way across 
the fields. 

"Miss Somers, I am afraid, will be waiting 
for us," said Susan: "you know she said she would 
call at six, and by the length of our shadows I'm 
sure it is late." 

·when they came to their own cottage door, 
they heard many voices, and they saw, when 
they entered, several ladies standing in the 
kitchen. 

" Come in, Susan, we thought you had quite 
forsaken us," said miss Somers to Susan, who ad. 
vanced timidly. "I fancy you forgot, that we 
promised to pay you a visit this evening; but 
you need not blush so much about the matter, 
there is no great harm done, we have only been 
here about five minutes, and we have been well 
employed in admiring your neat garden, and your 
orderly shelves. Is it you, Susan, who keep 
these things in such nice order?" continued miss 

omers, looking round the kitchen. 
Before Susan coul<l reply, little \Villiam 

1mshed forward, and answered, "Y cs, ma'am; it 
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is my sister Susan that keeps every thing neat, 
and she always comes to school for us too, which 
was what caused her to be so late." "Because 
as how/' continued John, "she was loath to re­
fuse us hearing a blind man play on the harp­
it was we kept her, and we hopes, ma'am, as 
you are-as you seem so good, you won't take it 

. " amiss. 
Miss Somers and her sister smiled at the af­

fectionate simplicity with which Susan's little 
brothers undertook her defence, and they were, 
from this slight circumstance, disposed to think 
yet more favourably of a family which seemed so 
well united. 

They took Susan along with them through the 
village; many came to their doors, and, far from 
envying, all secretly wished Susan well as she 
passed. 

" I fancy we shall find what we ,vant here," 
said miss Somers, stopping before a shop, where 
unfolded sheets of pins and glass buttons glistened 
in the window, and where rolls of many-coloured 
ribands appeared ranged in tempting order. She 
went in, and was rejoiced to see the shelves at the 
back of the counter well furnished with glossy 
tires of stuffs, and gay, neat printed linens and 
calicoes. 

" Now, Susan, choose yourself a gown," .said 
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miss Somers; " you set an example of industry 
and good conduct, of which we wish to take 
1mblic notice, for the benefit of others." 

The shop-keeper, who was father to Susan's 
friend, Rose, looked much satisfied by this speech) 
and as if a compliment had been paid to himself, 
bowed low to miss Somers, and then with alert­
ness, which a London linen-draper might have 
admired, produced piece after piece of his best 
goods to his young customer-unrolled, unfolded, 
held the bright stuffs and callendered calicoes in 
various lights. Now stretched his arm to the 
highest shelves, and brought down in a trice ·what 
seemed to be beyond the reach of any but a giant's 
arm: now dived into some hidden recess beneath 
the counter, and brought to light fresh beauties 
and fresh temptations. 

Susan looked on with more indi£ferenr,c than 
most of the spectators. She ·was thinking much 
of her lamb, and more of her father. 

Miss Somers had put a bright guinea into her 
hand, and had bid her pay for her own gown; 
but Susan, as she looked at the guinea, thought 
it was a great deal of money to lay out upon 
herself, and she wished, but did not know how 
to a ·k, that she might keep it for a better purpose. 

Some people arc wholly inattentive to the 
lcs~er feelings and incapable of reading the coun-

·voL. I. r1, 
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tenances of those on whom they bestow their 

bounty. Miss Somers and her sister were not of 

this roughly charitable class. 
"She does not like any of these things," whis­

pered miss Somers to her sister. 
Her sister observed, that Susan looked as if 

her thoughts were far distant from gowns. 

" If you don't fancy any of these things," said 

the civil shopkeeper to Susan, "we shall have a 

new assortment of calicoes for the spring season 

soon from town." 
" Oh," interrupted Susan, with a smile and a 

blush, " these are all pretty and too good for me, 

but--" 
" But what, Susan?" said miss Somers. "Tell 

us what is passing in your little mind." 
Susan hesitated. 
" vVell then, we will not press you; you are 

scarcely acquainted with us yet; when you are, 

you will not be afraid, I hope, to speak your minu. 

Put tl1is shining yellow counter,'' continued she, 

pointing to the guinea, " in your pocket, and 

make what use of it you please. From what we 

know, and from what ,ve have heard of you, we 

are persuaded that you will make a good use of 

it." 
"I think, madam," said the master of the shop, .ng/ 

with a shrewd good-natured look, "I could give u~ ~ 
tiotJi 
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a pretty good guess myself what will become of 
that guinea-but I say nothing." 

" No, that is right," said miss Somers; "we 
leave Susan entirely at liberty, and now we will 
not detain her any longer. Good night, Sman., 
we shall soon come again to your neat cottage." 

Susan curtsied with an expressive look of gra­
titude, and v,rith a modest frankness in her coun­
tenance, which seemed to say, "I would tell you 
and welcome what I want to do with the guinea 
-but I am not used to speak before so many 
people; when you come to our cottage again you 
shall know all." 

\i\'hen Susan had departed, miss Somers turned 
to tl1e obliging shopkeeper, who v,,as folding up 
all the things he had opened. "You have had a 
great deal of trouble \1vith us, sir," said she; 
" and since Susan will not choose a gown for 
herself, I must." She selected the prettiest, and 
whilst the man was rolling it in paper, she asked 
him several questions about Susan and her family., 
which he was delighted to answcr1 because he had 
now an opportunity of saying as much as he 
wished in her praise. 

" :ro later back, ma'am, than last May morn­
ing," said he, "as my daughter Rose was telling 
us, Susan did a tuin, in her quiet way, by her 
mother, that woulcl not displease you if you were 

TZ 
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to hear it. She was to have been queen of the May, 
ladies, which, in our little village, amongst the 
younger tribe, is a thing, ladies, that is thought of 
a good deal-but Susan's mother was ill, and 
Susan, after sitting up with her all night, would 
not leave her in the morning, even when they 
brought the crown to her. She put the crown 
upon my daughter Rose'~ head with her own 
hands, and to be sure Rose loves her as well as if 
she was her own sister; but I don't speak from 
partiality, for I am no relation whatever to the 
Prices, only a well-wisher, as every one, I believe, 
who knows them, is-I'll send the parcel up to 
the Abbey, shall I, ma'am?" 

" If you please," said miss Somers, " anJ let 
us know as soon as you receive your new things 
from town. You will, I hope, find us good cus­
tomers, and well-wishers," added she, with a 
smile; (( for those who wish well to their neigh­
bours surely deserve to have well-wishers them­
selves." 

A few words may encourage the benevolent 
passions, and may dispose people to live in peace 
and happiness ;-a few words may set them at 
variance, and may lead to misery ancl lawsuits. 
attorney Case and miss Somers were both equally 
convinced of this, and their practice was um­
fonnly consistent with their principles. 

•· 
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But now to return to Susan.-She put the 
bright guinea carefully into the glove, with the 
twelve shillings which she had received from her 
companions on May-day. Besides this treasure, 
she calculated, that the amount of the bills for 
bread could not be less than eight or nine and 
thirty shillings, and as her father was now sure 
of a week's reprieve, she had great hopes that, by 
some means or other, it• should be possible to make 
up the whole mm necessary to pay for a substitute, 
" If that could be clone," said she to herself, 
"how happy would my mother be ! She would 
be quite 5'tout again, for she certainly is a great 
deal better since morning, since I told her that 
father would stay a week longer. Ah ! but she 
,voulcl not have blessed attorney Case though, if 
she had known about my poor Daisy." 

Susan took the path that led to the meadow 
by the water-side, resolved to go by herself, and 
take leave of her innocent favourite. But she 
did not pass by unperceived; her little brothers 
were watching for her return, and as soon as they 
saw her, they ran after her, and overtook her as 
she reached the meadow. 

" \Yhat did that good lady want with you?" 
cried "'William; but looking up in his ister's 
face, he saw tears in her eyes, and he was silent, 
and walked on c1uictly. 
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Susan saw her lamb by the water-side. 

" Who are those two men?" saicl \Villiam. 

" \Vhat arc they going to do with Dais!}'?" 

The two men were attorney Case and the 

butcher. The butcher was feeling whether the 

lamb was fat. 
Susan sat down upon the bank in silent sorrow; 

her little brothers ran up to the butcher, and 

demanded whether he was going to do an!} harm 

to the lamb. 
The buteher did not answer, but the attorney 

replied, "It is not your sister's lamb any longer, 

it's mine-mine to all intents and purposes." 

" Yours," criecl the children with terror; 

" and will you kill it?" 
"That's the butcher's business." 
The little boys now burst in to piercing lamen­

tations; they pushed away the butcher's hand, 

they threw their arms round the neck of the 

lamb, they kissed its forehead-it bleated. 

" It will not bleat to-morrow;" said \Villiam, 

ancl he wept bitterly. 
The butcher looked aside, and hastily rubbed 

his eyes with the corner of his blue apron. 
The attorney stood unmoveLl; he pulled up the 

head of the lamb, which had just stooped to crop 

a mouthful of clover. "I have no time to waste," 

said he; rr butcher, you'll account with me. 1f 
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it's fat-the sooner the Letter. I've no more to 
say." And he walked off <leaf to the prayers of 
the poor children. 

As soon as the attorney was out of sight, Susan 
rose from the bank where she was seated, came 
up to her lamb, and stooped to gather some of the 
fresh dewy trefoil, to let it eat out of her hand 
for the last time. Poor Daisy licked her well­
known hand. 

" Now, let us go," said Susan. 
" I'll wait as long as you please," said the 

butcher. 

Susan thanked him, and walkerl away quickly, 
without looking again at her lamb. 

Her little brothers be7ged the man to stay a 
few minutes, for they had gathered a hanclful of 
blue speedwell and yellow crowsfoot, and they 
were decking the poor animal. 

As it followed the boys through the village, 
the children collected as they passed, and the 
butcher's own son was among the number. 
Susan's steadiness about the bad shilling was full 
in this boy's memory, it had saved him a beating; 
he went directly to his father to beg the life 
of Susan;s lamb. 

" I was thinking about it, boy, myself," said 
the butcher; "it's a sin to kill a pc! lamb, I'm 
thinking-any way it's what I am not used to, 
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and don't fancy doing, and I'll go and say as much 
to attorney Case-but he's a hard man ; there's 
but one way to deal with him, and that's the way 
I must take, though so be I shall be the loser 
thereby: but we'll say nothing to the boys, for 
fear it might be the thing would not take, and 
then it would be worse again to poor Susan, who 
is a good girl, and always was, as well she may, 
being of a good breed, and well reared from the 
first." 

" Come, lads, don't keep a crowd and a scandal 
about my door/' continued he aloud to the chil­
dren; a turn the lamb in here, John, in the 
paddock, for to-night, and go your ways home." 

The crowd dispersed, but murmured, and the 
butcher went to the attorney. a Seeing that all 
you want is a good, fat, tender Jamb, for a present 
for sir Arthur, as you told me," said the butcher, 
" I could let you have what's as good and better 
for your purpose." 

"Better-if it's better I' mready to hear reason." 
The butcher hacl choice, tender lamb, he said, 

fit to eat the next day; and as Mr. Case was 
impatient to make his offering to sir Arthur,· he 
accepted the butcher's proposal, thnugh with such 
seeming reluctance, that he actually squeezed out 
of him, before he would complete the bargain, a 
bribe of a fine sweetbread. 
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In the mean time Susan's brother ran home to 
tell her that her lamb was put into the paddock 
for the night; this was all they knew, and even 
this was some comfort to her. Rose, her good 
friend, was with her, and she had, before her, 
the pleasure of telling her father of his week's 
reprieve-her mother was better, and even said 
she was determined to sit up to supper in her wicker arm-chair. 

Susan was getting things ready for supper, 
when little lVilliam, who was standing at the 
house-door, watching in the dusk for his father's 
return, suddenly exclaimed, "Susan! if here is not our old man ! " 

"Y cs," said the old harper, " I have found my 
way to you ; the neighbours were kind enough to 
show me whereabouts you lived, for though I 
didn't know your name, they guessed who I meant by what I said of you all." 

Susan came to the door, and the old man was delighted to hear her speak again. 
" If it would not be too bold," said he, " I'm 

a stranger in this part of the country, and come 
from afar off; my boy has got a bed for himself 
here in the village, but I have no place-could 
you be o charitable to give an old blind man ·a uight's lodging?" 

'usan said she would stc1) and ask her mother, 
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nnd she soon returned with an answer) that he 

was heartily welcome) if he could sleep upon the 

children's bed) which was but small. 

The old man thankfully entered the ho~pitablc 

cottage-he struck his head against the low roof 

as he stepped over the door.sill. 

" l\1any roofs that are twice as high are not 

half so good/' said he. 
Of this he hacljust had experience at the house 

of attorney Case, where he had a kect but had 

been roughly refused all assistance by miss Bar­

bara) ·who was, according to her usual custom, 

standing, staring at the hall-door. 

The old man's harp was set down in farmer 

Price's kitchen) and he promised to play a tune 

for the boys before they went to bed; their 

mother giving them leave to sit up to supper 

with their father. 
He came home ,vith a sorrowful countenance; 

but how soon did it brighten) when Susan) with 

a smile, said to him, " Father) we've goocl news 

for you! good news for us all !-you have a 

whole week longer to stay with us) and perhaps,'' 

continued she) putting her little purse into his 

hands) « perhaps with what's here, and the bread­

billsJ and what may some how be got together 

before a week's at an end, ,ve may make up the 

nine guineas for the sub::.tituteJ as they can him; 

,· .. 
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·who knows, dear mother, but we may keep him 
with us for ever? "-As she spoke she threw her 
arms round her father, who pressed her to his 
bosom without speaking, for his heart was full. 
He was some little time before he could perfectly 
believe that what he heard was true : but the 
revived smiles of his wife, the noisy joy of his 
little boys, and the satisfaction that shone in 
Susan's countenance, convinced him that he was not in a dream. 

As they sat down to supper, the old harper ,vas 
made welcome to his share of the cheerful though frugal meal. 

Susan's father, as soon as supper was finished, 
even beforD he would let the harper play a tune 
for his boys, opened the little purse which Susan 
had given to him; he was surprised at the sight 
of the twehe shillings, and still more when he 
came to the bottom of the purse, to see the bright golden guinea. 

"How did you come by ail this money?" said he. 

« Honestly and handsomely, that I'm sure of 
beforehanrl," said her proud mother; "but how I 
can't make out, except by the baking. Hey, Susan, is this your first baking ? " 

"Oh, no, no," said her father, "I have her 
first baking nug here, besides, in my pocket. I 
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kept it for a surprise, to do your mother's heart 

good, Susan. Here's twenty-nine shillings; and 

the Abbey bill, which is not paid yet, comes to 

ten more. vVhat think you of this, wife? Have 

we not a right to be proud of our Susan? 

vVhy,'' continued he, turning to the harper, "I 
ask your pardon for speaking out so free before 

strangers in praise of my own, which I know is 

not mannerly; but the truth is the fittest thing 

to be spoken, as I think, at all times; therefore 

here's your good health, Susan;-why, by and by 

she'll be worth her weight in gold-in silver at 

least. But tell us, child, how you came by all 

these riches, and how comes it that I don't go 

to-morrow-All this happy news makes me so 

gay in myself, I'm afraid I shall hardly under­

stand it rightly. But speak on, child-first 
bringing us a bottle of the good mead you made 
last night from your own honey." 

Susan did not much like to tell the history of 

her guinea-hen-of the gown-and of her poor 

lamb-part of this would seem as if she was 

vaunting of her o\vn generosity, and part of it she 

did not like to recollect. But her mother pressed 

to know the ,vhole, and she related it as simply 

as she could. vVhen she came to the story of 

the lamb, her voice faltered, and every body 

present was touc11ed. The old harper sighed once, 
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n.rnl cleared his throat several times -he then 
asked for his harp, anJ., after tuning it for a 
considerable time, he recollected, for he had often 
fits of absence, that he sent for it to play the tune he haJ. promised to the boys. 

This harper came from a great distance, from the mountains of Wales, to contend with several other competitors for a pl'ize, which had been 
advertised by a musical society about a year 
before this time. There was to be a splendid 
ball given upon the occasion at Shrewsbury, which was about five miles from our village. 
The prize was en guineas for the best performer 
on the harp, and the prize was now to be decided in a few days. 

All this intelligence Barbara had long since gained from her maid, who often went to visit in 
the town of Shrewsbury, and she had long had 
her imagination inflamed with the idea of this 
splendid music-meeting and ball. Often had she 
sighed to be there, and often had she revolved 
in her mind schemes for introducing herself to some genteel neighbours, who might take her to 
the ball in their carriage. How rejoiced, how 
triumphant was she, when this very evening, just about the time when the butcher was bar­
gaining with her father about Susan's lamb, a 
lii·e1:i/ servant from the Abbey rapped ~t the YOL. I. 
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door, and lef t a card of in\'itation for ::\Jr. and 

miss Barbara Case ! 
'' There," cried Bab, "I and papa arc to dine 

and. drink tea at the Abbey to-morrow. \Yho 

lrnows? I dare say, when they sec that I am 

not a yulgar lookiug person, nncl all that-and 

if I go cunningly to ,York with miss Somers-as 

I . hall- to be sure, I dare say she'll take me to 

the b,Jl with her." 
"To be ~urc," said the maid, "it's the least 

one may expect from a lady that demeans herself 

to Yisit Susan Price, and goes about a-shopping 

for her; the least :he can do for you is to take 

you in her carriage, which costs nothing, but is 

jmt a common ci vility, to a ball. " 

"Then pray, Betty,'' continucLl mi1is Barbara, 

"don't forget to-morrow, the first thing you do, 

to send off to Shrewsbury for my nc"· bonnet. 

I must have it to dine in, at the Abbey, or the 

ladies will think nothing of me- and, Betty, 

remember the mantua-maker too. I must ee 

and coax papa, to bny me a new gmvn again t 

the ball. I can see, you know, something of t11e 

fashions to-11101-ron' at the Abbey. I hall loo!.: 

the ladies well oi•er, I promise you. And, Bett:v, 

I haYe ~bought of the rno.'t charming present for 

mi. s "'ormrs: as papa says, it's good never to 

go e:mpty-hnnded lo a great house: I'll n:, ke 

" 
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miss Somers, who is fond, as her maid told you, 
of such things-I'll make miss Somers a present 
of that guinea-hen of Susan's ;-it's of no use 
to me, so do you carry it up early in the morning 
to the Abbey with my compliments- That's the thing." 

In full confidence that her present, and her 
bonnet, would operate effectually in her fa.Your, 
miss Barbara paid her first visit to the Abbey. 
She expected to sec \Yonclers; she was dres~ed in 
all the finery which she had heard from her 
maid, who had heard from the prenticc of a 
Shrewsbury milliner, was Lite tltiug in London; 
and she was much surprised and disappointed 
when she was shown into the room where the 
mi ·s Somerses, and the ladies at the A.bbey, were 
sitting, to sec that they did not, in any one part 
of their dress, agree with the picture her imagi­
nation had formed of fashionable ladies. She 
was embarrassed when she saw boCJks, and work, 
and clrawiugs, upon the table; arnl she began to 
think, that some :1ffi-011t was meant to her, 
Lccause the compan,y did not sit with their hands 
before them. \Vhcn miss Somers endeavoured 
to find out conversation that would interest her, 
ancl spoke of walks, ::mc.1 flowers, ancl gardening, 
of which she was herself fond, miss Barbara 
still thought her elf undervalued, nnd soon con-

t: 2 



220 SIMPLE SUSAN. 

trivetl to expose her ignorance most comp1etely 7 

by talking of things which she did not unde1·­
stand. 

Those who never attempt to appear what they 
are not-those who do not in their manners 
pretend to any thing unsuited to their habits and 
situation in life, never are in danger of being 

laughed at by sensible well-bred people of any 
rank; but affectation is the constant and just 
object of ridicule. 

Miss Barbara Case, with her mistaken airs of 
gentility, aiming to be thought a woman, and a 
fine lady, whilst she was in reality a child, and 
a vulgar attorney's daughter, rendered herself so 
thoroughly ridiculous, that the good-natured, yet 
discerning spectators, were painfully divided 
between their sense of comic absurdity, and a 
feeling of shame for one who could feel nothing 
for herself. 

One by one the ladies dropped off-miss 
Somers vvent out of the room for a few minutes 
to alter her dress, as it was the custom of the 
family, before dinner. She left a port-folio of 
pretty drawings and good prints, for miss Bar­
bara's amusement; but miss Barbara's thoughts 
were so intent upon the harpers' ball, that she 
could not be entertained ,,vith such trifles. 

How unhappy are those who spend their time 

Ill 
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m expectation ! They can never enjoy the 
present. 

,Vhilst Barbara was contriving means of in­
teresting miss Somers in her favour, she recol­
lected, with surprise, that not one word had yet 
been said of her present of the guinea-hen. 

l\Irs. Betty, in the hurry of her dressing her 
young lady in the morning, had forgotten it, but 
it came just whilst miss Somers was dressing, 
and the housekeeper came into her mistress's 
room to announce it's arrival. 

"11a':1m," said she, "here's a beautiful guinea­
lien just come, 1vitlt miss Barbara Case's compli­
ments to you." 

Miss Somers knew, by the tone in which the 
housekeeper delivered this message, that there 
was something in the bminess which di<l not, 
perfectly please her. She made no answer, iu 
expectation that the housekeeper, who was a 
woman of a very open temper, would explain 
her cause of dissatisfaction. In this she was noL 
mistaken: the housekeeper came close up to the 
dressing-table, and continued, "I never like to 
speak till I'm sure, ma'am, and I'm not quite 
sure:, to sny certain, in this case, ma'am, but still 
I think it right to tell you, which can't wrong 
any bocly, what c.trne across my mind about this 
:.-ame g umea-hcu, ma'am, ,mtl yu~t can 11H!llll"C 
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into it, and do as you please afterwards, ma'am. 
Some time ago we had fine guinea-fowls of our 
own, and I made bold, not thinking, to be sure, 
that all our own would die away from us, as 
they have done, to give a fine couple last Christ­
mas to Susan Price, and very fond and pleased 
she was at the time: and I'm sure would never 
have parted with the hen ,;vith her goodwill; 
but if my eyes don't strangely mistake, this hen 
that comes from miss Barbara, is the self-same 
identical guinea-hen that I gave to Susan. 
And how miss Bab came by it is the thing thaL 
puzzles me. If my boy Philip was at home, 
may be, as he's often at J\lrs. Price's (v,d1ich I 
don't disapprove), he might lrnmv the history of 
the guinea-hen. I expect him home this night, 
and, if you have no objection, I will sift the 
affair." 

" The shortest way, I should think," said 
Henrietta, "would be to ask miss Ca e herself 
about it, which I will do this evening." 

" If you please, ma'am," said the housekeeper, 
coldly, for she knew that 'miss Barbara was not 
famous in the village for speaking the truth. 

Dinner was now served . Attorney Case ex­
pected to smell mint-sauce, and as the covers 
were taken from off the dishes, looked around 
for lamb-but no lamb appeared. He liad a 
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dexterous knack of twisting the conversation to his point. 

Sir Arthur was speaking, when they sat down to dinner, of a new carving-knife, which he lately 
had had made for his sister; the attorney imme­
diately went from carving-knives to poultry, thence to butcher's meat : some joints, he ob­
served, were much more difficult to carve than 
others; he never saw a man carve better than the gentleman opposite him, who was the curate 
of the parish. " But, sir," said the vulgar 
attorne)', "I must make bold to difi'er with you 
in one point, and I'll appeal to sir Arthur. Sir 
Arthur, pray, may I ask, when you carve a fore­
quarter of lamb, do you, when you raise the shoulder, throw in salt or not ? " 

Thi~ well-prepared question was not lost upon 
sir Arthur; the attorney was thanked for his 
intended present, but mortified and surprised, to 
hear sir Arthur say, that it was a constant rule 
of his never to accept of any presents from his neighbours. "If we were to accept a lamb from 
a rich neighbour on my estate," said he, "I am 
afraid we should mortify many of our poor 
tenants who can have little to offer, though, 
perhaps, they may bear us thorough good-will uot withstanding." 

After the ladies left the dining-room, as they 
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were walking up and down the large halI, miss 
Barbara had a fair opportunity of imitating her 
keen father's method of conversing. One of the 
ladies obsened) that this hall would be a charm­
ing place for music-Bab brought in harps) and 
harpers) and the harpers' ball, in a breath.-a I 
know so much about it) about the ball I mean/' 
said she) a because a lady in ShrewsbUlT; a friend 
of papa's) offered to take me with her, but papa 
did not like to give her the trouble of sending 
so far for me) though she has a coach of her 
O\Yn." 

Barbara fixed her eyes upon miss Somers) as 
she spoke) but she could not read her countenance 
as distinctly as she wished) because miss Somers 
was at this moment letting down the veil of her 
hat. 

a Shall we walk out before tea?" said she to 
l1er companions. « I have a pretty guinea-hen 
to show you." 

Barbara) secretly drawing prop1t10us omens 
from the guinea-hen) followed with a confiden­
tial step. 

The pheasantry was well filled with phea ·anb; 
peacocks) &c. and Sus:in's pretty little guinc .. 1-

hcn appcarecl well) eYcn in this high company­
it was much aclrnirccl. Barbara was in glory-­
~ut her glory ,,·as of short clurcttion. Jusl as mis:-
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Somers was going to inquire into the guinea­
hen's history, Philip came up, to ask permission 
to have a bit of sycamore, to turn a nutmeg-box 
for his mother. 

Philip ,,,as an ingenious lad, and a good turner 
for his age; sir Arthur had put by a bit of syca­
more on purpose for him, and miss Somers told 
him where it was to be found. He thanked her, 
but in the midst of l1is bow of thanks his eye 
was struck by the sight of the guinea-hen, and 
he involuntarily exclaimed, " Susan's guinea­
hen, I declare ! ,, 

"No, it's not Susan's guinea-hen," said miss 
Barbara, colouring furiously. "It is mine, ancl 
I've made a present of it to miss Somers." 

At the sound of Bab's voice Philip turne<l­
saw her-and indignation, unrestraine<l by the 
presence of all the amazed spectators, flashed in 
his countenance. 

"\,Vhat is the matter, Philip ? " said miss 
Somers, in a pacifying tone; but Philip was not 
inclined to be pacified. 

"\Vhy, ma'am," said he, "may I speak out?" 
and, without waiting for permission, he spoke 
out, and gave a full, true, and warm account of 
Rose's embassy and of miss Barbara's cruel and 
avaricious proceedings. 

Barbara denied, prevaricated, stammered, and 
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at last was overcome ·with confusion, for which 
even the most indulgent spectators could scarcely 
pity her. 

1\liss Somers, however, mindful of what was 
clue to her guest, was anxious to dispatch Philip 
for his piece of sycamore. 

Bab recovered herself as soon as he was out of 
sight, but she fort her exposed herself by exclaim­
ing, « I'm sure I wish this pitiful guinea-hen 
had ncYer come iuto my possession. I wish 
Susan had kept it at home, as she shoulcl lrnYe 
clone!" 

" Perhaps she ,Yill be more careful, now t11ut 
she has received so strong a lesson," said miss 
Somers. "Shall ·we try her?" continued she; 
" Philip will, I dare say, take the guinea-hen 
back to Susan1 if we desire it." 

'' If you please1 ma'am1 " sai<l Barbara1 sullenly; 
"I have nothing more to do with it." 

So the guinea-hen was delfrered to Philip, 
who set off joyfully with his prize1 and w,1s soon 
in sight of farmer Price's cottage. 

He stovpecl when he came to the door; he re­
collected Hose1 and her generous friendship for 
Susan ; he was determined that she should haxe 
the pleasure of restoring the guinea-hen; he 
ran into the village; all the children who had 
gn·en up their little purse on May-day were 
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assembled on the play-green; they were de­
lighted to sec the guinea-hen once more­
Philip took his pipe and tabor; and they marched 
in innocent triumph towards the white-washed cottage. 

"Let me come with you - let me come with 
youJ" said the butcher's boy to Philip. "Stop 
one minute! my father has something to say to you." 

He darted into his father's house. The little 
procession stopped, and in a few minutes the 
bleating of a lamb was heard. Through a back 
passage which led into the paddock behind the 
house they saw the butcher leading a lamb. 

"It is Daisy,'' exclaimed H.o&e- " It's Daisy!" 
repeated all her companions. "Susan's lamb! 
Susan's lamb!" and there was a universal shout of joy. 

"vVcllJ for my part;" said the good butcher; as 
soon as he could be heard; "for my part I would 
not be so cruel as attorney Case for the whole 
world. These poor brute-beasts don't know afore­
hand what's going to happen to them; and as for 
clyir:g; it's what we must all do some time or 
another; but to keep wringing the hearts of the 
living, that have as much sense as one's-self; is 
,drnt I call crud; and is not this what attorney 
Case has been doing Ly poor Su~an and her whole 
family, CYer since he took a spite against them? 
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But, at rmy rate, here's Susan's lamb safe untl 
sound; I'd have t,1ken it back sooner. but I was 
off before day to the fair, and am but just come 
back; however, Daisy has been as well off in my 
paddock, as he would have been in the field by 
the water-siJ~." 

The obliging shopkeeper, who showed the 
pretty calicoes to Susan, was now at his door; 
and when he saw the lamb, heard that it was 
Susan's, and learnt its history, he said that he 
would add his mite, and he gave the children 
some ends of narrow riband, with which Rose 
decorated her friend's lamb. 

The pipe and tabor now once more began to 
play, and the procession moved on in joyful orcier, 
after giving the humane butcher three cheers­
three cheers which v,,ere better deserved than 
"loud huzzas" usually are. 

Susan Yrns ·working in her arbour, with her 
little deal table before her; when she heard the 
sound of the music, she put down her work and 
listened; she saw the crowd of children coming 
nearer and nearer: they had closed round Daisy, 
so that she could not sec him, but as they came up 
to the garden-gate she saw llose beckon to her. 
Philip playen. as loud as he could, that she might 
not hear, till the proper moment, the ble~tting of 
the lamb. 

I 
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Susan opened the garden-wicket, and at this 

signal the crowd divided, and the first thing that 
Susan saw in the midst of her taller friends was 
little smiling Mary, with the guinea-hen in her arms. 

"Come on! come on!" cried Mary, as Susan 
started with joyful surprise, "you have more to ,, see. 

At this instant the music paused; Susan heard 
the bleating of a lamb, and scarcely daring to 
believe her f:enses, she pressed eagerly forward, 
and beheld poor Daisy !-she burst into tears. 

"I did not shed one tear when I parted with 
you, my dear little Daisy ! " said she; it was 
for my father and mother; I would not have 
parted with you for any thing else in the whole 
world. Thank you, thank you all," added she 
to her companions, who sympathized in her joy 
even more than they had sympathized in her 
sorrow. "Now if my father was not to go away 
from us next "'eek, and if my mother was quite 
stout, I should be the happiest person in the world!" 

As Susan pronounced these words, a voice be­
hind the listening crowd cried, in a brutal toneJ 
"Let us pass, if you please; you have no right 
to stop up the public road!" This was the mice 
of attorney Case, who \'US returning with his 

X 
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daughter Barbara from his visit to the Abbey. 
He saw the lamb, and tried to whistle as he 
passed on; Barbara also saw the guinea-hen, 
and turned her head another way, that she might 
avoid the contemptuous, reproachful looks of those 
whom she only affected to despise. Even her 
new bonnet, in which she had expected to be so 
much admired, was now only serviceable to hicle 
her face, and conceal her mortification. 

"I am glad she saw the guinea-hen," cried 
Rose, who now held it in her hands. 

"Yes," said Philip, a she'll not forget May-day 
in a hurry." 

"Nor I neither, I hope," said Susan, looking 
round upon her companions with a most affection­
ate smile; " I hope, whilst I live, I shall never 
forget your goodness to me last l\Iay-day. Now 
I've my pretty guinea-hen safe once more, I 
should think of returning your money." 

" No ! no ! no ! " was the general cry. " \Ve 
don't want the money- keep it, keep it-you 
want it for your father." 

"vVell," said Susan, "I am not too proud to 
be obliged. I will keep your money for my 
father. Perhaps some time or other I may be 
able to earn- " 

(, Oh," interrupted Philip, "don't let us talk 
f earning, don't let us talk to her of money now: 

"" 
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she has not had time hardly to look at poor Daisy 
and her guinea-hen. Come, we had best go 
about our business, and let her have them all to 
herself." 

The crowd moved away in consequence of 
Philip's considerate advice; but it was observed 
that he was the very last to stir from the garden­
wicket himself. He staid, first, to inform Susan 
that it was Hose who tied the ribancls on Daisy's 
hc:ad; then he staid a little longer to let her into 
the history of the guinea-hen, and to tell her 
who it was that brought her hen home from the 
Abbey. 

Hose held the sieve, and Susan was feeding her 
long-lost favourite, whilst Philip leaned over the 
wickC't prolonging his r.arration. 

" Now, my pretty guinea-hen, my naughty 
guinea-hen, that flew away from me, you shall 
never se1Te me so again-I must cut your nice 
wings, but I won't hnrt you." 

" Take care/' cried Philip; "you'cl better, in~ 
tleed you'd better let me hold her, whilst you cut 
her ,vings." 

\\'hen this operation was succesfolly performed, 
which it certainly could nm·er have Leen, if Philip 
had not held the hen for Srnm.u, he recollected 
that his mother hacl sent him with a message to 
1lrs. Price. 

xQ 
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This message lecl to another quarter of an 
hour's delay, for he had the whole history of the 
guinea-hen to tell over again to Mrs. Price; and 
the farmer himself luckily came in whilst it was 
going on, so it was but civil to begin it afresh; 
and then the farmer was so r{'joiced to see his 
Susan so happy again with her two little favour­
ites, that he declared he must see Daisy fed 
himself, and Philip found that he was wanted 
to hold the jug full of milk, out of which far­
mer Price filled the pan for Daisy! happy Daisy! 
who lapped at his ease, whilst Susan caressed 
him, and thanked her fond father and her pleased 
mother. 

"But Philip," said Mrs. Price, « I'll hold the 
jug-you'll be late with your message to your 
mother; we'll not Getain you any longer." 

Philip departed, and as he went out of the 
garden-wicket he looked up, and saw Bab and 
her maid Betty staring out of the window, as 
usual; on this he immediately turned back to try 
whether he had shut the gate fast, lest the gui­
nea-hen might stray out and fall again into the 
hands of the enemy. 

Miss Barbara, in the course of this day, had 
felt con iderable mortification, but no contrition. 
She was vexed that her meanness was discovered, 
Lut she felt no desire to cure herself of any of her 
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faults. The ball was still uppermost in her vain selfish soul. 

""\\'ell," said she, to her confidante Betty, ''you 
hear how things ha Ye turned out; but if miss 
Somers won't think of asking me to go with her, 
I've a notion I know who will. As papa says, 
it's a good thing to have two strings to one's bow." 

Kow ome officers who were quartered a(; Shrewsbury had become acquainted with l\lr. 
Cn c; they had gotten into some quarrel with a 
tradesman in the town, and attorney Case had 
promised to bring them through the affair, as the 
man threatened to take the law of them. Cpon 
the faith of this promise, and with the vain hope, 
that by ci\'ility they might dispose him to bring 
in a rcasonable bill of costs, these officers some­
times im·ited • Ir. Cas.; to the mess; and one of 
them, who had lately been married, preYailcd 
upon lii. bride sometimes to take a little notice 
of mis& Barbara. It was "·ith this lady that 
miss Barbara now hoped to go to the harper's ba11. 

,:The officers and Mr·. Strathspcy, or more 
properly i\ln,. Strathspey and the officers, arc to 
breakfast here to-morrow, do you know," said 
Bab to Betty. "One of them dined at the 
.Ahbcy to-day, and 1.ohl papa they'd all come; 
they arc goi11!-; out on a party ~omewhere into 
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the country, and breakfast here in their way, 
Pray, Betty, don't forget that Mrs. Straihspey 
can't breakfast without honey; I heard her say 
so myself." 

"Then, indeed," said Betty, "I'm afraid Mrs. 
Strathspey will be likely to go without her break­
fast here, for not a spoonful of honey haYe we, 
let her long for it ever so much." 

"But surely," said Bab, "we can contrive to 
get some honey in the neighbourhood." 

"There's none to be bought, as I know of," 
said Betty. 

" But is there none to be begged or borrowed?" 
said Bab, laughing. "Do you forget Susan·s 
bee-hive? Step over to her in the morning, with 
my compliments, and see what you can do-tell 
her it is for Mrs. Strathspey." 

In the morning Betty went with miss Bar­
bara's compliments to Susan, to beg some honey 
for Mrs. Strathspey, v.r ho could not breakfast 
without it. 

Susan did not like to part with her honey, be­
cause her mother loved it, and she therefore gave 
Betty but a small quantity: when Barbara saw 
how little Susan sent, she called her a miser, 
ancl said she must have some more for Mrs. 
Sirathspey. 

"I'll go myself and speak to her; come you 
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with me, Betty," said the young lady, who found 
it at present convenient to forget her having de­
clared, the day that she sucked up the broth, that 
she never would honour Susan ·with another visit. 

" Susan," said she, accosting the poor girl 
whom she had done every thing in her power to 
injure, "I must beg a little more honey from 
you for Mrs. Strathspey's breakfast. You know 
on a particular occasion, such as this, neighbours must help one another." 

"To be sure they should," added Betty. 
Susan, though she was generous, was not weak; 

she was ·willing to give to those she loved, but 
not disposed to let any thing be taken from her, 
or coaxed out of her, by those she had reason to 
despise. She civilly answered that she was sorry 
she had no more honey to spare. Barbara grew 
angry, and lost all command ofl:erself, when she 
saw that Susan, without regarding her reproaches, 
went on looking through the glass pane in the 
bee-hive. "I'll tell you what, Susan Price," said 
she, in a high tone, "the honey I will have, so 
you may as well give it to me by fair means. 
Y cs or no ? Speak ! wm you give it me or not; 
will you give that piece of the honey-comb that lies there ? '' 

"That bit of honey-comb is for my mother's 
Lrcakfast," said Susan; " I cannot give it you." 
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" Can't yon ! " said Bah; '' then sec if I don1t 
get it." 

She stretched across Susan for t11e honey-comb, 
which was lying by some rosemary lc:wes that 
Susan had freshly gathered. for her mother's tea. 
Bab grasped, but at her first effort she reache1l 
only the rosemary: she rnacle a second dart at the 
honey-comb, and in her struggle to obtain it she 
oversct the bee-hive. The bees swarmell about 
her- her maid Betty screamed, and ran away. 
Susan, who was sheltered by a laburnum tree, 
called to Barbara, upon "·horn the black clusters 
of bees "·ere now settling, and begged her to stand 
still, and not to beat them a way. "If you stand 
quietly, you won't be stung perhaps." But in­
stead of standing quietly, Bab buffettcd, and 
stamped, and roared, and the bees stung her ter­
ribly; her arms and her face swelled in a fright­
ful manner. She was helped home by poor Su au 
and treacherous ~Irs . Betty, who, now the mis­
chief was done, thought only of exculpating her­
self to her master. 

"Indeed, miss Barbara," said she, '' this was 
quite wrong of you to go and get yourself into 
such a scrape. I shall be turned a,rny for it, 

'11 ,, you sce. 
'· I don't care whether you arc turned away 

or not," said Barbara. "I llL\'U' foll ::-ud1 paii, 
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in my life. Can't you do something for me? I 
don't mind the pain either, so much as being 
such a fright. Pray, how am I to be fit to be 
seen at breakfast by Mrs. Strathspey? and I 
suppose I can't go to the ball either, to-morrow, after all ! " 

"~fo, that you can't expect to do, indeed," said 
Betty the comforter. "You need not think of 
balls, for those lumps and swellings won't go off 
your face this week. That's not what pains me, 
but I'm thinking of what your papa will say to me when he sees you, miss." 

Y\'hilst this amiable mistress and maicl were in 
their adversity, reviling one another, Susan, when 
she saw that she could be of no farther use, was 
preparing to depart, but at the house-cloor she was met by Mr. Case. 

Mr. Case had revolved things in his mind; for 
his second visit at the Abbey pleased him as 
little as his first, from a few words sir Arthur 
and miss Somers dropped in speaking of Susan 
and farmer Price. Mr. Case began to fear, that 
he had mistaken his game in quarrelling with 
this family. The refusal of his present dwelt 
upon the attorney's mind, and he was aware 
that, if the history of Susan's lamb ever reached 
the Abbey, he was undone; he now thought 
that the most prudent course he could possibly 
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follow ,vould be to hush up matters ,vith the 
Prices with all convenient speed. Consequently., 
when he met Susan at his door, he forced a gra­
cious smile. 

"How is your mother, Susan?" said he. "Is 
there any thing in our house can be of sel'\'ice to 
her ? I'm gla<l to see you here. Barbara ! Bar­
bara ! Bab ! " cried he, " come down stairs, child., 
and speak to Susan Price." And, as no Barbara 
answered, her father stalked up staris directly, 
opened the door, and stood amazed at the spectacle 
of her swelled visage. 

Bett.y instantly began to tell the story her own 
way. Bab contradicted her as fast as she spoke. 
The attorney turned the maid away upon the 
spot; and partly with real anger, and partly with 
politic affectation of anger, he demanded from his 
daughter, how she dared to treat Susan Price so 
ill : a ·yvhen she was so neighbourly and obliging 
as to give you some of her honey, couldn't you 
be content without seizing upon the honey-comb 
by force ? This is scandalous bcha Yiour, and 
what, I assure you, I can't countenance." 

Susan now interceded for Barbara; and the 
attorney, softening his voice, said that Susan 
was a great deal too goorl to her, "as indeed you 
arc, Susan," added he, ,: to everybody. I forgive 
her for your sake." 

I I 
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Susan curtsied, in great surprise, but her lamb 

could not he forgotten; and she left the attor­
i1cy's house a. soon as she could, to make her 
mother's re ·cn1ary tea for breakfast. 

3Ir. Case saw that Susan was not so simple as 
to he taken in by a few fair "·orcls. His next 
~ttcmpt \Y::tS to conciliate farmer Price; the 
former was a blunt, honest man, and his coun­
tenance remained :nflexibly contemptuous, when 
the attorney addressed him in the softest tone. 

So stood matters the day of the long-expected 
harpers' ball. 1Iis8 Barbara Case, stung by 
Su. an's bees, could not, after all her manreuvres, 
go with ~Irs. Strathspey to the ball. 

The ball-room was filled early in the e,•ening; 
there was a numerous assembly; the harpers, 
who contended for the prize, were placed under 
the mu. ic-gallery at the lower end of the room; 
amongst them "·as our old blind friend, "·ho, as 
he ,,·a not so well clad as his competitors, 
seemed to be di dained by many of the specta­
tor". Six ladies and six gentlemen were now 
appointecl to be judges of the performance. They 
were seated in a semicircle opposite to the harp­
ers. The miss Somerses, who were fond of music, 
were amongst the ladies in the semicircle, and 
the prize wa. lodged in the hands of sir Arthur. 
There n-n. now silence. The first harp -;01mdPrl, 
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and as each musician trietl his skill, the audience 
seemed to think that each deserved the prize. 
The old blind man was the last ; he tuned his 
instrument, and such a simple pathetic strain 
was heard as touched every heart. All were 
fixed in delighted attention, and when the music 
ceased, the silence for some moments continued. 
The silence was followed by an universal buzz 
of applause. The judges were unanimous in their 
opinions, and it was declared, that the old blind 
harper, who played the last, deserved the prize. 

The simple, pathetic air, which won the suf­
frages of the whole assembly, was his own com­
position; he was pressed to give the ·words 
belonging to the music, and at last he modestly 
offered to repeat them, as he could not see to 
·write. Miss Somers's ready pencil was instantly 
produced, and the old harper dictated the words 
of his ballad, which he called " Susan's Lameu­
tatious for her Lamb." 

Miss Somers looked at her brother from time 
to time, as she wrote; and sir Arthur, as 
soon as the old man had :finished, took him 
aside and asked him some questions, which 
brought the whole history of Susan's lamb, and 
of attorney Case's cruelty, to light. 

The attorney himself vvas present ,:vhen the 
harper began to dictate his ballad; his colour, a 

' 'r 
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sir Arthur steadily looked at him, varied conti-. nually; till at length, when he heard the words, " Susan's Lamentations for her Lamb," he sud­denly shrank back, skulked through the crowd, and disappeared. We shall not follow him; we had rather follow our old friend, the victorious harper. 

No sooner had he received the ten guineas, his well-merited prize, than he retired into a small room belonging to the people of the house, asked for pen, ink, and paper, and dictated, in a low voice, to his boy, who was a tolerably good scribe, a letter, whieh he ordered him to put di­rectly into the Shrewsbury post-office; the boy ran wi.th the letter to the post-office; he was but just in time, for the postman's horn ·was sounding. 

The next morning, when farmer Price, his wife, and Su::mn, were sitting together, reflect­ing that his week's leave of absence was nearly at an end, and that the money was not yet made up for John Simpson, a substitute, a knock vrns heard at the door, and the person who usually deli \'Cred the letters in the village put a letter into Susan's hand, saying, " A penny, if you please-here's a letter for your father." 
" For me ! " said farmer Price, « here's the penny then; but who can it be from, I wonder; YOL.I. 

y 



~vho can think of writing to rne, in this world?" 

He tore open the letter, but the hard name at 

the bottom of the page puzzled him-" ,1;ow· 

obiigedfriend, Llewellyn." "And what's this?" 

said he, opening a paper that was enclosed in 

the letter ; (( it's a song, seemingly; it must be 

somebody that has a mind to make an April fool 

of 111e." 
a But it is not April; it is l\Iay, father," said 

Susan. 
" ,v ell, let us read the letter, and ,,·e shall 

C'ome at the truth-all in good time." 
Farmer Price sat down in his own chair, for 

lie could not rrad entirely to his sati.-;foction rn 

any other, and read as follows:-

" l\I v worthv friend - - , 
" I am sure you will be glad to hear that I 

have had good success this night. I ha.,·c won 

the ten-guinea prize, and for that I nm in u 

great measure in1lebted to yonr sweet lln.ughtcr 

Susan, as you will sec by a little ballaJ I enclose 

for her. Your hospitality to me has afforded 

me an opportunity of learning some of your 

family history. You do not, I hope, forget that 

I was present when you i.vere counting the trea­

sure in Susan's little purse, and that I heard 

for what purpo~e it was all destined. You have 

11ot, I 1rnow., yet mm1c up the fol1 ~nm for lhi 

lat 
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suL.stituteJ John Simpson; therefore do me the 
fa.Your to use the five-guinea bank note,, vvhich you ·will find within the ballad. You shall not 
lind me as hard a creditor as attorney Case. Pay 
me the money at your own convenience; if it is neYer convenient to you to pay it) I shall never 
ask it. I shall go my rounds again through this country) I believe) about this time next year, 
and will call to see how you doJ and to play the new tune for Sus:m and the dear little boys. 

" I shall just add, to set your heart at rest about the money, that it does not distress me at 
all to lend it to you: I am not quite so poor as I appear to be; but it is my humour to go about as I do. I see more of the world under my tattered garb than) perhaps, I should see in a 

better dress. There are many of my profession 
". ho arc of the same mind as myself in this respect; and we arc gla<lJ when it lays in ou_· wayJ to do any kindness to such a worthy family a.s yours.-So, fare ye well. 

" Y aur obliged friend, 
,: LLEWELLYN." Susan now, by her father's desire) opened the ballad: he picked up the five-guinea bank note, whilst he read with surprise, " 8usan's Lamen­tations for her Lamb." Her 1L10ther leaned over 

her shouklc1 to read the wonhJ but they were 

Y9 
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interrupted, before they had finished the first 
stanza, by another knock at the door. It was 
not the postman with another Jetter; it \Vas sir 
Arthur and his sisters. 

They came with an intention, \.vhich they 
were much disappointed to find that the old 
harper had rendered vain; they came to lend the 
farmer and his good family the money to pay 
for his substitute. 

" But, since we are here," said sir Arthur, 
" let me do my own business, which I had like 
to have forgotten. Mr. Price, will you come out 
with me, and let me show you a piece of your 
land, through which I want to make a road? 
Look there," said sir Arthur, pointing to the spot, 
" I am laying out a ride round my estate, and 
that bit of land of yours stops me." 

" Why so, sir?" said Price: " the land's 
mine, to be sure, for that matter; but I hope you 
don't look upon me to be that sort of person, that 
would be stiff about a trifle or so." 

" ·why," said sir Arthur, " I had heard you 
were a litigious, pig-headed fellow; but you do 
not seem to deserve this character." 

" Hope not, sir," said the farmer; " but 
about the matter of the land, I don't want to 
make no advantage of your wishing for it: you 
are wGlcomc to it, and I leave it to you to find 

], 
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me out anot11cr bit ofland convenient to me, that 
will be worth neither more nor lcs8, or else to 
mal·e up the value to me some way or other. I 
need say no more about it." 

" I hear something/' continued sir Arthur, 
after a short silence, " I hear something, 1\1 r. 
Price, of a flaw in your lease. I \'Vould not 
speak to you of it whilst we were bargaining 
about your land, Jest I should overawe you; but 
tell me what is this fla1V?" 

" In truth, and the truth is the fittest thing 
to be spoken at all times," said the former, " I 
didn't know myself what ajlmv, as they call it, 
meant, till I hcar<l of the word from attorney 
Case; and I take it, a flaw is neither more nor 
less than a mistake, as one should say. 1'.'.fow by 
reason a man docs not make a mistake on pur­
pose, it seems to me to be the fair thing, that if 
a man finds out his mi take, he might set it 
right; but attorney Case says this is 11ot law, 
and I've no more to say. The man "·ho drew 
up my lease made a mistake, and if I must suffer 
for it I must," said the former. " HoweYcr, I 
can show you, sir Arthur, just for my own satis­
faction and yours, a few lines of a memorandum 
on a slip of paper, which ,ms given me by your 
relation, the gentleman who liYed here before, 
,llld kl me my farm . ) ou'll sec: Ly that bit of 

Y3 
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paper, what was meant; but the attorney says 
the paper's not worth a button in a court of 
justice, and I don't understand these things. 
All I understand is the common honesty of the 
matter. I've no more to say." 

"This attorney, whom you speak of so often," 
said sir Arthur," you seem to have some quarrel 
with him. Now, would you tell me frankly 
·what is the matter between--" 

" The matter between us, then," said Price, 
" is a little bit of ground, not worth much, that 
there is open to the lane at the end of Mr. Case's 
garden, sir, and he wanted to take it in. No·w, 
I told him my mind, that it belonged to the 
parish, and that I never would willingly give my 
consent to his cribbing it in that vvay. Sir, I 
was the more loath to see it shut into his garden, 
which moreover is large enow, of all conscience, 
without it, because you must know, sir Arthur, 
the children in our village are fond of making a 
little play-green of it, and they have a custom of 
meeting, on i\Iay-day, at a hawthorn that stands 
in the middle of it, and altogether I was very 
loath to see 'em turned of it by those who had 
no right." 

a Let us go and see this nook," said sir Ar­
thur; "it is not far off, is it?" 

"Oh, 110, sir, just hard-by here." 

EJ 

,t 

" 

'T 



S11\IPLE SUSAN, 247 
'When they got to the ground, Mr. Case, who 

saw them walking together, was in a hurry to 
join them, that he might put a stop to any 
explanations. Explanations were things of which 
he had a great dread, but fortunately he was 
upon this occasion a little too late. 

"Is this the nook in dispute?" said sir Arthur. 
" Yes; this is the whole thing," said Price. 
"\Vhy, sir Arthur, don't let us talk any more 

about it," said the politic attorney, with an as­
sumed air of generosity; "let it belong to ·whom it will, I give it up to you." 

" So great a lawyer, Mi·. Case, as you arc," 
replied sir Arthur, "must know that a man can­
not give up that to \,;,rhich he has no legal title; 
and in tl1is case it is impossible that, with the 
best intentions to oblige me in the ,,:orlcl, you 
can give up this bit of land to me, because it is 
mine already, as I can convince you effectually, 
by a map of the adjoining land, which I have 
fortunately safe among my papers. This piece of 
ground belonged to the farm on the opposite side 
of the road, and it was cut off when the lane was made." 

" Very possibly; I dare say you arc quite cor­
rect: you must know best," said the attorney, trcm bling for the agency. 

" Then," said sir Arthur, " 1Ir. Price, you 
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will observe that I now promise this little green 
to the children, for a play-ground, and I hope 
they may gather hawthorn many a May-day at 
this their favourite bush." 

Mr. Price bowed low, which he seldom did, 
even wl1en he received a favour himself. 

"And now, Mr. Case," said sir Arthur, turn­

ing to t!'ie attorney, who did not ]-:now which way 
to look, "you sent me a lease to look over." 

" Ye-ye-yes," stammered Mr. Case. " I 
thought it my duty to do so, not out of any 
malice or ill-will to this good man." 

"You have done him no injury/' said sir 
Arthur coolly. "I am ready to make him a new 
lease, when ever he pleases, of his farm ; and I 
shall be guided by a memorandum of the original 
bargain, which he has jn his possession. I hope 
I shall never take an nnfoir advantage of any 
one." 

" Heaven forbid, sir," said the attorney, sanc­

tifying his face, " that I should suggest the 
taking an unJair advantage of any man, rich or 
poor-but to break a bad lease is not taking an 

unfair advantage." 
"You really think so?" said sir Arthur. 
<c Certainly I do, and I hope I h:wc not 

hazarded your good opinion by spcal,ing my mind 
l'Onccrning the flaw so plainly. 1 always under-
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stood, that there could be nothing ungentleman­
like in the way of business, in taking ud vantage 
of a flaw in a lease." 

"Now," said sir Arthur, "you have pro­
nounced judgment, undesignecUy, in your own 
case-You intended to send me this poor man's 
lease, but your son, by some mistake, brought me 
your own, and I have discovered a fatal error in it." 

" A fatal error ! " said the alarmed attorney. 
" Y cs, sir," said sir Arthur, pulling the lease 

out of his pocket; "here it is-you will observe, 
that it is neither signed 11or sealed by the 
grantor." 

a But you won't take advantage of me, surely, 
sir Arthur," said Mr. Case, forgetting his own 
principles. 

"I shall not take advantage of you, as you 
would have taken of this honest man. In both 
cases I shall be guided by memorandums which 
I have in my possession. I shall not, Mr. Case, 
defraud you of one shilling of your property. I 
am ready, at a fair valuation, to pay you the 
exact value of your house and land, hut upon 
this condition, that you quit the parish within 
one month." 

Attorney Case submitted, for he knew that he 
could not legally resist. He was glad to be let 
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off so easily, and he bo·wcd, and sneaked away✓ 

secretly comforting himself with the hope, tlrni:. 
when they came to the n.lu3tion of the house 
nnd land, he should be the gainer perhnps of a 
few guineas; his reputation J1c justly held very 
cheap. 

" You arc a scholar, you write a good 1mnd, 
)'OU can keep accounts, cannot you ? " said si1 

Arthur to Mr. Price, as they walked home 
to,rnrds his cottage. 

" I think I saw a bill of your little daughter's 
dnnving out the other day, which was very 
neatly written. Did you teach her to write? " 

'' No, sir," said Price, "I can't say I did !fiat, 

for she mostly taught herself; but J taught her 
a little arithmetic, as far as I knew, on our winter 
nights, when I had nothing better to do.' ' 

"Your daughter shows that she has been well 
taught,' said sir Arthur, "and her goad ronduct 
and good character . peak strongly in favour of 
her parent ." 

"You arc very good, very good mdeed, sir, tu 
!>peak in this sort of way," said the delighted 
father. 

"But I mean to do more than pay ymt Jl)illt 
1Vords," said sir Arthur. "Yon arc attached to 
your own family: perhaps you may become at­
tached to me, when you come to know me, and 
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we shall have frequent opportunities of jurlging 
of one another. I want no agent to squeeze my 
tenants, or to do my dirty work. I only want a 
steady, intelligent, honest man, like you, to col­
lect my rents, and I hope, :\Ir. Price, you will 
have no objection to the employment." 

er I hope, sir," said Price, \Vith joy and grati­
tude glowing in his honest countenance, " thaf 
you'll never have no cau"e to repent your good­
ness.'· 

er And ·what are my sisters about here?" said 
sir Arthur, entering the cottage, and going be­
hind his si ters, who ,verc bnsily engaged in me:"1-
suring an extremely pretty-coloured calico. 

cc It is for Susan l my ,lear brother," said they. 
" I knew she did not keep that guinea for 

hersclf1' said mis Somers; (( I have just prevailed 
upon her mother to tell me what became of it. 

usan gave it to her father-but she must not 
:.i:efuse a gown of our choo:'ing this time, and I 
am urc she will not, because her mother, I see, 
likes it.-J\.nd Susan, I hear that, instead of 
being Queen of the May this year, you were 
sittmg in your sic:k mother's room. Your mother 
has a little colour in her check nt)w." 

"Oh, ma'am," interruptul \lrs. Price, (( I'm 
<1uite wcll-11w, I th.ink,, ha~ rnnd(' rnc 1111i.tc· 
Wr•)J. 
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" Then," said miss Somers, " I hope you will 
be able to come out on your daughter's birth-day, 
which I hear is the ~5th of this month.-Makc 
haste and get quite well before that day, for my 
brother intends that all the lads and lasses of the 
village shall have a dance on Susan's birth-day." 

" Yes," said sir Arthur; "and I hope on that 
day, Susan, you will be very happy with your 
little friends upon their play-green. I shall tell 
them that it is your good conduct which has 
obtainetl it for them: and if you have any thing 
to ask, any little favour for any of your compa­
nions, which we can grant, now ask, Susan; these 
ladies look as if they would not refuse you any 
thing that is reasonable; and I think you look as 
if you would not ask any thing unreasonable." 

" Sir/' said Susan, after consulting her mo­
ther's eyes, "there is, to be sure, a favour I 
should like to ask; it is for Rose." 

"Well, I don't know who Rose is," said sir 
Arthur, smiling; "but go on." 

« Ma'am, you have seen her, I believe: she is 
a very good girl indeed," said Mrs. Price. 

"And works very neatly indeed," continued 
Susan, eagerly, to miss Somers; "and she and 
her mother heard you were looking out for some 
one to wait upon you." 

" Say no more," said miss Somers; "your 
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"·ish is granted ; tell Rose to come to the Abbey 
to-morrow morning, or rather come with her 
yourself, for our housekeeper, I know, wants to 
talk to you about a certain cake. She wishes, 
Susan, that you should be the maker of the cake 
for the dance, and she has good things ready 
looked out for it already, I know. It must be 
large enough for every body to have a slice, and 
the housekeepe1· will slice it for you. I only hope 
your cake will be as good as your bread. Fare 
ye well." 

How happy are those who bid farewell to a 
whole family, silent with gratitude, who will 
bless them aloud when they are far out of 
hearing! 

"How I do wish now," said farmer Price, 
"and it's almost a sin for one, that has had such 
a power of favours done him, to wish for any 
thing more; but how I do wish, wife, that our 
good friend the harper, Susan, was only here at 
this time being,-it would do his old warm heart 
good. vVeil, the best of it is, we shall be able 
next year, when he comes his rounds, to pay 
him his money with thanks, being all the time, 
and for ever, as much obligeLl to him as if we 
kept it, and wanted it as badly as we did when 
he gave it so handsome. I long, so I do., to see 
him in this house again, drinking, as he did, just 
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in this spot, a glass of Susan's mead, to her very 
good health." 

(c Yes," said Susa11, " and the next time he 
comes I can give him one of my guinea-hen's 
eggs, and I shall show him my lamb Daisy." 

" True, love," said her mother; "and he will 
play that tune, and sing that pretty ballatl­
where is it1 for I have not finished it?" 

"Rose ran away with it, mother; and I'll step 
after her, and bring it back to you this minute," 
said Susan. 

Susan found her friend Rose at the hawthorn, 
in the midst of a crowded circle of her com­
panions, to w horn she was readi!lg a Susan's la­
mentation for her lamb." 

"The words are something-but the tune­
the tune-I must have the tune," cried Philip. 
" I'll ask my mother to ask sir Arthur1 to try and 
rout out which way that good old man ·went after 
the ball; and if he's above ground we'll have him 
back by Susan's birthday, and he shall it here, 
just exactly here, by this our bush, and he shall 
p]ay-I mean if he pleases-that there tune for 
us; and I s11all lcarn it-I mean if I can-in a 
minute." 

The good news, that farmer Price "'as to be 
employed to collect the rents1 and that attorney 
Case was to leave the parish in :1 month, soon 
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,;pread over the village. Many came out of their 
houses to have the pleasure of hearing the joyful 
tidings confirmed by Susan herself; the crowd on 
the play-green increased every minute. 

"Yes," cried the triumphant Philip, '' I tell 
you it's all true, every word of it. Susan's too 
modest to say it herself-but I tell ye all, sir 
Arthur gave us this play-green for ever, on ac­count of her being so good." 

You see, at last, attorney Case, with all his 
cunnmg, has not proved a match for "Simple Susan." 

END OF VOL I , 
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