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PREFACE, 

ADDRESSED TO PARENTS. 

All who have meditated on the art of governing mankind 

have been convinced that the fate of empires depends on 

the education of youth.-ARISTOTLE. 

A MOTTO from Aristotle may appear 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 than 

other children, what use can be made of it_? [twill 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 such an illiberal attack 

upon a celebrated female writer, as ought surely to have 

been suppressed by Dr. Johnson's biographer. When the 

doctor attempted to ridicule this lady for keeping an 

infant boarding-school, and for condescending to write 

• Doswell's Life of Johnson. 
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elementary books for children, he forgot l,is own eulogium 

upon Watts, of whom he speaks thus: 

" For children he condescended to lay aside the philo­

sopher, the scholar, and the wit, to write little poems of 

devotion, and systems of instruction adapted to their 

wants and capacities, from the dawn of reason, to its 

gradation of advance in the morning of life. Every man 

acquainted with the common principles of human action 

will look with veneration on the writer who is at one time 

combatiug Locke, and at another time making :i cate­

chism for children in their fourth 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 wi;ite 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 ideas are formed 

on which the future taste, char:wter, and happiness depend, 

can feel the dangers and difficulties of such an undertaking. 

For a length of time education was classed amongst the 

subjects of vague and metaphysical speculation ; but, of 

late, it has attained its proper station in experimental phi­

losophy. The sober sense of Locke, and the enthrn,iastic 

eloquence of Rousseau, have directed to tl1is object the at­

tention of philoc;ophcrs and men of genius. :'.\lany theories 

have been inwnted, several just, observations have been 

made, aud some few facts have been cstitbli.;hcd. 

"l 

\, 



PREFACE, vii 

Dr. Reid remarks, that "if we could obtain a distinct 

aud 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, and how they 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 treasme of natural history, which would 

probably give more light to the human faculties, than all 

the systems of philosophers about them since the begin­

ning of the world."* 

Indeed in all sciences the grand difficulty has been to 

asccrt~iin facts-a difficulty, which in the science of edu­

cation peculiar circumstances conspired to increase. Here 

the objects of every experiment are so interesting, that we 

cannot hold our minds indifferent to the result. Nor is 

it to be expected that many registers of experiments, suc­

cessful and unsuccessful, shoulu be kept, much less should 

be published, when we consider that the combined powers 

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

his theory, will act upon the mind of a parent, in opposi­

tion to the abstract love of justice, and the general desire 

to increase the wisdom and happiness of mankind. 

Notwithstanding these difficulties ~n attempt to keep 

such a register has actually been made : it was begun in 

the year 177G, long before Dr. Reid's book was published. 

The design has from time to time been pursued to this 

., Dr. Ilcid 011 the Intcllc<'tual Powers of JU an . 
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present year; and though much has not been collected, 

every circumstance and conversation that has been pre­

served is faithfully and accurately related. 

These notes have been of great advantage to the writer 

of the following Stories; and will probably, at lilome 

future time, be laid before the public, as a collection of 

experiments upon a subject which has been hitherto 

treated theoretically. 

The following tales have been divided into two parts, 

as they were designed for different classes of children. 

The question, whether society could subsist without the 

distinction of ranks, is a question involving a variety of 

complicated discussions, which we leave to the politician 

and the legislator. At present it is necessary th:1t the 

education of different ranks should, in some respects, be 

different ; they have few ideas, few habits, in common ; 

their peculiar vices and virtues do not arise from the same 

causes, and their ambition is to be directed to different 

objects. But justice, truth, and humanity, are confined 

to no particular rank, and slrnuld 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 following pages. 

As the ideas of children multiply, the language of their 

books should become less simple ; else their taste will 

quickly be disgusted, or will remain stationary. Children 

that live with people who converse with elegance ·will not 

be contented with a style inferior to what they hear from 

every body near them. 

l I 
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PREFACE, ix 

It may be remarked, that almost all language is meta­

phoric-from the conversation 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. 

Slang ( the term is disgracefully naturalised in our vocabu­

lary) 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 

difficult than another to be understood by children ; they 

frequently hear the most complicated metaphorical ex• 

pressions in conversation, such as aUude to our fashions 

and the prejudices of society, with which they are utterly 

unacquainted. 

All poetical allusions have, however, been avoided 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 are 

not above their conception of excellence, and their powers 

of sympathy and emulation. 

It is not easy to give 1·ewards to chilelren, which shall 

not indirectly do them harm, by fostering some hurtful taste 

or passion. In the story of Lazy Lawrence,where the object 

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

proport1on 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 money considered as the means of gratifying a benevo­

lent wish. In a commercial nation, it is especially necessary 
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to separate, as much as possible, the spirit of industry 

and avarice ; and to beware lest we introduce vice under 

the form of virtue. 

In the story of Tadton and Loveit are represented the 

danger and the folly of that weakness of mind, and easi­

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

the story of the False 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-servants. 

In the Birth-day Present, in the History of 11[ ademoiselle 

Panache, and in the character of .Afrs. There&a Tattle, the 

Parent's Assistant has pointed out the dangers which may 

arise in education from a bad servant, a silly governess, 

and a common acquaintance. 

In the Barring Out, the en-ors to which a high spirit 

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 mischievous characters appear 

the most active and the most ingenious, has been as much 

as possible avoided. Unsuccessful cunning will not be 

admired, and cannot induce imitation. 

It has likewise been attempted in these Stories to provide 

antidotes against ill-humour, the epidemic rage for dissipa­

tion, and the fatal propensity to admire andimitatewhatevcr 

the fashion of the moment may distinguish. Were young 

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

solutely free from bad examples, it would not be advisable 

to introduce despicable and vicious characters in books in­

tended for their improvement. But in real life they must see 

l 
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'Vice, and it is best that they should be early shocked with 

the representation of what they are to avoid. There is a 

neat deal of difference between innocence and ignorance. 

To prevent precepts of morality from tiring the ear and 

the mind, it was necessary to make the stories in which 

they are introduced in some measure dramatic : to keep 

alive hope and feal', and curiosity, by some degree of intri­

cacy. 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, and creating 

hopes which, in the ordinary course of things, cannot be 

realized. 

Dr. Johnson-to i"ecur to him, not from a spirit of c0n­

tradiction, but from a fear that his authority should esta­

blish 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, and castles and enchantments."-The fa.ct remains 

to be proved; but supposing that they do prefer such 

talcs, 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 ee met with in the world. But why 

should the mind be filled with fantastic visions, instead of 

useful knowledge? "\Yhy 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. 
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But even when the improbability of fairy talcs is avoided 
care should be taken to keep objects in their just propor­
ti0ns, 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 mankind, will find it easy to give up the fame 
that might be acquired by eloquence, when it is injurious 
to the cause of truth. le 



LAZY LA "\VRENCE. · 

IN the pleasant valley of Ashton there lived an 
elder] y 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 

11 that she chiefly depended for support= it con-
1 sisted of strawberry-beds, and one smaII 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 strawberries, 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 cat 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 Ii red happily 
in this manner for several years; but, alas! one 
autumn she fell sick, and, during her illness, 
erery thing went wrong; her garden was neg­
lected, her cow died, and all the money which 
she had saved was spent in paying for medicines. 
Tltc winter passed away, while she was so weak 

YOL, I. )' R 



LAZY LAWRENCE. 

that sl1e could earn but little by her work; rind 
when the summer came her rent was caUed for, 
and the rent "IT"as 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 Light­
foot. Now Lightfoot, though perhaps he had 
seen his best days, was a ,·cry great favourite; in 
liis youth he had always carried the dame to 
market behind her husband; and it was now her 
little son Jern's turn to ride him. It "·as Jem's 
business to feed Lightfoot, and to take care of 
him; a charge which he nerer neglected, for, 
besides being a rery good-natured, he was a rery 
industrious boy. 

« It will go near to break my Jem's heart/' 
said dame Preston to herself, as she sat one 
evening beside the fire, stirring the embers, and 
considering how she had best open the matter to 
her son, who stood opposite to her, eating a dry 
crnst of bread rery heartily for supper. 

"Jem," said the old woman, ",rhat, art 
hungry? " 

"That I am, bra,·e and hungry!" 
"Aye! no wonder, you've Leen brave hard 

at work-Eh?" 
c( Brave hard! I ,rish it was not so dark, 

mother, that yon might just st<>p out ancl see the 
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g1·eat bed I'i·e dug; I know you'd say it was no 
bad day's work-and, oh mother ! I've goocl 
news; Farmer Truck will give us the giant 
strawberries, and I'm to go for 'em to-morrow 
morning, and I'll he back afore breakfast! " 

"Bless the boy! ho,v he talks !-Four mile 
there, and four mile back again, afore breakfast!" 

"Aye, upon Lightfoot, you know, mother, 
very easily, mayn't I?" 

"Aye, chilcl ! " 
""\Vhy do you sigh, mother?" 
" Finish thy supper, child." 
" I'm done ! " cried J em, swa11owing the last 

mouthful hastily, as if he thought he had been 
too long at supper-<' and now for the great 
needle. I 11111st see and mencl Lightfoot'::; bridle 
afore I go to bed."-To work he set, by the light 
of the fire ; and the dame having once more 
stirred it, began again with," Jem, dear, docs lw 
go lame at a11 now?"-" "\Vhat, Lightfoot! Oh 
1a, no, not he !-ne-rer was so well of his lameness 
in a1l his life-he's grO\ring quite young again, I 
think; and then he's so fat he can hardly wag." 
'' Bless him-that's right-1re must sec, Jcrn, 
arnl keep him fat." 

" For ,rhat, mother ?" 
" For Monday fortnight at the fair. He's tu 

h'-'--sol<l ! " 

n2 



4 LAZY LAWRENCE, 

"Lightfoot!" cried Jem, and let the bridle 
fall from his hand ; ancl " wilt mother sell 
Lightfoot?" 

" TVill I no: but I must, Jem." 
"l\fust; who says you must? why must you, 

mother? " 
" I must, I say, child-\Vhy, 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 J\londay 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; that's a great, great deal. If I worked, 
and worked, and worked eyer so hard, I could 
no ways earn two guineas efore Mon day fort­
night-could I, mother? " 

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

"But I could earn something, thougl1, I say," 
cried Jem proudly; "and I will earn something 
-if it be ever so little it will be somet!ting­
and I shall do my very best; so I will." 

" That I'm sure of, my child," said his mother, 
drawing him tow·ards her, and kissing him; 

I,' 
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L A.ZY LAWRENCE, D 

"' yon ,rere ahvays a good industrious lac1, that I 
will say afore your face or behind your back;­
but it won't do now-Lightfoot must go." 

Jem turned a,vay, struggling to hide his tears, 
and went to bed without saying a word more. 
But lie kne"' that crying would do no good: so 
lie presently ,riped his eyes, and lay awake, con­
si<lering what he could possibly <lo to save the 
horse. " If I get erer so little," he still said 
to himself, "it will be something; and who 
b10ws but landlord might then wait a bit longer? 
and ,re might make it all up in time; for a 
penny a day might come to two guineas in time." 

Ilut how to get the first penny was the ques­
tion. Then he recollected that one clay when he 
had been sent to Clifton to sell some HO\rers, he 
had seen an old ,roman ,rith a board beside her 
co,·ered ,rith Yarions sparkling stones, which 
people stopped to look at as they passed, and he 
remembered that some people bought the i:;tones; 
one paid two-pence, another three-pence, and 
another six pen re for them ; and J em heard her 
say that she got them amongst the neighbouring 
rocks: 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 full of his 
~chemes, jumped up, dressed himself, arn1, liadng 
gin•11 1111c look at p,un· Liglitfout in hi:.- stalile~ '-Ct 

n :l 



6 LAZY LAWRENCE. 

off to Clifton in search of the old woman, to in. 
quire ,,here 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 s2ddled 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 a3 soon as that was 
finished, lie set ont 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 
l1er. But this old woman was deaf 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 ne,er find 
any more. "But can't I look where you looked?" 
"Look a,Yay, nobody hinders you," replied the 
old woman; and these were the only words she 
\\'ould say. Jem was not, ho,rever, a boy to be 
easily discouraged; he went to the rocks and 
walked slowly along, looking at all the stones as 
he passed. Presently be came to a place where 
a number of men "ere at work loosening some 
large rocks, and one amongst the workmen was 
stooping down looking for something very eagerly; 
Jem ran up, and asked if he could help him. 
' Y cs," ;:-aid the man, " you can; l'rc ju::it 

IJ 
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LAZY LAWRENCE, 7 
dropped, amongst this heap of rubbish, a fine 
piece of cry3tal that I got to-day." '' What 
kind of a looking thing is it?" said Jem. "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 Jem; and, after he had looked a little longer, 
he found the piece of crystal. "Thank'e," said the 
m::m, " you 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 11e asked the old woman. " One 
good turn deserves another," said the man; "we 
are 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 
work, he heard somebody near him give a great 
yawn, and turning round, he saw stretd1ed upon 
grass beside the ri,,er, a boy about his own age, 
who he knew i·ery well went in the village of 
Ashton by the name of Lazy Lawrence; a name 
which he most justly deserved, for he never did 
auy thi11g fn1m rnurning to niglit: he neither 
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worked nor played, Lut sauntered and lounged 
about restless and yawning. His father was an 
aJeho(lse-keeper, and, being generally drnnk, 
could take no care of his son; so that Lazy 
Lawrence grew e,·ery day worse and worse. 
However, some of the neighbours said that he ,vas 
a good-natured poor fellow enough, and would 
never do any one harm but himself; whilst 
others, who were ,riser, often shook their heads, 
and told him that idleness was the root of all evil. 

",vhat Lawrence!" cried Jem to him, ,rhen 
he sa,r him lying upon the grass-" what, are you 
asleep?" "Not quite." a Are you awake?" 
"Not quite." " ,vhat are you doing there?" 
"Nothing." "'\Vhat are you thinking of?" 
'' Nothing." <, \Vhat makes you lie there?" "I 
don't know-because I can't find any body to play 
with nie to-clay-"\Vill you come and play?" 
"No, I can't; I'm busy." ''Busy!" cried Law­
rence, stretching himself,"" you are ahrays busy 
-I \l·onld not be you for the ,rnrld, to have so 
much to do ahrnys.'' " And I," said J em, laugh­
ing, " ,roulcl not be you for the world, to hare 
nothing to do." So they parted, for the workman 
just then called Jem to follow him. He took 
l1im home to his own house, and showed him a 

parcel of fo~sils which he had gathered, he saic1, 
on purp11::-e to :-ell, hut had llC\'L'l' had ti111c yet 
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to sort them. He set about it, 110wever, now; 
and lrnving picked out those which he judged to 
be the best, he put them into a small basket, and 
gave them to Jem to sell, upon condition that he 
should bring him half of what he got. Jem, 
pleased to be employed, was ready to agree to 
what the man proposed, provided his mother had 
no objection to it. '\Vhen he went home to dinner, 
he told his mother his scheme; and she smiled 
and said he might do as he pleased, for she was 
not afraid of his being from home. " You are 
not an idle boy," said she, " so there is little 
danger of your getting into any mischief." 

Accordingly J cm that evening took his stand, 
with his little basket, upon the bank of the river, 
just at the place where people land from a ferry­
boat, and where the walk turns to the wells, 
where numbers of people perpetually pass to 
drink the waters. He chose his place well, and 
waited almost all evening, offering his fossils with 
great assiduity to e\·ery passenger: but not one 
person bought any. "Holloa ! "cried some sailors, 
who had just rowed a boat to land, "bear a hand 
here, will you, my little fellow, and carry these 
parcels for us into yonder house." J em ran down 
immediately for the parcels, and did what he was 
asked to do so quickly, and with so much good 
will, that the ma.ster of the boat took notice of 
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him, ancl when he was going away, stopped to 
ask him what he had got in liis little basket: 
and when he saw that they were fossils, he im­
mediately tolcl 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; ,ve can but try." 

The lady lfred 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, anti it happened that 
as the sailor was bustling round the table to show 
off his shells, he knocked do,rn the sheet of 
pasteboard, and scattered all the feathers. 

The lady looked ,·ery sorry, which Jcm obser• 
ving, he took the opportunity whilst she was 
busy looking over the sailor's bag of shells, tu 
gather tcgether all the feathers, and sort them 
according to their different colours, as he had seen 
them sorted when he first came into tl1c room. 

" \Vhcre is the ]ittle boy you brought with 
you? I thought I saw him l1ere just now." 
"And here I am, ma'am," cried Jcm, creeping 
from under the table with some few remaining 
feathers which he had picked from the carpet; 

T, 
,. 



L,\.ZY LAWRENCE, 11 
" I thought.," added he, pointing to the other~, 
" I had better be doing something than standing 
idle, ma'am." She smiled, and., pleased with his 
acti\·ity and simplicity, began to ask him several 
questions; such as, who he w:is_. where lie lived, 
what employment he had, and how much a-day 
he earned by gathering fossils. " This is the 
first day I ever tried," said J em; " I nerer sold 
any yet, and if you don't buy 'em now, ma'am, 
I'm afraid nobody else will, for l'\·e 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. "Oh., thank you ma'am," 
said he, " I will be sure to bring yon as many 
more to-rnonow." " Y cs, but I clon't promise 
you," said she, " to give you half a crown to­
morrow." " But, perhaps, though you don't 
J)romise it., you ,rill." "No," said the lady, "do 
not deceive yourself; I assure you that I will not. 
That, instead of encouraging you to be indus­
trious, would teach you to he idle." Jcm did 
not quite understand what she meant by this, 
but answered, " I'm sure I don't wish to be idle; 
what I want is to cam something every day., if 
I knew how: I'm sure I don't vvi~h to be idle. 
If you knew all, you'd know I do not." " How 
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do you mean, If I kne1V all~" ",vhy, I mea11 

if you knew about Lightfoot." a ,vho's Light­

foot?" " ,vh y, mammy's horse," added J em, 

looking out of the window; " I must make haste 

home and feed him afore it gets dark; he'll 

wonder what's gone with me." "Let him 

wonder a few minutes longer," said the lady, 

" and tell me the rest of your story." "I've no 

story, ma'am, to tell, but as how mammy says he 

must go to the fair 1\Ionday 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 l\Ionday fortnight." 

" But are you in earnest willing to work?" said 

the lady; " you know there is a great deal of 

difference behveen picking up a few stones, and 

working steadily every day, and all day long." 

"But," said J em, "I would work every day, and 

all day long." " Then," said the lady, " I will 

gi,,e 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-clay. Re­

member you must be at the gates by six o'clock." 

Jem bowed, thanked her, and went away. It 
,ras late in the evening, and he was impatient to 

'l . 
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get l10me to feed Lightfoot; yet he recollectecl 

that he had promised the man who had trusted 

11im 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 

went, running along by the ,rnter-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

prisecl when Jem showed him the half-crown, 

saying, "Look what I got for the stones; you 

are to ha,·e half, you know." "No," said the 

man, wl1en he hatl 11eard 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 

that is but six-pence, and that I'll take.-"\Vife ! 

give the fa.cl two shillings, ancl take this half­

crown." So his wife opened an olll glove, and 

took out two shillings; and the man, as she 

opened the glm·e, put in his fingers, and took 

out a little silver penny.-" There, he shall hare 

that into the bargain for his l10nesty-Honesty 

is the best policy-There's a lucky penny for you, 

tlrnt I've kept ever since I can remember." 

"Don't you eyer go to part with it, do ye hear?" 

cried the woman. "Let him do what he will 

with it, wife," sa~d the man. "But," argned the 

wife, "another penny would do jnst as well to 

huygingerbrcacl, and that's \\'hat it will go for." 

yor,. I. 
C 
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"No, that it shall not, I promise you," said 
Jem; and so he ran away home, fed Lightfoot, 
stroked him, went to bed, jumped up at firn 
o'clock in the morning, and went singing to work 
as gay as a lark. 

Four days he worked, <(everyday and all day 
long; " and the lady every e·vening, when she 
came out to walk in the garden, looked at his 
work. At last she said to her gardener, "Thi~ 
little boy works rery hard." <, .l\Tever had so 
good a little boy about the grounds," said the 
gardener; "he's always at his work, let me come 
by when I '"ill, and he has got twice as much 
done as another would do; yes, twice as much, 
ma'am; for look l1ere-he began at this here rose 
bush, and now he's got to ,rhcre you stand, 
ma'am; and here is the day's work that t'other 
hoy, and he's three years older too, did to-day­
I say, measure Jem's fairly, and it's t\rice as 
much, I'm sure." a \V c11," said the lady to her 
gardener, '< show me how much is a fair good 
day's work for a boy of his age." a Come at six 
and go at six; why, about this much, ma'am," 
said the gardener, marking off a piece of t11e 
border with his spade. aThen, little boy," saicl 
tl1e lady, aso much shall be yom task every day; 
the gardener will mark it off for you; and when 
you'\·e done, the rest of the day you may do what 
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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 a11 the rest of tl1e evening 

to himself. Jem was as fond of play as any little 

boy could he, and when he ·was at it) played 

with all the eagerness and gaiety imaginable: so 

as soon as he hall finished his task, feel Lightfoot, 

and put by the sixpence he had earned that day, 

he ran to the 1,lay-ground in the village) where 

lie 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 JJ1aying at cricket. J em 

joined them, aml was the merriest and most 

acti,·e amongst them; till, at last, when quite 

out of breath with running, he was obliged to 

give up to rest himself, and sat down upon the 

stile, close to the gate on which Lazy Lawrence 

was swinging. "And why don't you play, Law­

rence?" said he. "I'm tired," said Lawrence. 

" Tired of what ? " "I don't know well what 

tires me: grandmother says I'm ill, and I must 

take something-I don't know what ails me." 

"Oh, pugh ! take a good race, one, two, three, 

and away, and you'll find yourself as well as 

ever. Come, run-one, two, three, and away." 

"Ah, no, I can't run indeed," said he, hanging 

back hea,ily ; " you know I can ])lay all day 
C 2 
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long if I like it, so I don't mind play as you do, 
who hare 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." 
cc Ten times more," said J em, "for I ha Ye been 
working all day 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 
ans"·er; then taking out a handful of halfpence 
-" 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 anything 
I want out of him-see! a penny, t,ro-pence, 
three-pence, four-pence-there's eight-pence in 
all ; would not you be happy if you had eiglit­

pence ?" ""\Vhy, I don't know," said Jem laugh­
ing, '' for you don't seem happy, and you have 
eigltt-pence." "That does not signify though­
I'm sure you only say that because you envy me 
-you don't know what it is to ha,·e 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 \'cry time more than two-pence, 
three-pence} or eight-pence either; I hare-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 a11 four shillingsandsix­

pence, ancl my silver penny, is four and seven­

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

said Lawrence, roused so as absolutely to stand 

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

Show it me, and then I'll befofre you." " Follo\V 

me th1:m," cried J em, " and I will soon make you 

helie,·e 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? 

honestly? " "Honestly! to be sure I (1il1 ; I earnecl 

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

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

besides, grandmother says I'm not strong enough 

yet for hard work ; and, besides, I know ho,v 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 ,rith it if it was mine. 

First, I'd buy pocketsful of gingerbread; then 

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

lo,·e nuts? l'cl buy nuts enough to last rnc from 

this time to Christma~, ancl I'd make little New­

t1111 crack 'cm for 111c • for that's the ,\·or:-st of 
(' :1 
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nuts, there's the trouble of cracking'em." "'\Vell, 

you nernr deserve to have a nut." " But you'll 

gi\·e me some of yours," said Lawrence in a 

fawning tone, for he thought it easier to coax 

than to work-" you'Jl give me some of your 

good things, ,ron't you ? " " I shall not have 

any of those good things," said Jem. "Then 

what will you do with all your money? "­

" Oh, I know very ,vell "·hat to do with it; but, 

as I told you, that's a secret, ancl I sha'n't tell it 

any body-Come now, Jet's go back and play­

their game's up, I dare say."-Lawrence went 

back 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 clay, as usual, Jem jumped up before 

six o'clock and went to his work, whilst Lazy 

Lawrence sauntered about without knowing what 

to do with himself. In the course of two days 

he laid out six-pence of his money in apples and 

gingerbread, and as long as these lasted he found 

himself well received by bis companions; but at 

length the third day he spent his last halfpenny, 

and when it was gone, unfortunately some nuts 

tempted him ,·ery much, but be had no money to 

pay for them; so he ran home to coax his fathcl'_. 

a::, he called it. "\Vhcn he got lw1ue he hcanl hi ::-
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father talking very loud, and at first he thought 

he was drunk; but wl1en he openec.l the kitchen­

cloor, he saw that be was not drunk, but angry, 

"You lazy dog !" cried he, turning suddenly 

upon Lawrence, and ga\'e him such a violent box 

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

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

look !-look, look, I say ! " Lawrence looked as 

soon as be came to the use of his senses, and with 

fear, amazement, and remorse, behelcl at least a 

dozen bottles burst, and the fine ,v orcestershire 

cider streaming over the floor. " Now, did not 

I order yon three days ago to carry these bottles 

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

the corl<s? answer me, you lazy rascal; did not 

l?" " Y cs," said Lawrence, scratching his head. 

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

11is father with renewed anger, as another bottle 

burst at the moment. "What do you stancl 

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

I say? No, no," catching bold of him, "I be­

lieve you can't mo,·e; but I'll make you." And 

}1e shook him till Lawrence was so giddy he 

could not stand. ",vhat bad you to think of? 

what had you to do all clay long, that you conld 

not carry my cider, my \Vorcestershirc cider, to 

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

be gootl for any thing, you arc such a la:,,;y ra::ical 
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-get out of my sight!" So saying, he 1mshed 
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, woulcl 
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 car, his father s,rore with a loud oath, "I 
will not gfre you a halfpenny, no, not a farthing, 
for a month to come; if yon ,rant money, go 
work for it; I've had enough of your laziness­
Go work ! " At these terrible words Lawrence 
burst into tears, and going to the side of a ditch, 
sat clmrn and cried for an hour; and "'hen lie 
Jiad cried till he coulcl cry no more, he exerted 
himself _so far as to empty his pockets, to sec 
whether there might not happen to Le one lialf­
penny left; and to his great joy, in the farthest 
corner of his pocket one halfpenny was found. 
\Vith this he proceeded to the fruit-woman's 
stall. She ,ras busy ,rcighing out some plums, 
so he was obliged to wait; and., whilst he ,rns 
waiting, he heard some people near him talking 
and laughing very loud. The fruit-woman's 
stall ,ra:- at the gate of a11 i11n-yard; :tll(l peeping 
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t11rough 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. "I began but with 

one halfpenny," cried the stable-boy with an 

oath, "and now I've got two-penee !" a<lde<l 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 steppecl forward, presenting his half­

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

who, after looking him full in the face, accepted 

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, smprised at his own success, and 

would ha\'e gone instantly to have ]aid it out in 

nuts; but the stable-boy stopped him, and 

tempted him to throw again. This time he lost; 

he threw again and won ; and so he ,vent on, 

sometimes losing, but most frequently winning, 

till half the morning was gone. At last, how­

e,·er, he chanced to win twice 1·um1ing, and, 

finding himself master of three halfpence, said he 

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

swore he would have his re,·engc another timo, 
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and L,n-rrence went and bought the nuts. "It 
is a good thing," sai<l 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. Herc, whilst 
he ate, he overheard the conversation of the 
stable-boys and postilions. At first their shocking 
oaths and loud wrangling frightened and shocked 
l1im; for Lawrence, though a laz!J, had not yet 
learned to be a ?Vickedboy. But, by degrees, he 
was accustomed to their sw·earingandquarrelling, 
and took a delight and interest in their disputes 
and battles. As this was an amusement which 
he could eujoy 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 scat. Here he 
found some relief from the insupportable fatigue 
of doing nothing; and here hour after hour, with 
his elbows on his knees, and his head on l1is 
hands, he sat the spectator of wickedness. 

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 first begun to 
game-a nry bad boy. The consequences of 

.I 
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this intimacy we shall presently sec.

1 
But it is 

now time to inquire what little Jcm has been 
doing all t11is 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. 
Jcm, always active and obliging, reaclily stayed 
from play, and was carrying a heavy flower-pot, 
when his mistress crossed the hall. " ,vhat a 
terrible litter," said she, '' you are a-making here 
-why don't you wipe your shoes upon the 
mat? " J em 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 know when, if ever, the man will bring 
l10me those mats you bespoke, ma'm." " I am 
very sorry to hear that," said the lady: " I ·wish 
we could find somebody who ,rould 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 ,ms sweeping away the 
litter, when he heard these last words, said to 
l1imself, "Perhaps I could make a mat." And 
all the way home, as he trudged along ,vhistling, 
he was thinking o,·cr a scheme for maki11g mats, 
which, however bol<l it may appear, he did not 
despair of executing, with patience and industry. 
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Many were the difficulties which his '' propl1elic 
c_ye" foresaw, but he felt within himself that 
spirit, which spurs men on to great enterprises, 
and makes them "trample on impossibilities." 

He reco11ected, in the first place, that he had 
seen Lazy Lawrence, ,rhilst 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 his mother's house, on the common 
which J em rode O\·er when he went to farmer 
Truck's for the giant strawberries, he remembered 
to ha-re seen a great quantity of this heath; and 
as it was now only six o'clock in the e,·ening, he 
:knew that he should ha,e 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 Jem 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! T\i-enty times 
he was ready to throw aside the heath, and give 
up his project, from impatience of repeated dis~ 
appointments. But still he perse,·ered. Nothing 
trn~!' great can be accomplished without toil and 
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time. Two 11oui·s he ,rorked 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, howeYer, repaid him 
for the labours of the other fhe; he conquered 
l1is grand difficulty of fastening the heath sub­
stantial! y together, and at length complete} y 
finished a mat, which far surpassed his most 
sanguine expectations. He was extremely happy 
-sung, danced round it-whistled-looked at 
it again and again, and could hardly leaye 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 gra.nd pleasure of carrying 
it to his mistress. She looked full as much sur­
prised as he expected, wl1en she 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," sai(l 
Jem, "I meant to girn it you if you'd have it; 
I did not mean to sell it. I made it at my play-. 
hours, and I was yery happy making it; and I'm 
very glad too that you like it; and if you please 
to keep it, ma'am-that's all." "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. :.\lake 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 best bow, for he 
thought by the lady's looks that s11e meant to do 
him a favour, though he repeated to himself, 
cc Dispose of them ; what docs that mean? " 

The next day he went to work 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 making two, he 
could soon make four, in a day. In a fortnight 
he made eighteen. It was Saturday night when 
he finished, 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 
Jlile, waiting for his mistres3's appearance. Pre­
sently a folding door, at one end of the hall, 
opened, and he saw his mi:stress, with a great 
many gentlemen and ladies rising from several 
tables. 

cc Oh! there is my little boy, and his mats," 
cried the lady; ancl, followed by alJ 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 bro his mistress beckonecl to 
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l1im, 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 surprised?" 
"That all my mats are gone," said Jem; "but 
you are very wekome." " 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-sixshillings!" said the lady; "five and 
seren-pence I think you told me you hail earned 
already-how much does t~1at make? I must 
add, I belie\·e, one other six-pence to make out 
your two guineas." "Two guineas!" exclaimed 
Jcm, 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 np to quite as 
a friend. " "\Vill .7;ou thank them all," said he, 
scarcely daring to glance his eye round upon the 

D 2 
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company, " will !JOit thank 'em, for you know I 
don't know ho\,. to thank 'em riglttl!J." E\·ery 
body thought, howe,·er, that they lrnd been 
thanked righLl!J. 

"Now we won't keep you any longer-on} y," 
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," saiclJem, "come 
with me now." "Not now," said the lady 
laughing, '' but I will come to Ashton to-morrow 
evening ; perhaps your mother can find me a few 
straw·berries." 

" That she will," said J em; " 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 8table; "Lightfoot, you're not to 
be sold to-morrow! poor fellow," said he, patting 
l1im, and then coulcl not refrain from counting 
out his money. Whilst he was intent upon this, 
J em was startled by a noise at the door; some­
body was trying to pull up tl1e latch. It opened, 
ancl there came in Lazy Lawrence, with a boy in 
a red jacket, who had a cock under his arm. 
They started when they got into the middle of 
the stable, and when they saw Jcm, who ha<l 
been at first hidden by the horse. 

H "\Ve-we-,re came/' sbrnmerecl Lazy Law• 
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l'ence-" I mean) I came to-to-to-" "To ask 
you/' continued the stable-boy in a bold fone, 
"whether you ,rill go with us to the cock-fight 
on l\Ionday? See, I've a fine cock here) and 
La,rrence told me you were a great friend of his) 
so I came." 

Lawrence n°'r attempted to say something in 
p1 aise of the pleasures of cock-fighting, and in 
recomm~ndation of his new companion. But 
J cm looked at the stable-boy with dislike and a 
sort of dread; then turning his eyes upon the 
cock with a look of compassion, said in a low 
voice to Lawrence, "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 sight) and it's no more cruel in me 
to go than another; and a great many go; and 
I',·e nothing else to do) so I shall go." "But I 
have something else to do," said Jem laughing) 
"so I shall not go." "But," continued Law­
rence) '' you know l\Ionday is the great Bristol 
fair) and one must be merry then) of all days in 
the year." "One day in the year, sme there's 
no harm in being merry,'' said the stable-boy. 
" I hope not," said J em; "for I know, for my 
part) I am merry e,·ery day in the year." "That's 
,·cry odd," said La,n-ence; "but I know) for 
my part, I would ll(lt for all the world rnis:-

·1 ll •, 
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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," sairl J em, 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 J em; "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 cli\·ert me-" said Lawrence, hesitating 
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," lea,·e 
him alone, he's not the sort." "\Vhat a fool 
you are!" 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 and seven­
pence. But how came you to talk of four and 
seven-pence; I saw in the manger a hat full of 
silver." "Indeed! "exclaimed Lawrence. « Yes, 
indeed-but why did you .stammer so when we 
first got in? you had like to ha"·e blown us all 
up.'' "I "·as so ashamed," said Lawrence, hang­
ing down his head. ''Ashamed! but you must 
not talk of ::;hamc now you are in for it, and I 
:sha'11't let ) ou off: you uwc u::; half a crow 11, 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 crown out of all that sil­
,·er." "But to steal," said Lawrence, drawing 
back with horror-" I never thought I shoulcl 
come to that-and from poor Jem 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 l\fonday 
night." Lawrence made no reply, and they 
parted without his coming to any determination. 

Here let us pause in our story-we are almost 
afraid to go on-the rest is very shocking-our 
little readers will shudder as they rBacl. 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 window. He knew well who it 
was, for this was the signal agreed upon between 
him and his wicked companion. He trembled 
at the thoughts of ,rhat he mt&,. about to do, and 
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Jay 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 Yras almost eYen ,rith the ground. His com­
panion said to him in a hollo"' voice, " Arc you 
ready?" He made no answer, but got out of the 
,,·indow and followed. "\Vhen he got to the sta­
ble a black cloud was just passing orcr the moon, 
and it was ouite dark. (< "\Vhere are you?" "·his-,. . 
perecl Lawrence, groping alY>nt, " "·here arc 
TOU? Speak to me." "I am here; gi,·e me your 
lian<l." La\1-rcncc stretched out his hand. "Is 
that your hand?" said the wicked boy, as L,rn·­
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're gone too far 
now to go hack;" and he pushed La,rrence into 
the stable. " Ha-,e yon .found it? take care of 
tlie hor:--e-ha,·e you done? what are you about? 
make haste, I hear a noise," said the staLle-hPy, 
l,,]10 ~rntcbccl at the door. "I am feeling for the 
half crown, but I can't find it." '' Bring all to­
gether." He brm1ght Jem's broken flower-pot, 
with a11 the money in it, to the door. 

The black clolHl was now passed o,er the moon, 
and thr ]iµ-!it shone full upon them. " "\Vhat do 
wr ~.t.mcl here for?" :-aid the stable-hoy, ~natch-

l 
', 



LAZY LAWRENCE. 33 

lng the flower-pot out of Lawrence's trembli11g 
liands, and pulling him away from the door. 
"Surely," cried Lawrence," you won't take all! 
You said you'd only take l1alf a cro,rn, and pay 
it back on Monday-you said you'd only take half 
a crown!" "Hold your tongue!" re11lied 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 guiit upon him, to his restless bed. All night 
he was starting from frightful dreams; or else, 
broad awake, he lay listening to every small noise, 
unable to stir, and scarcely daring to breathe--tor­
mented by 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 when it was day, when he hearcl 
the birds sing, and saw every thing look cl1eerful 
as usual, he felt still more miserable. It was 
Sunday morning, and the bell rang for church. 
All the children of the village, dressed in their 
Sunday clothes, innocent and gay, and little J em, 
the best and gayest amongst them, went flocking 
hy his door to church. "\Vell, Lawrence," said 
J cm, pulling his coat as he passed, and saw Law-



34 LAZY LAWRE1 ·cE, 

rence leaning again::st his father's door, " what 

makes you look so black?" "I," said Lawrence, 

starting, "why do you say that I look black?" 

"Nay, then," said Jem, "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 

Jem's; conscious that guilt ,ras written in his 

face, he shunned eyery eye. He would now 

lrnve given the world to hare thrown off the load 

of guilt which Jay upon his mind; he longed to 

follow Jem, to fall upon his knees, and confess 

all: dreading the moment when Jem should d:3-

cover his loss, Lawrence dared not stay at home; 

and not knowing what to <lo, or where to go, he 

mechanically went to his olcl haunt at the sta­

ble-yard, and lurked thereabouts all day, with 

his accomplice, who tried in min to quiet his 

fears and raise his spirits, by talking of the next 

day's cock-fight. It was agreed, that as soon as 

the dusk of the en~ning came on, they should go 

together into a certain lonely field, and there 

divide their booty. . 
In the mean time, Jem, when l1e returned 

from church, was ,·cry full of business, preparing 

for the reception of his mi::;trcss, of whose in­

tended risit he had informed his mother; and 

t I 
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whilst she was arranging the kitchen and their 
little parlour, he ran to search the strawberry 
beds. ""\Vhy, my Jem, how merry you are 
to-day!" said his mother, when he came in with 
the strawberries, and was jumping about the 
room playfully. "Now keep those spirits of 
yours, J em, till you want 'cm, and don't let it 
come upon you a11 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 ow-n, 
ancl he'll be here just now-and then I know 
how it will be with you, Jem ! " (c So do I!'' 
cried Jem, swallowing his secret witli great 
difficulty, and then turning head orer heels four 
times running. A carriage passed the window 
and stopped at the door. Jem ran out; it ,ras 
his mistress. She came in smiling, and soon 
made the old woman smile too, by praising the 
neatness of e,·ery thing in the house. But ,re 
shall pass over, howe,·er important they were 
deemed at the time, the praises of the strawber­
ries, and of " my grandmother's china plate." 
Another knock was heard at the door. " Run, 
Jem," said his mother, '' I hope it's our milk­
woman "'ith cream for the lacly."-1To; it was 
farmer Truck come fol' Lightfoot. The old 
woman's countenance fell. a Feteh him out_, 

1 
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dear," said she, turning to her son; but Jcm 

,\·as gone; he flew out to t1ie stable the moment 

he saw the flap of farmer Truck's great-coat.­

" Sit ye down, farmer," said the old "·oman, 

after they hacl waited about fi,·e minutes in 

expectation of J em's return. "You'd best sit 

down, if the lady will gi"·e you leave; for 11e'll 

not hurry himself back again. l\Iy hoy's a fool, 

madam, about that there horse." Trying tu 

laugh, she addec1, '' I knew how Lightfoot and 

he would be loath enough to part-he won't 

bring him out till the last minute; so do sil ye 

down, neighbour.'' The farmer had scarcely sat 

down, when Jem, with a pale wild countenanre, 

came back. " "\Vhat'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 hi111, 

and then leaning bis head against her, he cried, 

" It's gone !-it's al1 gone ! " and bursting into 

tears, he sobbed as if his little heart would break. 

""\Vhat.'s gone, love?" said his mother. " 1\1 y 

two guineas-Lightfoot's two guineas. I went 

to fetch 'em to gi,·e you, mammy! but the 

l>roken flower-pot that I put them in, and all's 

gone !-quite gone!" repeated he, checking his 

sobs. " I r.;aw them safe last night, and was 

sho\\'ing ~m to Lightfoot; arnl I wns so glarl to 

r. ,. 
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think I had earned them all myself; and I 
thought how surprised you'd look, and how glad 
you'd be, and how you'd kiss me, and all!" 

His mother listened to him ,vith the greatest 
surnrise, whilst his mistress stood in silence, L 

looking first at the old woman, and then at Jem, 
with a penetrating eye, as if she suspected the 
truth of his story, and was afraid of becoming 
the dupe of her o'1·n compassion. "This is a 
very strange thing!" said she gravely. "How 
came you to leave all your money in a broken 
flower-pot in the stable? How came you not 
to gi·ve it to your mother to take care of?" 
"'\Vhy, 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 hy." "And did yon 
not tell her?" "Nay, ask mammy," said Jcm 
a little offcll(le<l; and when aftcnrards the lady 
went on questioning him in a se,·ere manner, as 
if she did not believe him, he at last made no 
answer. "Oh, Jcm, Jem ! why don't you speak 
to the lady?" said his mother. "I have spoke, 
and spoke the truth," said Jem, proudly, "and she did not beliere me.'' 

Still tlie lady, "ho had li\.'ccl too Jong in the 
world to be without suspicion, maintained a cold 
manner, and determined to awa.it the event 

"\'OT,, I. 
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without interfering, saying only, that she hopell 

the money w·ould be found ; and ad dsed J em to 

have done crying. "I ham done/' said Jem, 

" I shaJl cry no more." And as he had the 

greatest command over himself, he actually did 

not shed another tear, not e,·en when the farmer 

got up to go, saying l1e could wait no longer. 

Jem silently went to bring out Lightfoot. 

The lady now took her scat where she could sec 

all that passed at the open parlour window. 

The old woman stood at the door, and several 

idle people of the village, ,rho had gathered 1' 

round the lady's carriage, examining it, turned 

about to listen. In a minute or two J em 

appeared, ,rith 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 goou horse," said the 

farmer. "He is a good horse! " 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-'l·omcn went 

by; and one of them lun-ing set down her pail, 

came behind J em, and garc him a pretty smart 

blow upon the back. He looked up. " And 

don't you know me? " said she. "I forget," 

said Jcm; "I think I ha,·c seen your faec 

hcforf', but I forget." a Dn yon so? arnl you'll 

..._• 
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tcil me just now/' said she, half-opeui11g her 
hand, "that you forgot who gave you this, and 
who charged you not to part with it, too." 
Ilere she quite opened her large hand, and on 
the palm of it appeared Jem's silver penny. 
""\Vhere?" exclaimed Jcm, 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-woman. 
" But where, pray tell me, where did you find 
this? " "With them that you gave it to, I 
suppose," said the milk-woman, turning away 
suddenly to take up her milk-pail. But now 
J em'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 
J)Cnny. 

""\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 
usecl to; for my Betty-you know my Betty," said 
she, turning round to the old woman, "my Betty 
serves you, and she's a tight and stirring lassy, 
ma'am, I can assure-" "Y cs, I don't doubt 
it," said the lady, impatiently; "but about the 
sih·er penny?'' "\Vhy, that's true; as I waa 
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coming alung all alone, for the rest came a round, 

and I came a short cut across the field-Xu, you 

can't see it, madam, where you stand-but if 

you were here-" " I see it-I know it," said 

Jem, out of breath with anxiety. ",vell-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 clown my milk-two 

boys, one about the size of he," said she, pointing 

to J em, " 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 ~tile, one of 'em 

pulled at the gate, and when it would not open 

(for it was tied with a pretty stout cord), one of 

'em whips out with bis knife and cuts it---

" Xow haYe you a knife about you, sir?" con4 

tinned the milk-woman to the farmer. He garn 

her his knife. 
"Here now, ma'am, just sticking as it ,rere 

here, between the blade and the haft, mts the 

silver penny. He took no notice, but when he 

opened it, out it falls; still be takes no heed, 

hut cuts the cord, as I ::;aid Lefore, and through 

the gate they went, and out of ::;ight in half a 

minute. I picks up the penny, for rny heart 

misgave me that it was the ,·cry one husband 

, . 
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had had a long time, and 11:id given against Illy 
mice to he," pointing to J em; "and I chargc<l 
him not to part with it; and, ma'am, when I 
looked, I l~new it by the mark, so I thought I 
should show it to !te," again pointing to Jem, 
"and Jet him give it back to those it belo11g3 
to." "It belongs to me," said Jem; "I nernr 
ga,·e it to any body-but-but-" '' But," 
cried the farmer, "those boys have robbed him 
-it is they ·who have all his money." "Oh, 
which way did they go?" cried Jem, "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 'cm presently." 

"\Vhilst they ,rcre gone in pursuit of the 
thieves, the Jady, who was now thoroughly con­
,·inced of J em's truth, desired her coachman 
would produce what she Im.cl ordered him to 
bring with him that evening. Ont of the boot 
of the carriage the coachman immediately pro­
duced a new saddle and bridle. 

How J0m's eyes sparkled when the saddle ,ras 
thrown upon Lightfuot's back ! "Put it on 
your horse yourself, Jem," 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 generous lady, who was :standing 

at Dame Preston's window, quick] y spread 

through the village, and drew everv body from 

their houses. They crowded round ·Jem to hear 

the story. The children especially, who were 

all fond of him, expressed the strongest indigna­

tion against the thieves. E,·ery eye was on the 

stretch; and now some, who bad run down the 

lane, carne back shouting, "Here they arc! 

they've got the thieves ! " 
The footman on horseback carried one boy 

before him; and the farmer, striding along, 

dragged another. The latter had on a red jacket, 

which little Jem immediately recollected, and 

scarcely dared lift his eyes to look at the hoy 

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 see; and he would 

:sec. And so he did ; for, forcing through all 

... 
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resistance, he staggered up to the footman just 
as he was lifting do\rn the boy he had carried 
before him. " I rvill-I tell you, I rvill 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 hauds. 

There wm; an awful silence. Lawrence fell 
on his knees, and, in a voice that could scarce] y 
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?" cc I don't know­
except it was iclleuess." ,vhile this was 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, cc Thanks to heaYen ! he is not my son­
how often, when he was little, ,re used, as he 
lounged about, to tell him that idleness was the root of all er il." 

As for the hardened wretch, his accomplice, 
every one was impatient to have him sent to 
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g·wl. Ile had put on a bold, insolent coun­

tenance, till he heard Lcnrrence's confession; till 

the money was found upon him; and he heard 

the milk-woman declare, that she would swear 

to the siher penny which he had dropped. Then 

he turned pale, aml betrayed the strongest signs 

of fear. "\Ve must take him before the ju:stice," 

said the farmer, "and he'll be lodged in Bri:stol 

gaol." " Oh ! " said J em, springing fonrnrcl 

when Lawrence's hands were going to be tied, 

"let him go-,ron't you-can't you, let him 

.... " "'r 1 .c ' k " . l 
go:- " .1. cs, mac. am, 1or mercy s sa ·e, saH 

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 idle any more;" said Jem; "won't you speak 

fur him, ma'am?" '' Don't ask the lady to 

speak for him," said the farmer; "it's better he 

should go to Bridewell 110,v, than to the gallows 

by-and-by." 
Xothing more was said, for eYeryhody felt the 

truth of the farmer's speech. Lawrence was 

sent to Bridewell for a month, ancl the stable­

boy ,ms transported to Botany Bay. 
During Lawrence's confinement, Jcm nften 

visitc<l l1i111 ; :11111 ,·arric,l him sueh littlL\ prc:senl:-
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as he could afford to give; and Jcm could afford 
to he generous, because he was industrious. Law­
rence's l1eart 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 Lazy Lawrence. 
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YOUNG Hardy ,ras educated by Mr. Trueman, a 

yery goo<l master, at one of the Sunday-schools 

in -shire. He was honest, obedient, active, 

and goocl-natured; so that be was esteemed and 

belo,·ed 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 liked; 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 Loveit, and 

everybody pitied him ,yhen he got into disgrace, 

wl1ich he frequently dicl; for though he had a 

good disposition, he was often led to do things 

which he knew to be wrong, mere1y because he 

could never have the courage to say no; be­

cause he was afraid to offend the ill-natured, 

and could not bear to be laughed at by fools. 

One fine autumn evening all the boys were 

permitted to go out to pb.y 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 a 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. vVhen they 
had kept it up to three hundred and twenty, 
the game became Ycry interesting: the arms of 
the com bat ants grew so tired, that they could 
scarcely wield the battledores: the shuttlecock 
began to wa,·e 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 became feebler ancl 
feebler; and "Now Loveit ! "-" Now Tarl­
ton ! " resounded on all sides. For another mi­
nute the victory was doubtful ; but at length, 
the setting sun shining full in Lm·eit's face, so 
dazzled his eyes, that he could no longer see the 
shuttlecock, and it fell at his feet. 

After the first shout for Tarlton's triumph was 
o,·er, everybody exclaimed, "Poor Loveit !"­
" he's the bcst-natnrecl fellow in the world ! "­
" what a pity that he did not stand with his 
back to the sun." 

"1\~ow I dare you all to play another game 
with me," criecl Tarlton, Yauntingly: and: as he 
spoke, he tossed the shuttlecock up with all hi::; 
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force; with so much force, that it went over the 
hedge, aml dropped into a Jane which went close 
behind the field. "Hey day ! " said Tarlton, 
"what shall we do now? " 

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

No other shuttlecock was to be had, and their 
play was stopped. They stood on t11e 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 Lo,,eit. "But you know 
we must not go into the lane," said Loveit, hesi­
tatingly. "Pugh!" said Tarlton, "why now 
w1iat harm could it do?" "I don't know," 
said Loveit, drumming upon his battledore; 
"but-" "You don't know, man ! why, then, 
what are you afraid of, I ask you?" Lovei t 
coloured, went on drumming, and again, in a 

lower voice, said "he didn't !mom." Ilut upon 
Tarlton's repeating, in a more 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." "Y cs, but you are," saicl Hardy, 

,, ,, ,, 
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coming forward. "Am I?" said Loveit; '' of 
what, pray, am I afraid?" cc 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, coo]]y, 
after the Jaugh had some,vhat subsided, " I am 
as little afraid of being flogged as you are, 
Tarlton; but I meant-" "No matter what 
you meant; why shouJrl you interfere with yonr 
wisdom, and your meanings? nobody thought of 
asking !JOU to stir a step for us ; but we asked 
Loveit, because he's the best fe]low in the 
world." " And for that very reason you shou]d 
not ask him, because you know he can't refuse 
you any thing." " Indeed though," cried 
Lovcit, piqued, cc 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, anrl 
again had recourse to his battledore, which he 
balanced most curiously upon his fore-finger. 
"Look at him !-now do look at him!" cried 
Tarlton; " did you e,·er in your life see 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 sqnints ! " " I don't 
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squint," said LoYeit, looldng up, "and nobody 

lrns me under his thumb; and what Hardy said 

was only for fear I should get into disgrace: 

-he's the best friend I ha,·e." 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 an 

affectionate manner; and he was just going, 

when Tarlton called after him, "Ay, go along 

with its best friend, and take care it docs not 

get into a scrape ;-good bye, little Panado ! " 

"\Vho do they call little Panado?" said Lo,·eit, 

turning his head hastily back. « Ne,·er mind," 

said Hardy, " what does it signify?'' "No,'' 

said Lo,·eit, '' to be sure it does not signify; 

but one does not like to be called little Panado; 

besides," added he, after going a few step~ 

further, "they'll all think it so ill-naturecl,-1 

had better go back, and just tell them, that I'm 

sorry I can't get their shuttlecock ;-do come 

back with me." cc No," said Hardy, '' I can't 

go back; and you'd better not.'' cc But, I assure 

you, I won't stay a minute-wait for me," acldcd 

Lo,·eit; and he slunk back again to prom that 

he was not little Panado. 
Once returned, the rest followed of course; 

for to support hi::; character for good-nature, he 

waR obliged to yield to the entreaties of hiR com .. 

.... , 
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panions; and, to sl10w his spirit, ]caped over the 
gate, amidst the acclamations of the little mob: 
lie was quicJJy out of sight. 

cc Here," 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. cc What? " cried 
every body, eagerly. " Why, just at the turn 
of the corner, at the end of the lane," panting 
-" \Vell,'' said Tarlton, impatiently, " do go 
-on." cc 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 garden, 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 shower of fine large rosy 
apples, they made my mouth water; so I called 
to the boy to beg one; but he said, he could not 
give 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 rnn 
off as fast as my legs would carry me, though I 
heard him bawling after me all the mty." 

p 2 



52 'l'ARLT0:;'-7, 

"And Jet him bawl," cried Tarlton, " lie 
sha'n't bawl for nothing; I'm determined we'll 
have some of his fine large rosy apples before I 
sleep to night." At this speech a general silence 
ensued; e,·ery body kept his eyes fixed upon 
Tarlton, except Loveit, who looked down, 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, Jet him march off this 
instant!" Loveit coloured, bit his lips, ,rished 
to go, but had not courage to morn first. He 
waited to see what e,·ery body else ,vould do;­
nobod y stirred; so Loveit stood still. 

""\Vell then," cried Tarlton, giving his hand to 
the boy next him, then to the next, "your word 
and honour that you won't betray me; but ::;tand 
by me, and I'll stand by you." Eac:h 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 cap who screened him, when Tarlton 
came up, holding out his hand. "Come, Loreit, 
1ad, you're in for it: ::;tand by me, and I'll :starnl 
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hy you." "Indeed, Tarlton," expostulated lie, 
without Joo king him in the face, " I <lo wish 
you'd give up this scheme; I dare say all the I 
apples are gone by this time ;-I wish you would 
-Do, pray, gi\·e up this scheme." " ,vhat 
scheme, man! you hav'n't heard it yet; yon 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. " Why I 
don't know you, I dcc.:lare I don't know you to­
clay," said Tarlton; " you used to be the bcst­
natured, most agreeable lad in the world, and 
would do any thing one asked yon; but you're 
<1uite altered of late, 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 lzale !)Ozt." "Ilale me! " re­
peated Lo,·eit, with terror; " no, surely you 
won't all lzalc me!" ancl he mechanically 
stretched out his hand, which Tarlton shook 
violent] y, saying, " A!J, uo,v, that's right."­
" A!J, 1101V, that's ?Vrong ! " whispered LoYeit's 
conscience; but his conscience was of no use to 
him, for it was always overpowered by the ,,oicc 
of numbers; and though he had the wish, he 
11e,·cr had the power, to do right. "Poor Lovcit ! 
T knew lil' w11ul<l not rl'l't1:--l' us," c_'l'ied Iii:; eom-
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panions; and even Tarlton, the moment he shook 
Jiancls with him, despised him. It is certain that 
weakness of mind is despised both by the good 
and by the bad. 

The league being thus formed, Tarlton a.,. 
sumed aH 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 slJall 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 
Lo,·eit and another boy, crept out. It was a 
moonlight light, and, after crossing the field, and 
climbing the gate directed by Lovcit, who now re. 
solved to go through the affair with spirit, they 
proceeded down the lane with rash, yet fearful 
steps. At a distance Lovcit saw the white. 
washed cottage, and the apple-tree beside it: 
they quickened their pace, and with some difii ... 
culty scrambled through the hedge which fenced 
the garden, though not without being scratchell 
and torn by the briers. E,·ery thing ,vas silent. 
Yet now and then at c, cry rustling of the leave::; 
thev ::;tarted and their hearts beat viulcnth". . , . 
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Once as Loveit was climbing the apple-tree, he 
thought he heard a door in the cottage open, 
and earnest! y begged his companions to desist 
and return 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 hi5 own 
apartment. 

Loveit slept in the same room with Harrly, 
whom he had left fast asleep, an<l whom he now 
was extremely afraid of wakening. AU 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 door was apt to creak, but it was 
opened with such precaution, that no noise could 
be heard, and Loreit found his friend as fast 
asleep as when he left him. 

" Ah," said he to himself, " how quietly he 
sleeps ! I wish I had been sleeping too." The 
reproaches of Loveit's conscience, however, serrccl 
no other purpose but to torment him ; be had 
not sufficient strength 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 
accompa11y the sarnc pi.\r~) 0 11 a :::-imilar e:xpc<1ition . 
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,v e must observe, that the necessity for conti­
nuing 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; and 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
,-erecl their proceedings; butLoveit could not help 
suspecting, that he was not quite so ignorant as he 
appeared to be. Loreit had strictly kept his 
promise of secrecy, but he was by no means an 
artful boy; and in talking to his friend, conscious 
that he had something to conceal, l1e was perpe­
tually on the point of betraying himself; then 
recollecting his engagement, he blushed, stam­
mered, bungled; and upon Hardy's asking what 
lrn meant, would ans·wer with 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 o~-ersprcad Tarlton's 
brow when he began to speak on the subject, and 
he ahrays returned a peremptory refusal, accom­
panied by some such taunting expression as this 
-" I wish we had had nothing to do with such a 
sneaking fcll o,r. He'll betray us all, I sec, before 
Wt' har r dun e with him.'' " "\\rp }) ," ::;aid Lon:it 
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to himself, "so I am abusecl 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 
division of the booty only one apple and the half 
of another, which was only half ripe, happened 
to fall 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 offer 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, especial1y as 
a gap was made in his hedge, aucl there were 
several small footsteps in his flowe1·-beds. 

The good old man was not at all inclined to 
give pain to any fo·ing 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 lire upon, because lie 
had been very industrious in his youth : and lic 
was always very rca<ly to part with the little he_ 
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had; nor was he a cross old man. If any thing 
would have made him angry, it would have been 
the seeing his farnmite tree robbed, as he had 
promised himself the pleasure of giving his red 
apples to his grandchildren 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, a 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 would surely bring them to the gallows in 
the end. Let me see-oh, ah, that will do ; I 
will borrow farmer Kent's dog Barker; he'll 
keep them off, I'll 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; Lo'l-·eit, and his 
companions, returned at the usual hour. Grown 
bolder now by frequent success, they came on 
talking and laughing. But the moment they had 
set their foot in the garden, the dog started up; 
and, shaking his chain as he sprang forward, 
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barked witl1 umemitting fury. They stood still 
as if fixed to the spot. There was just moonlight 
enougl1 to see the <log. " Let us try the other 
side of the tree/' said Tarlton. But to whichever 
side they turned, the dog 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 do"·n the basket he had brought 
with him, and betook himself to flight with the 
greatest precipitation. " Help me ! oh, pray, 
I can't get through the hedge," cried Loveit 
in a lamentable tone, whilst the dog growled 
hideously, and sprang forward to the extremity 
of his chain. "I can't get out! Oh, pray, dear 
Tarlton, stay for me one minute!" 

He called in -rain; he was left to struggle 
through l1is difficulties by himself; and of all 
his dear friends, not one turned back to help 
him. At last, torn and terrified.!' he got through 
the hedge and ran home, despising 11is com­
panions for their selfishness. N"or could he help 
observing that Tarlton, Yrith all his vaunted 
prowess, was the first to run aw·ay from the ap­
pearance-Of danger. The next morning he could 
not help reproaching the party with their con­
duct. ""\Vhy could not you, any of you, stay one 
minute to help me? '' said he. " W' e did not 

--
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hear you call," answcre<l one. "I was so fright~ 
cnc<l," said another, "I would not hare 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? E\·ery 
one for himself in this world!" "So I see," said 
Loveit gravely. "\Vell, man! is there any thing 
strange in that? " " Strange ! why yes, I 
thought you all loved me?" "Lord love you, 
lad! so we do; but we love ourseh'es better." 
"Hardy would not have served me so, however," 
said Loveit, turning away in disgust. Tarlton 
was alarmed. 

"Pugh ! " said he; "what nonsense hare you 
taken into your brain? Think no more about it. 
\Ve are a11 rery sorry, and beg your pardon; 
come, shake hands, forgive and forget." Loveit 
gave his hand, but gave it rather coldly: " I 
forgive it with all my heart," said he;" but I can­
not forget .it so soon!" " \Vhy, then, you arc 
not such a good-humoured fellow as we thought 
you were. Surely you cannot bear malice, 
Loveit? " Loveit smiled, and allowed that he 
certain I y could not bear malice. " Well, then, 
come ; you know at the bottom ,,e. 11 lo,·e you, 
:md would do any thing in the worl~ for you." 
Poor Loveit, flattered in his foible, ~C'gan to 
beliere that they did love him at. the bo om, as 

'\ 

I 

.. . , 
' If• 

b 

I 



TARLTON, 61 
tl1ey said, and even with his eyes open consented 
again to be dupecl. 

" How strange it is," thought he, « that I 
should set sue;h value upon the love of those I 
despise! ,vhen I'm once out of tl1is scrape, I'H 
liare no more to do ,vith them, I'm determined." 

Compared with his friend Hardy, bis new a~ 
sociates dicl indeed appear contemptible: for aH 
this time Harrly had treated him with uniform 
1:indness, avoided to pry into his secrets, yet 
seemed ready to recei,re his confidence, if it lrnd 
been offered. 

After school in the evening, as he was standing 
silently heside Hardy, who was ru1ing a sheet of 
11aper for him, Tarlton, in his brutal manner, 
came np, and seizing him by the arm, said, 
"Corne along with me, Loveit, I've something 
to say to you." " I can't come now," said 
Loveit, drawing aw·ay his arm. " Ah, do come 
now," said Tarlton in a voice of persuasion. 
u ,veJI, I'll come presently.'' "Nay, but do, 
pray, there's a good fellow; come now, because 
I've something to say to you.'' " \Vhat is it 
you',·e got to say to me? I wish you,d let me 
alone," said, Loveit; yet at the same time he 
suffered hi self to be led away. 

Tarlton took particular pains to humour him 
and bririg him into temper agam; and e,·en, 
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though he was not very apt to part with his play .. 
things, went so far as to say, '' Loveit, the other 

day you wanted a top: I'll ·give you mine, if you 

desire it." Lo,·eit thanked him, and was o,·er­

joyed at the thoughts of possessing this top. 

"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

cious] r· '' \Vell now, well!" " You know the 

dog that frightened us so last night?" " Yes." 

"It will never frighten us again.'' ",·von't 

it?-how so?" "Look here," said Tarlton, 

dra,ring from his pocket something wrapped in a 

blue handkerchief. " What's that? "-Tarlton 

opened it. " Raw meat!" exclaimed Loveit. 

" How came you by it?" " Tom, the serrnnt 

boy, Torn got it for me, and I'm to give him 

six-pence." "And is it for the clog?" "Yes; 

I vow'd I'cl be revenged on him, and after all 

this he'll never bark again." "Never bark 

again !-\Vhat 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." LO\·eit stood for nearly 

a minute in profound silence. " Tarlton," saicl 
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11e 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. "Why you know, I might 
not know; for Tom told me it's a thing that's 
often done; ask Tom." cc I'll ask nobody! sure] y 
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 \rnnt to hear what 
11e'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 writhed himself!" "Poor creature! Well, 
there's no harm done now," cried Tarlton, in a 
hypocritical tone. But though he thought fit to 
<lissemble with Loveit, he was thoroughly deter­
mined in his purpose. 

Poor Loveit, in haste to get alray, returned to 
his friend Hardy; but his mind was in such agi­
tation, that he neither talked nor moved like 
himself; and two or three times his heart was 
so full that he was ready to burst into tears. 

" How good-natured you are to me," said he 
G2 
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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 e\·ening prayer rang, and 
they all took their places, and knelt down. After 
prayers, as they were going to bed, Loveit 
stopped Tarlton.-" Well!" asked be in an in­
quiring manner, fixing bis eyes upon him­
" TVell!" replied Tarlton in an audacious tone, 
as if be 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 
rl'arlton, turning away abruptly, and whistling 
as he walked off. 

" Oh, he has certainly changed bis mind!" 
said Loveit to himself, " else he could not 
whistle." About ten minutes after this, as he 
and Hardy were undressing, Hardy sudden} y 
recoJlected that he had left his new kite nut upon 
the grass. " Oh!" said he, "it wiJl 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 louder, "Is Tom below?"-" I'1n here," 
answered he at last, coming out of Tarlton's room 
with a look of mixed embarrassment and effron­
tery. And as he was rccci,.·ing Hardy's commi:s­
::sion, Loreit saw the corner of the blue handker-

I , 



•rARLTON. G5 
chief hanging out of his pocket. This excited 
fresh suspicion in Loveit's mind ; but, without 
saying one word, he immediately stationed him­
self at the window in his room, which looked out 
to,rards the lane; and as the moon was risen, he 
could see if any one passed that way. " What 
are you doing there?" said Hardy, after he had 
been watching some time; "why don't you come 
to bed? " Loveit returned no answer, but con­
tinued standing at the window. Nor <licl he 
watch long in vain; presently he saw Tom 
gliding slowly along a by-path, and get m·er the 
gate into the lane. 

"He's gone to do it!" exclaimed Loveit aloud, 
with an emotion which he could not command. 
" 1Vho's gone! to do what?" cried Hardy, 
starting u1}. " How cruel, how wicked ! " con­
tinued Lo,·eit. "'What's cruel-what's wicked? 
speak out at once!" returned Hardy, in that 
commanding tone,whieh, in moments of danger, 
strong minds feel themsel \'es entitled to assume 
towards weak ones. Loveit instantly, though in 
an incoherent manner, explained the affair to 
him. Scarcely had the word passed his lips, 
when Hardy sprang up and began dressing him­
self without saying one syllable. " For God's 
:.--al\c, what arc -von l!.'<>ino· to do?" sai(l Lo,·cit in • C, 0 

great an-.:ict v. '' Tl1c\ 'll llf!\ <~I' fur~ire 111c ! dou 'f . . ' 
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betray me! they'll never forgh·c 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 amaze4 

rnent: whilst, in the mean time, Hardy, in hopes 

of overtaking Tom before the fate of the poor dog 

was decided, ran with all possible speed across 

the meadow, and then down the Jane. 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-" \i\That, 

master Hardy, is it you? what's the matter? 

what do you want?" "I want the poisoned 

meat that you have in your pocket." "\Vho told 

you that I had any such thing?" said Tom, 

clapping his hand upon his guilty pocket. "Gire 
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 Tom, trembling, though be 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 \'oices, began to bark outrageously. Tom 

was terrified lest the old man should come out to 

-;cc what \\ as thr matter; l1is i::tr('ngth for:::ook 
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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. Hu,l"{ly 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 tu 
get the handkerchief from between his teeth ; 
but tl1e knot was loosed, the meat unpercei,·ell 
by the dog dropped out, and while he draggell 
off the handkerchief in triumph, Hardy with 
inexpressible joy plunged the pitchfork into the 
poisoned meat, and bore it away. 

NeYer did hero retire with more satisfaction 
from a field of battle. Full of the pleasure of 
successful benevolence, Hardy tripped joyfully 
l10me, and vaulted over the window-sill, when 
the first object he beheld was l\Ir. Power, the 
usher, standing at the head of the stairs, with a 

candle in his hand. 
"Come up, ,Thoever you are," said l\Ir. "\Vil ... 

liam Power, in a stern voice ; "I thought I 
should find you out at last. Come up, who­
ever you are!" Hardy obeyed without reply. 
"Hardy," exclaimed :\Ir. Power, starting back 
with a ' toni~hment: "is it you, ~Ir. Hardy?" 
repratecl h<>, holclin~ tlw li ght t o hi .:: face. 
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" \Vh y, sir," said he in a snPering tone, " 1'111 
sure if Mr. Trueman was l1ere, he wouldn't 
believe his own eyes j but, for my part, I saw 
th rough you long since: I ne,er like saints, for 
my share. \Vill you please to do me the farour, 
sir, if it is not too much trouble, to empty your 
pockets ? " Hardy obeyed in silence. "Hey­
day! meat! raw meat! what next?" "That's 
all," said Hardy, emptying his pockets inside 
out. u That is all," said .i\lr. Power, taking up 
the meat. "Pray, sir," sai<l Hardy, eagerly, 
u let that meat Le burned, it is poisoned.'' 
" Poisoned ! " cried Mr. \Villiam Power, letting 
it drop out of his fingers j "you ,,retch ! " look­
ing at him with a menacing air, "what is all 
this? Speak." Hardy was silent. "\Vhy 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 all j tell me where you've been, and what 
you've been doing, and who are your accom­
J>liccs, for I know there is a gang of you: so," 
added he, pressing l1ea~·ily upon Hardy's shOld­
cler, "down upon your knees this minute, and 
confess the whole j that's your only way now to 
get off yourself. If you hope for 1ll!J pardon, I 
can tell you that it's not to be had wit}wut ask­
fo g for." "Sir," ~ai cl Hanly, in a 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, l\Ir. Innocent, v,,hen 
my uncle the doctor comes home ? ,, " As I do 
now, sir," said Hardy, unmoved. His compo­
sure threw l\Ir. Power into a rage too great for 
lltterance. "Sir/' continued HarJy, " 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 
clone 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. Come along with me, young 
gentleman; your time for pardon is past." Say­
ing these words, he pulled Hardy along a Harrow 
passage to a small closet, set apart for the des­
perate offenders, and usually kno\vn by the 
name of the Black Jlole. "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 
Jocking also the door at the end of the passage) 
so that no one could have access to him. H So 
now I think I hare you safe l" said l\Ir. "\Vil­
liam Power to himself) stalking off with steps 
which made the whole ga11ery resound) and 
which made many a guilty heart tremble. The 
com·ersation which had passed between Hardy 
and Mr. Power at the head of the stairs had 
been anxiously listened to, but only a word or two 
here and there had been distinctly overheard. 
The locking of the b]ack-ho]e door was a terrible 
sound: some knew not what it portended) and 
others knew too 1vell; all assembled in the 
morning with faces of an.i;:iety. Tarlton's and 
Loveit's were the most agitated; Tarlton for 
liimself-Loreit for his friend) for himself) for 
everybody. Every one of the party, and Tarlton 
at their head) surrounded him with reproaches; 
and considered him as the author of the evils 
,vhich hung over them. a How could you do 
so ?-and why did you say anything to Hardy 
about it? when you had promised too! Oh, 
what shall we all do l what a scrape you Iia,·e 
brought us into! Loveit) it':; all your fault!"­
a All mJ fault!" repeated poor Loveit, with a, 

sigh ; (( we]]) that is hard." 
c( Goodness! there's the bell," exclaimed a 
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number of rnices at once. "Now for it!" They 
all stood in a half circle for morning prayers! 
they listened, "Here he is coming! No-Y cs. 
Here he isl" And l\Ir. William Power, with a 
gloomy brow, appeared and walked up to his 
place at the head of the room. They knelt 
<lown to prayers, and the moment they rose Mr. 
'\Villiam Power, laying his hand upon the table, 
cried, "Stand still, gentlemen, if you please." 
Ererybody stood stock still; he walked out of 
the circle ; they guessed he was gone for Hardy, 
and the whole room was in commotion. Each 
with eagerness asked each what none could 
answer, " Has !te told ? "-" TV!zat has he 
told?"-" Who has he told of?"-" I hope he 
has not told 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 
tl1ink he's such a fool, when he can get himself 
off," said Tarlton. 

At this instant 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 Lovcit, who pulled him by the coat as he 
passed-every one felt almost afraid to breathe. 
"'\Yell, sir," said :.\Ir. Po"·er, sitting down in. 
l\Ir. Trueman's elbow <'hair, and placing the 
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prisoner opposite to him ; a m,1J, sir, wliat 11ave 
you to say to me this morning?" a Nothing, 
sir," ans-..rered 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, i;;ir, 
then: and a great deal more, I promise you., 
before I haye done with you ;" ancl then seizing 
him in a fury, he was just going to give him a 
screre flogging, when the school-room door 
opened, and l\Ir. Trueman appeared, followed 
by an old man, whom Lorcit immediately 
knew. He leaned upon his stick as he walked, 
and in his other lrnnd carried a basket of apples. 
,vhen they came within the circle, l\Ir.Truernan 
stopped short-a Hardy!" exclaimed he, with 
a mice of unfeigned surprise, whilst l\Tr. "'illiam 
PO\ver stood with his hand suspended. "Aye, 
Hardy, sir," repeated he. "I told him you'd 
not belie,·e your own eyes." l\Ir. Trueman ad­
vanced with a slow step. "Now, sir, give me 
lea re," said the usher, eagerly drawing him aside 
and whispering. '' So, sir," said 1\lr. T., when 
the whisper was d11ne, addressing himself to 
Hardy, with a voice and manner which, had he 
been gnilty, must ha,·e pierced him to the heart, 
"I find I han~ been deceived in you-it is but 
t1iree homs ago that I told your uncle I nerer 
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had 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!" 
" IJ sir!" exclaimed Hardy) no longer able to 
repress his feelings. "Y ouJ sirJ-you and some 
others/' said Mr. Trueman, looking round the 
room with a penetrating glance-" you and 
some others-" "AyeJ sir/' interrupted l\Ir. 
"\Villiam Power) " get that out of him if yotl 
can-ask him." " I will ask him nothing; I 
shall neither put his truth nor his honour to the 
trial: 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. " Ha,,e not you robbed 
this old man? Don't you know the taste of 
these apples?" said Mr. Trueman) taking one out 
of the basket. " NoJ sirJ I do not: I never 
touched one of that o]d man's apples." " Never 
touched one of them ! I suppose this is some 
vile equivocation-you have done worse: you 
have had the barbarity, the baseness to attempt 
to poison his dog ; the poisoned meat was found 
in your pocket last night." " The poisonecl 
meat was found in my pocket, sir' but I 1w,·er 

II 
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attempted to poison the dog: I saved his life." 
u Lord bless him/' said the old man. " Non­
sense ! cunning!" said .i\Ir. Power. " I hope 
you won't let him impose upon you soJ sir." 
"NoJ 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?" 
_a No, sir." "Don't you know whose it is?" 
cried Mr. Power. Hardy was silent. 

"NowJ gentlemenJ" said ~Ir. Trueman," I am 
not fond of punishing you; but when I do itJ you 
know it is always in earnest. I will begin with 
the eldest of you; l 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 HardyJ Loveit, and Tarlton, knew the 
secret. " My cane!" said Mr. Trueman, and 
Powe1· handed him the cane-Lo·veit groaned 
from the bottom of his heart-Tarlton leaned 
back against the wall with a bbck countenance 
-Hardy looked with a steady eye at the cane. 

" But first," said ].\fr. TruemanJ laying down 
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the caneJ " 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) whoJ nowJ as pale 
as ashes) and trembling in every limb, sank down 
upon his knees, andJ in a whining voice, begged 
for mercy. "Upon my word and honour, sirJ I'll 
tell yon 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 be­
lieYed-" Oh, dear sir!" continued he, as l\fr. 
Trueman began to move towards hirnJ " 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." cc Thank you, sir," said Tarlton, 
getting up and wiping his eyes.,." You need not 
thank me," said i\Ir. Trueman. " Take your 
handkerchief-go out of the room-out of this 
house-let me never see you more." 

c< If I had any hopes of him," said Mr. True .. 
H2 
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man, as he shut the door after him; " if I had 
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 
l10pes of themseh·es will know how to submit 
to it." 

At these words Loveit first, and immediately 
all the rest of the guilty party, stepped out of the 
ranks, confessed their fault, and declared them­
selves 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 l\1r. 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 
highest I can give him is the pardon of his com­
Jlanions." 

Hardy bowed, and his face glowed with plea­
sure, whilst every body present sympathised in 
]1is feelings. " I am sure," thought Lovcit, 
" this is a lesson I shall never forget." 

" Gentlemen," said the old man with a faul­
tering voice, " it \Yasn't for the sake of my apples 
that I spoke; and you, sir," said he to Hardy, 
" I thank you for saving my dog. If you please, 
I'll plant on that mount, opposite the window, a 

it 

! 
I 
' 



TARLTON. 77 
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.-And may God bless 
you; (laying his trembling hands upon Hardy's 
head) may God bless you-I'm sure God will 
bless a11 such boys as you are." 

rr :1 



T H E F A L S E K E Y. 

:i\In. SPENCER, a very benevolent and sensible 

man, undertook the education of several p1Jor 

children. Amongst the rest was a boy of the 

name of Franklin, whom he had bred up from 

the time he was five years old. Franklin hacl the 

misfortune to be the son of a man of infamous 

character; and for many years this was a disgrace 

and reproach to his child. "\Vhen any of the 

neighbours' children quarrelled with him, they 

used to tell him he would turn out like his father. 

But l\lr. Spencer always assured him, that he 

might make himself \\'hatever he pleased ; that 

by behaving well he would certainly, sooner or 

later, secure the esteem and lore of all \Vho knew 

him, even of those who bad the strongest pre­

judice against him on his father's account. 

This hope was ,·ery delightful to Franklin, and 

he sho,red the strongest cle ·ire to learn to do 

e,·ery thing that was right; so that Mr. Spcnec1· 

sonn gre,v fond of him, and took great pains to 

instruct him, and to give him all the good habits 

and principles which might make him a useful, 

re::-pcctahlc, and happy man. 
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\Vhen he was about thirteen years of age, ~fr. 
Spencer one day sent for him into his 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. 
cc 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 gl'eat 
deal of rough work, at your first setting out; 
but be faithful and obedient to your mistress, and 
obliging to your fellow-se1'van ts, and all will go 
well. l\Irs. Churchill will make you a very good 
mistress if you behave properly, and I have no 
doubt but you will." cc Thank you, sir." "Ancl 
you will always (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 master; and he was very 
glad to get out of the room. He came back with 
the candle, a.nd with a stout heart stoorl hy 
,i\ hibt the letter was scali11g- ; aud when lii ::i 
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master put it into his 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, remember, if ever you get into any diffi­
culty, don't be afraid to come to me. I have some­
times 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 gra­
titude, left the room without being able to speak. 

He got to Queen-square about three o'clock. 
The door was opened by a large red-faced man 
in a blue coat and scarlet waistcoat, to whom he 
felt afraid to give his message, lest he should 
not be a servant. "Well, what's your business, 
sir?" said the butler. " I haYe a letter for 
l\frs. Churchill, sir," said Franklin, endeavour­
ing 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 l1im. He was then shown into a 

handsome room, where he found his mistress, an 
elderly lady. She asked him a few questions, 
examining him attentively as she spoke; and 
her se\·ere r.ye at first, anrl her grncinw, smile . ~-
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afterwards, made him feel she was a person to 
be both lwed and feared. " I shall give you in 
charge,'' said she, ringing a bell, " to my house­
keeper, 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, 
H 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 was not disposed to like him. In fact, l\Irs. 
Pomfret was a 'U'oman so fond 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, howe,·er, till night; when, as 
she attended her mistress's toilette, she could not 
refrain from expressing her sentiments. She be­
gan cautiously: "l\Ia'am, is not this the boy Mr. 
Spencer was talking of one day-that had been 
brought up by the Vi/laintropic Society, I think 
they call it?" "Philanthropic Society; yes; and 
my brother gives him a high character: I hope 
lrn 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 tlie 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/' '-r 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." rr 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 nalur that's in one} they say; 
and one that's born naturally bad and low, they 
s~y, all the edication in the world won't do no 
good; and} for my partJ .ma'amJ 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 nalur of them before hand: I declare 
it frights me." u Pomfret} I thought you had 
better sense : how could this poor boy earn his 
bread? he would be forced to sta1Te, or steal} if 
every body had such prejudices." Pomfret} who 
really was a good woman, was softened at this 
idea, and said, " God forbid he should starve, or 
steal; and God forbid I should say any thing 
preJudiciar!J of tlie boy} for there may be no harm 
in him." "\Vell," said .l\Irs. Churchill} changing 
her tone, "but, Pomfret, if we don't like the boy 
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at the end of a month, we have clone with him; 
for I have only promised l\1r. Spencer to keep 
l1im a month upon trial-there is no harm done." 
"Dear, no, ma'am, to be sure-and cook must put 
up with her disappointment, that's all." cc What 
disappointment? " "About her nephew, ma'am; 
the boy she and I was speaking to you for." 
cc \Vhen? " c,c 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} 
should be very angry ; but the poor woman nerer 
lets fall a word, any more than frets that the boJ 
should miss such a good place.'' cc "\Vell, but 
since I did say that I should have no objection 
to try him, I shall keep my word; let him come 
to-morrow; let them both have a fair trial, and 
at the encl of a month I can decide which I like 
best, and which we had better keep." 

Dismissed with these orders, l\lrs. Pomfret 
hastened to report all that had passed to the cook, 
like a favourite minister; proud to display the 
ex.tent of her secret influence. In the morning 
Felix, the cook's nephew, arri,·ed; and the mo­
ment he came into the kitchen, every eye, ereu 
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the scullion's, was fixed upon him with appro .. 
bation, and afterwards g1anced upon Franklin 
with contempt-contempt which Franklin could 
not endure without some confusion, though quite 
unconscious of having 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 advantages, which justly made his rival 
the admiration of the kitchen. However, upon 
calling to mind all that his friend l\Ir. Spencer 
had ever said to him, he could not recollect his 
having warned him that shoe-strings were indis­
pensible requisites to the characters of a good ser­
vant; so that he could only comfort himself with 
resolving, if possible, to make amends for these 
deficiencies, and to dissipate the prejudices which 
he saw were formed against him, by the strictest 
adherence to all that his tutor had taught him to 
be his duty. He hoped to secure the approbation 
of his mistress by scrupulous obedience to all hcl' 
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commands, and faithful care of all that belonged 
to 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 
1mrsued this plan of conduct steadily for nearly 
tl1ree weeks, and found that he succeeded beyond 
his expectations in pleasing his mistress: but un­
fortunately he found it more difficult lo please bis 
fellow-servants, and he sometimes offended when 
he least 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 "ras, he 
answered that l1e was gone out. ""\Vhere to?" 
said l1is mistress. " I don't know," answered 
Franklin. 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, toreceiveasudden box on the ear, 
and the appellation of a mischievous, impertinent, 
mean-spirited brat! "l\1ischiernus, impertinent, 
mean ! " repeated Franklin to himself; but look­
ing in the butler's face, which was of a deeper 
scarlet than usual, he judged that he was far 
from sober, and did not doubt hnt that the next 
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morning, when he came to the use of his reason, 
he would be sensible of his injustice, and apolo­
gise 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 
}iad best do on the next occasion. ""'\Vhy," said 
Corkscre"', "when mistress asked for me, how 
came you to say I ,ras gone out? " c< Becau:;c, 
you know·, I saw you go out." "And ,rhen she 
asked you where I was gone, how came you to 
say that you did not know? " "Because indeed 
I did not kno,,." << You arc a stupid blockhead: 
could not you say I was gone to the washer­
woman's?" "But 1vere you ? " said Franklin. 
""\Vas I! " cried Corkscrew, and looked as if he 
would ha,·e struck him again; ,: how dare you 
girn me the lie? l\Ir. Hypocrite, you would he 
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 farnurite of Corkscrew: and though 
Franklin by no means sought to pry into the 
mysteries of their private conferences, uor Her 
entered without knocking at the <1oor, yet it was 
his fate once to be sent.~of a message at :111 nn-
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lucky time, and as the door was 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 im,oluntaril y forced to suspect they were 
drinking his mistress,s wine. 

Nor were the bumpers of port the only un­
lawful rewards which Felix recefrecl; his aunt 
the cook had occasion for his assistance, and she 
had many delicious douceurs in her gift. l\1any 
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 be took the pains 
to please the cook in all honourable service, and, 
when she was hot, angry, or hurried, l1e was 
always at hand to help her; and in the hour of 
adrersity, 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 fimvers to garnish her 
dishes, and presence of mind to lnow, in the 
midst of the commotion, where every thing that 
was wanting was to be found; so that, quick as 
lightning, all difficulties rnnishcd before him. 
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Yet when the danger was over, ancl the hour of 
ad,·ersity passed, the ungrateful cook would for­
get her benefactor, and, when it came to be his 
supper 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 dicl he 
envy Felix the dainties which he ate sometimes 
close beside him : "For," said he to himself, "I 
have a clear conscience, and that is more than 
Felix can have. I know how he wins cook's 
favour too well, and I 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: Mrs. Pom­
fret, the homekeeper, had sev~ra] times, directly 
and indirect] y, given the world below to under­
stand, that she and her mistress thought there 
was a prodigious quantity of meat eaten of late. 
Now when she spoke, it was usua1ly 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 dinr.er in silence. But at length it "'as time 
to explain. One Sunday there appeared a hand­
some sirloin of beef, which before noon on l\Ion­
c1ay had shrunk almost to the bare bone, and pre-

IH 
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scntcd such a deplorable spectade to the opening 
eyes of Mrs. Pomfret, that her long smothered 
indignation burst forth, and she boldly fleclarecl 
she was now certain there ,ms 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, grew pale; but suddenly recovering the 
use of her speech, turned upon Franklin, and 
,rith a ,·oice of thunder, gare him the lie di­
rect; and fortlrn·ith, taking l\Irs. Pomfret by the 
ruffic, led the way to the dairy, declaring she 
coulcl defy the world, "that she could, and so she 
woul,l." "There, ma'am," said she, kicking an 
empty basket which lay on the floor-" there's 
malice for yon-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 kimboed 
arms, and looking like a dragon-" And pray, sir, 
what business ha,·e such a one as you to think 
yon see ?-And pray, ma'am, will you be pleased 
to speak-perhaps, ma'am, he'll condescend to 
obey you-ma'am, will you be pleased to forbid 
him my clairy; for here he <·0rnes prying and spy-
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ing about-and how, ma'am, am I to ansyrer 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 folk:; 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 inistress's, took part with the 
cook, and ended as she began, with a firm per­
suas10n that Franklin was the guilty person. 
"Let him alone, let him alone!" said she; "he 
has 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 
well enough, from the first time I ever set my 
eyes upon him ; but mistrcsa shall have her own 
way, and see the end of it." These words, and 
the bittel' sense of injustice, drew tears at 
length fast down the proud cheek of Franklin, 
which might possibly have touched l\Irs. Pomfret, 
if Felix, with a sneer, had not called them croco­
dile tears. "Felix, too!" thought he, "this is 
too much." In fact Felix had till now professed 
l1imself his firm ally, and had on his part 
recei\-·cd from Franklin unequivocal proofs of 
friendship; for it must be told that ercry othci­
rnorning, when it was Felix's turn to get break-
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fast, Felix never was up in decent time, arn1 
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 had 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 dressed 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 clever] y 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 luse 
all their character. Grown bold by frequent 
success, Felix became more careless in his opera­
tions; and it happened t11at one day 11e met his 
mistress full in the passage, as he was going on 
one of tl1e cook's secret errands. "Where are 
you going, Felix?" said his mistress. "To the 
washerwoman's, ma'am," answered he, with his 
usual effrontery. " V cry well ," said she: "call 
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at the booksellers's in-stay, I must write d,rn 11 
tl1e direction. Promfret," said she, opening the 
l10usekeeper's room door, "hare you a bit of 
paper? " Pomfret came with the writing paper, 
and looked Yery 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, unlucJ,ily 
for him, had followed her into the passage. 
l\Ianchon 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 
were rather troublesome. l\Ianchon leaped up 
and was not to be rebuffed. "Poor fellow, poor 
fellow-down! clown ! poor fc11ow ! " cried Felix, 
and put him away. But l\Ianchon · 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. « l\Janchon, come here-And yon will be 
so good as to bring rnc-Dmrn ! clo,n1 ! ~land 
chon, be quiet! " But Ma11cl10n knew better; 
he had now gotten his head into Felix's podet, 
and ffo1tld not be r1niet till he had dnnrn thern:c, 
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rustling out of its brown paper, half a cold tur­
key, wllich had been missing since morning. "My 
cold turkey, as I'm alive!" exclaimed the house­
keeper, darting upon it with horror and amaze­
ment. " "\i\That is all this? " said Mrs. Churchill 
in a composed voice. " I don't know, ma'am," 
amwered 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 11erson he might have some chance of escape, 
l1e 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 1\'.Irs. Churchill, in a 
still lower tone;" I am ready to hear all you have 
to say: in my house m·erybod y shall have justice­
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 
Lad lately confounded Franklin about the beef 
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in the basket; not entirely, howe\·er, ,Yith the 
same success; for Felix, perceiving by his mis­
tress's eye that she was upon the point of desiring 
him to lea,·e the house immediately, and not being 
rery ,,illing to leave a place in n·hich he had 
lived so well with the butler, did not hesitate to 
confront his aunt ,,ith assurance equal to her 
own. He knew how to bring his charge home 
to her. He produced a note in her o,,n hancl­
'T-riting, the purport of which was to request her 
cousin's acceptance of ((some delicate cold furl.:e!J," 
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 hack of 
the note her cook's discharge, and informed Felix 
she had no further occasion for his se1Tices: but, 
upon his pleading with many tears, which Frank­
lin did not call croc0dile tears, that he was so 
young, and that he was under the dominion of 
his aunt, he touched l\Irs. Pomfret's compassion, 
and she obtained for him permission to stay till 
the encl of the month, to give him yet a chance 
of redeeming his character . 

.:\J rs. Pomfret now seeing how far she had 
been imposed upon, resoh·ecl 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 mal-prac.:tices about tho 
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sirloin of beef. Good people, when they are 
made sensible that they hare 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 lrnr 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 l1e had made np 
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 did not know 
how to cast up pounds, sl1illings, and pence, and 
he vras obliged to confess, that he must wait till 
Franklin came home. 

But, passing over a number of small incidents, 
which gradually unfolded the character of the 
two boys, we must proceed to a more serious 
affair. 

Corkscrew, frequently, after he had finished 
taking aw·ay supper, and after the housekeeper 
was gone to bed, sallied forth to a neighbouring 
alehouse to drink ·with his friends. The ale­
house was kept hy that cousin of Felix's, who 
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was so fond of "delicate cold turkey," and who 
had such choice cherry-brandy. Corkscrew kept 
the key of the house-door, so he could return 
l10me at what hour he thought proper; and, if 
he should by accident be called for by his mis­
tress after supper, Felix knew wl1ere to find 
him, and did not scruple to make any of those 
excuses, which poor Franklin had too much 
integrity to use. All these precautions taken, 
the butler was at liberty to indulge his falTourite 
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 bi11 at tl1e alehouse 
which he frequented; and the landlord, ,rho 
grew urgent for his money, refused to give him 
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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, 
cc That as long as he had paid like a gentleman, 
l1e 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 
J)art with Corkscrew, and, drawing him over to 
their table, made him sit down with him. 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 in 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 
belonge(l to a gang of house-breakers. Before 
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they parted with Corkscrew, they engaged him 
to meet them again the next night; their inti­
macy ·was still more closely cemented. One of 
the men actually offered to lend Corkscrew three 
guineas tow·ards 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 promises 
of secresy on his, they at length disclosed their 
plans to him. They gave him to understand 
that if he would assist in letting 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 t";o 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, ,rhom he 
found awake at his return, that he could hare 
his bill paid off at the alehouse "·hene\·cr he 
pleased; dropping, besides, some hints, which 
were 110t lost upon Felix. In the morning Felix 
rrminde<l him of the things which he had said; 
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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, 
ho"·ever, that he could urge made any impres­
sion upon Felix, whose recollection on the sub­
ject was perfect} y distinct, and who had too 
much cunning himself, and too little confidence 
in his companion, to be the dupe of his dissimu­
lation. The butler knew not 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 
conquerecl 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 bacl 
custom, than to break through it when once 
formed. 

The hour of rendezrnus came, and Corkscrc\Y 
]( 2 
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,rent to the alehouse, where he found tlie housc­
brealrnrs waiting for him, and a glass of brandy 
ready poured out. He sighed-drank-hesitated 
-drank again-heard the landlord talk of his 
bill-saw the money produced, which would pay 
it in a moment-drank again-cursed himself, 
and giving his hand to the villain, who was 
whisl-'ering in his ear, swore that he could not 
J1eJp it, and must do as- they would lrnve 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 ge11tleman ; and to 
go without them, especially when be 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 preYailed upon a boy whose integrity had 
long been corrupted by the habits of petty pil­
fering and daily falsehood. It 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 had not yet 
stifled the voice of conscience, felt, in the silence 
of the night, so insupportably 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 find his way back to bed, he could by 
no means undress himself. "\Vithout 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 ltacl 
not Leen for Franklin) the whole house would 
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srn111 iuevitabl y have been on fire. Felix, trem­
bling and cowardly, knew not what to do; and 
it was curious to see him obeying Franklin, 
whose turn it was now to command. Franklin 
ran up stairs to waken l\lrs. Pomfret, ,vhose 
terror of fire was so great, 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 present.I y extinguished. Every thing 
was now once more safe and quiet. l\Irs. 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 l\lrs. Pomfret where you found the 
candle when you came into the room," said he to 
Franklin. " If she asks me, you know I must 
tell the truth," replied he. " Must!" repeated 
Felix sneeringly; " what, you rnust be a tell­
tale!" " No, I never told any tales of any 
boc1y, and I should be very sorry to get any one 
into a snapc: but for all that I shall not tell a 
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lie, either for myself or anybody 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 you would 
like;' repeated Felix. "Nothing you can give 
me will do,'' answered Franklin steadily ; " so 
it is useless to say any more about it-I hope I 
shall not be questioned.'' In this hope he was 
mistaken; for the first thing l\Irs. 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 
in vent. l\Irs. 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 ,vould show her where be 
found the candle when he came into the room. 
He begged not to be questioned ; but she insisted. 
He took up the candlestick; but the moment the 
housekeeper cast her eyes upon it, she snatched it 
from bis hantls. " How did this candlestick 
come here? This was not the candlestick yon 
found here la~t night," cried ::;he. " Yes, indeed 
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it was," answered Franklin. "That is impos­
sible," retorted she vehemently, "for I left this 
candlestick with my o,vn hands, last night, in 
the hall, the last thing I did, after you," said 
she, turning to the butler "were gone to bed­
I'm sure of it. Nay, don't you recollect my 
taking this japanned candlestick 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 
afterwards gone do,rn from his room by a back 
stair-case, unbolted that door, and, upon his 
return from the alehouse, had 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 forgetJ 
for Mr. Corkscrew came into my room, to desire 
me to call him betimes in the morning, and I 
Jrnppened 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." "Indeed, sir," retorted J\1rs. 
Pomfret, rising in anger, '' I do not forget: I'm 
not come to be super-mmua!ed yet, I hope-Ho-w 
dare you tell me I forget? " "Oh, ma'am," 
cried Felix, "l beg your pardon, I did not-I did 
not mean to say you forgot-but only I thought , 
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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? What 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 
alehouse transactions coming to light. 

Corkscrew could make but very blundering 
excuses 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 l\Irs. 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 drowsy 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 arc twenty 
minutes slow. "Bless 11s," exc1aimed Mrs. Pom­
fret, as she let fall the bar of the window, which 
roused her mistress-" I'm sure I beg pardon a 

thousand times-it's only the bar-because I lrnd 
this great key in my hand." "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 l\lrs. Pomfret, at tl1e same 
time throwing the shutters wide open: "but to 
be sure, ma'am, I have something to tell you, 
,rhich won't let you sleep again in a hmry. I 
brought up this here key of the house door for 
reasons of my own, which I'm sure you'll approrc 
of-but I'm not come to that part of my story 
yet-I hope you were not disturbed by the noise 
in the house last night, ma'am." "I heard no 
noise." "I am surprised at that though," con­
tinued l\Irs. Pomfret, and now pToceedcd to gi~·c 
the most ample account of the fire, of lier fears, 
and her suspicions. '' To be sure, ma'am, what 
I say is, that, witl1out the spirit of prophecy, one 
can no ways account for what has passed. I'm 
quite clear in my own j1.1dgment, that l\Jr. Cork­
screw must have been out last 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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a man, there's another circumstance, ma'am, that 
certifies it to me-though I have not mentioned 
it, ma'am, to no one yet," lowering 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 ltim?" "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, ancl 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 always 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 burne<l. 
alive in our beds-and I shall never forget l1is 
coming to call me-Poor fellow ! he that I was 
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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 hi~1 

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 11ad seen him last night your­

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

"And so he shall be rewarded," said l\lrs. 

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." 
,vhen 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 weeks, I think?'' 

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

is but a short time; yet you have conducted your­

self so as to maka me think I may depend upon 

you. You know this key?" "I belie,·e, madam, 

it i3 the key of the house-door.'' " It is. I shali 

trust it in your care. It is a great tru:::,t for so 

" 
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young a person as you are." 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. 

'When Mrs. Churchill's orders were made 
known, they caused many secret rnan·ellings aml 
murmurings. Corkscrew and Felix were dis­
concerted, ancl dared not openly avow their dis­
content; and they treated Franklin with the 
greatest seeming kindness and cordiality. Every 
thing" ent on smoothly for three days; the but­
ler nernr 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 
idea of the real fact, that he and Felix were joined 
in a plot with house-breakers, to rob the hous8, 
but thought he only ,Yent out at irregular hours, 
to indulge himself in his passion for drinking. 

YOJ,. J. J, 
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So stood affairs the uight 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 day, ancl his request 
was granted. Franklin came into the kitcl1en just 
when all the servants liad gathered round the 
butler, who, 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! yon nerer went to a play, dicl 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 
excccdingl y." '' And do you think mistress would 
let yon if I asked?" " I think-may be she 
would, if l\frs. 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 

Jct yon go, I'Jl treat yon myself, rather than tha1 
you shoulcl be disappointed." 

Delight, surprise, ancl gratitude, appeared in 
Franklin's face at these words. Corksnnr r••-

I 
I 
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Joiced to sec 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',e promised my 
mistress never 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." " Ko, I cannot," 
replied Franklin, resisting the push which the 
butler garn 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 
well, sir," said Felix, mimickiug 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 bis own "·ay-Felix, you would 
have no objection, I suppose, to going to the play 
with me." " Oh, I should like it of all things, 
if I dicl not come between any body else. Eut 
come, come!" addell 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 obstinacy : 
,rltat harm can it do to lend l\I r. Corl,scrcw the 
key for fire minute::;? Ilc'll girn it you back again 

I, 2 
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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 l\Ir. 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 was worse than robbing." At the word 

rJbbing both Corkscrew and Felix imroluntarily 

cast dmvn their eyes, and turned the c01ffersation 

immediately, saying that he did very rig11t; that 

they did not reaJly want the key, and had only 

asked for it just to try if he mmlcl keep his word. 

"Shake hands," said Corkscrew, " I am glad to 

find you out to be an honest fellow!" u I'm 

sorry you did not think me one before, Mr. Cork­

screw·," saicl Franklin, giving his hand rather 

proudly; and he walked away. 
""\Ve 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 ,vatch 

l1im, and find out where l1e hides the key; and 

when he's asleep, wc'l1 get it without thanking 

him." 
This plan Felix put in execution. They clis­

rorerecl the place where Franklin kept the key at 
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night, stoic it \rhilst he slept, took off the im­
pre~sion in wax, and carcfuJly replaced it in 
Franklin's trunk, where they found it. 

Probably our young readers cannot guess what 
use 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 rncans of the impression, which they 
lrnd thus obtained, Corkscrew and Felix proposed 
to get a false 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 whenever 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 circumstance, it brought to his mind all 
that ha<l pas~ed the preceding evening, and being 
sure that he had no wax near the key, he began 
to suspect ,i, hat had happened; and he could not 
hc1p recollecting what he had once heard Felix 
say, that " give him but a halfpenny-worth of 
wax, and he could open the strongest lock that 
c\·er was made by hands." 

All these things considered, Franklin resolved 
L3 
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to take tlie key just as it was, with the n·ax stick­

ing in it, to his mistress. " I was not mistaken 

when I thought I might trust you with this key,'' 

said :.\Irs. Clrnrchill, after she had heard his story, 

" :\Iy brother will be here to-clay, and I shall 

consult him; in the mean time say nothing of 

what has passed." 
E~·ening came, and after tea l\1r. Spencer sent 

for Franklin up stairs. "So, ~lr. Franklin," ::;aid 

lie, "I'm glad to find you are in such high lrusl 

in tliis family." Franklin bmred. " Bnt you 

hare lo5t, I understand, the pleasure of going to 

the play to-11ight." " I don't think any thing­

mud1, I mean, of that, sir," ans\l"ered Franklin, 

::;111iling. '' Are Corkscreir and Felix gone to the 

phy?" a Yes; half an hour ago, sir." "Then 

I shall look into his room, and examine the 

pantry and the plate that is under his care." 

Vhcn .. \Ir. Spencer came to examine the 

pantry, he found the large salvers and cups in 

a basket behind the door, and the other things 

placed so as to be easily carried off. X othing at 

fir:,,,t appeared in Corhcrcw's bed-chamber to 

strengthen their suspicions, till just as they were 

going to lea\·e the roum, ),Jr:-:1. Pomfret exclaimed, 

·' ,vhy, if there is not l\Ir. Corkscrew's dress coat 

hanging up there! and if here i:m't Felix's fi;ic 

erarat that he wanted in such a hurry tu gn tt1 
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the play !-\Vhy sir, they can't be gone to the 
play-look at the crarnt. 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 
barbc.rous gang at the ale-house-and they'll cer­
tain! y break into the house to-night-we shall 
all be murdered in our beds, as sure as I'm a 
fo·ing woman, sir-But if you'll only take my 
acl\·ice-" "Pray, good Mrs. Pomfret, don't 
be alarmed." "Nay, sir, but I "·on't pretend to 
sleep in the house, if Franklin isn't to have a 
blunderbuss, and I a baggouet." " You shall 
ha\·e both, indeed, l\Irs. Pomfret; but don't make 
such a noise, for e,·ery body ,rill hear you." 

The love of mystery was the only thing which 
could have conquered l\Irs. Pomfret' s lo Ye of 
talking. She was silent; and contented herself 
the rest of the eYening with making signs, 1ook­
i11g ominous, and stalking about the house like 
one possessed with a secret. 

Esrape<l from Mrs. Pomfret's fears and ad rice, 
l\Tr. 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 l\Ir. Spencer ques­
tioned him, confessed that Corkscrew and Felix 
"ere adually driuking in his house, with two 
rnc11 of suspicious appearance: that, as he pa::-scd 
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through the passage, lie heard them disputing 
about a key; and that one of them said, " Since 
we've got the key, we'll go about it to-night." 
This was sufficient information : ::.\Ir. Spencer, 
lest the lan<llord should give them information 
of what was 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 l\lr. Spencer and 
the constable immediately secured them, as they 
were carrying off their booty. 

l\lrs. Churchill and Pomfret had spent the night 
at the house of an acquaintance in the same 
street. "1Vell, ma'am," said Mrs. Pomfret, who 
had heard all the news in the morning, "the 
villains are all safe. I was afraid to go to the 
window this morning, but it was my luck to sec 
them all go by to gaol-they looked so shocking! 
I am sure I never shall forget Felix's looks to my 
dying clay! But poor Franklin! ma'am, that 
boy has the best heart in the world-I could not 
get him to gi,·e a second look at them as they 
passed-pour fellow! I thought he would have 
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dropped; and l1c ,ms so modest, ma'am, when 
Mr. Spencer spoke to him, and told him he had 
clone his duty." a And did my brother tell him 
what reward I intend for him?" "No, ma'am, 
aud I'm sure Franklin thinks no more of 
reward than I do." "I intend," continued l\Irs. 
Churchill, " to sell some of my old useless plate, 
and to lay it out in an annuity for Franklin's 
life." "La, ma'am! " exclaimed l\Irs. Pomfret 
with unfpigned 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 heg you, Pomfret, to 
gi,·e him, and to take him with you." "I am 
Yery much obliged to you, indeed, ma'am; and 
I'll go with him ,rith 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 \Yatcli. in my will ; for I ne,·cr was more 
mi:staken at the first in any boy in my born 
<lays: but he has won me by his own deserts, 
and I shall from this time forth lo,·e all the 
Villaintropic folks for his sake." 
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"l\IAnnrA," said Rosamond, after a Jong silence, 
"do you know what I have been thinking of all 
this time? " 

"No, my dear.-"\Vhat? '' 
""\Vhy, rnamma, 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 

22d of December? and her birth-day is the day 
after to-morrow. Don't you recollect now? 
But you never remember about birth-days, 
rnamma: that ,vas just what I was thinking of, 
that vou never remember my sister Laura's - . 
birthday, or-or-or mine, mamma." 

"\Vhat <lo you mean, my dear? I remember 
your birth-day perfce;tl y weJl ." 

"Indeed! but you never keep it though." 
"\Vhat do you· mean by keeping your birth-­

day?" 
"Oh, mamma, you know very well-as Dell's 

birth-day is kept. In the first place there is a 
oreat dinner." 
b 
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",!\nd can Bell eat more upon her birth-day 
than upon any other day?" 

"No: 1101· should I mind about tJ1e 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 
11er birth-day: and everybody drinks her health, 
ancl 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 t1lC new playthings, 
or the nice mince pies? I can easily bclie,·e 
that she is happy whilst she is eating a mince 
pie, or whilst she is playing; but how 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 uice neJV play­
things, mother!" 

"But why the nice new playthings? Do you 
like them only because they arc new?" 

"1'..,.ot on~lj-I do not like playthings 011Zlf 
because tlicy are new, but Bell does, I belie,·e­
for that puts me in mincl-Do you know, mother, 
she hacl a great drawer full of old playthings 
that she nc,·er used, and she said that they were 
good for notl1ing because they were old; lmt I 
thought many of them were goo<l for a g1eat deal 
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more than the new ones. Now you shall be 
judge, mamma; 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." 

"Well, then, mamma, the day after to-morrow 
I can show you the drawer; I want you to be 
judge very 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-whyyou never make any difference between 
that day and any other day?" 

"And will you, Rosamond-not now, but 
when you ha\·c 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 find out 
any reason: besides, she suddenly recollected, 
that she had not time to think any longer, for 
there was a certain wo.·k-basket to be finished, 
which she was making for her cousin Bell, as a 
present upon her birth-day. The ,vork was at a 
stand for want of some filigree paper, antl as her 
mother was going out she asked her to take her 
with her that she might buy some. Iler sister 
Laura went with them. 
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"Sister," said Rosamond, as they were walking 
along, "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." 

"Yes," 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 ,·ery 
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, roun<l the 
handle, and a frost ground, and then the medal~ 
lions--" 

"Stay," interrupted her sister; for Rosamond, 
anticipating the glories of her work-basket, talked 
and walked so fast, that she had passed, without 
perceiving it, the shop where the filigree paper 
was to be bought. They turned back. Now it 
happened that the shop was the corner house of 
a street, and one of the ,Yindows looked out into 
a narrow lane: a coach full of ladies stopped at 

YOL, I. 
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the door just Lefore they went in, so that no one 
lrnd time immediately to think of Rosamond ancl 
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 windO\v, at foe door of a poor­
looking house, there was sitting a little girl 
weaving Jace. Her bobbins moved as quick as 
lightning, and she ne,·ei· once looked up from her 
work. 

"Is not sl1e very industrious?" saicl Laura: 
'' and very honest too," added she in a minute 
aftenrnrds; for just then a baker with a basket 
of rolls on his head passed, and by accident one of 
the rolls foll close to the little girl: she took it up 
eagerly, looked at it as if she was very lnmgry, 
then }Jllt aside lier work, and ran after the baker 
to return it to l1im. 

"\Vhi1st sl1e was gone, a footman in a lirery 
laced with sih,er, 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-pil1ow, which she had left upon a stone 
before the door. To divert himself (for idle 
people do mischief often to dfrcrt themselves) he 
took up the pillow, and entangled all the bobbins. 
The little girl came hack out of Lrcath to her 
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work; but wl1at 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 iuto 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 ha,,e spoiled all my lace-I can't 
stay." 

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

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

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

"Yes, madam," said Rosamond; and the idea 
of what her godmother and her cousin Bell 
m,ulcl think of her generosity rushe<l again upon 
her imagination. All her feelings of pity were 
immediate] y tiupprcssed. Satisficu with bestow~ 

1\1 2 
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ing another exc1amation upon the " Poor little 
girl I" she went to spend her half-guinea upon 

her filigree basket. In the mean time, she that 

was called "the 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 would another cost ? " said 

Laura. 
" Oh a great-great deal ! " 
'' l\forc than that?" said Laura, holding up 

lier half-guinea. 
"Oh, no." 
"Then you ran buy another with that," said 

Laura, dropping the half-guinea into her hand, 

and she shut the window before the child could 

find words 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 lrnYe 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 door-Laura came running 

to call her; her father's mice was heard at the 
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same instant ; so she was obliged to go clown 
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 ne\·er do, my dear," said her fat.her, 
who had been watehing her operations, "I am 
afraid you will ne\.·er make a sheet of paper 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; fo1· 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, 
and 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 silver­
paper, she saw him grasp the myrtle-wreathed 
handle. 

" Indeed, sir, you will spoil the poor harnlle ! " 
:i\I 3 
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"But what is the use of the poor handle," sai,l 

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 

yon have been abont all this ,-reek? I have 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 haYe gi,·en her the purple jar."* 
" Oh, father ! I thought that yo11 had forgot­

ten that-it was two years ago: I'm not ~o silly 

mm·. But. Bell will like the basket, I kno\\·, 

though it is of no use." 
"Then you think Be11 sillier 1101V than you 

were two years ago. "\V ell, perhaps that is 
true; but how comes it, Rosamon<l, now that 

you arc so wise, that you are so fond of such a 

silly person ? " 
"I, father?" said Re samond, hesitating; "I 

don't think I am vet:) fund of her." 

.. See Early Lu;sm1s. 
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'' I did not say ve,:z; fond." 
cc ,v ell, but I don't think I am at all fond of 

lier." 
" 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 are 

not fond of her at all ; and you say you know 
this thing w·ill 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 give her something. And will 
you, or can you, or should you, always give, 
merely because others expect, or because some­
body else gives ? " 

"Ahrays !-no, not always." 
cc Oh, only on birth-days." 
Rosamond laughing, "Now you are rna1dng 

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

cc So do I, full as well as your godmother ; 
but we have not yet quite settled what it is to 
b 

,, 
e genervus. 
",vhy, is it not generous to make prc::;cnb? " 

s,t icl Rosamom1. 
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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 something, and because she 
expects something, and because your godmother 
says she likes that people shoulcl be generous, 
seems to me, my clear Rosamond, to be, since I 
must say it, rather more like folly than gene­
rosity.'' 

Rosamond looked down upon the basket, and 
was silent. 

"'l'hen I am a fool! am I?" said she, looking 
up at last. 

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

Here the carriage stopped, and Rosamond 
recollected that the basket was unco\.·cred. 

Now we must observe, that Rosamond's father 
had nut been too severe upon Bell, when he called 
lier a silly girl. From her infancy she had been 
humoured; and at eight years old she had the 
misfortune to be a spoiled child: she was idle, 
fretful, and selfish, so that llothing coulcl make 
her happy. On her birth-day she expected, 
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hO\rever, to be perfectly l1appy. E,·ery 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 fhe of 
these fits no one could discove1·; but the last7 

and most lamentable, was occasioned by a disap­
pointment about a worked muslin frock, and 
according I y at dressing-time her maid brought 
it to her, exclaiming-" See here, miss! what 
your marnma has sent you on your birth-day­
Here's a frock fit for a qneen-if it had but lace 
round the cuffs." 

'-' And why has it not lace round the cuffs? 
-mamrna said it should." 

"Yes, but mistress was disappointed about the 
lace; it is not come borne.'' 

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

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

" \Vhat, then? '' said the child, pouting and 
subbing. 
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"\Vl1y--but you must not say that I told 
you." 

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

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

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

Rosamond is come, and has brought you the most 
beautfjitllcst 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 wardrobe till after 
dinner.'' 

" Till after dinner ! " repeated Bell, 1mpa­
tientl y; "I can't wait till then, I must see it 
this minute." 

The maid refused her se,·eral times, till Bell 
burst into another fit of crying, and the maid 
fearing that her mistress would be angry with 
lzer, if Bell's eyes ,rere red at dinner-time, con­
sented to sl10w 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 



THE BIRTH•D.AY PRESEN'.r. ]31 

spoiled child, wl10 never considered any thing 
hut her own immediate gratification-" Become 
of !JOU, indeed !-what ~ignifies that-I shan'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." 

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

liad 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 medaIIions crushed i1nnmls, before the 
little fury returned to lier senses. Calmed at 
this sight, the next question was, how she coulcl 
conceal the mischief ,,hich she had done. After 
many attempts, the handle and lid were replaced, 
the basket was p11t exactly in the same spot in 
which it had stood before, and the maid charged 
the child "lo loo!.: as ff nothing JVas the maLler." 

\Ve hope that both children and parents will 
l1ere pause for a moment to reflect. The habits 
of tyranny, meanness, and falsehood, which chil­
dren acc1uirc from living with bad servants, arc 
scarcely ever conquered in the whole course of 
their future lircs. 

After shutting up the basket tl1ey left the 
room, and in the a<lJoiuing passage they found 
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a poor girl waiting with a small parcel m her 
hand . 

.c, ,vhat's your business? " said the maid. 
"I have brought home the lace, madam, that 

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

"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 :i.dle excuses; you are a little, idle, good­
for-nothing thing, to disappoint Miss Bell upon 
lier 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 fuJl of company. 

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

" Lord bless my stars!" replied the maid, 
,.c what makes people so poor, I 1vonders ! l wish 
mistress would buy her lace at the ,,arehouse, 
as I told her, and not of these folks. Call again! 
yes, to be sure-I belie,'e you'd caJl, caJl, ca11, 
twenty times for two-pence." 

However ungraciously the permission to caJl 
again was granted, it was received with grati~ 
tnde : the Ii tt le girl departed with a cheerful 
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countenance; andBell teased hermaid ti11shegot 
hertosewthe 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 lengtl1 she was no longer able to 
conceal her impatience, and, turning to Laura, 
who sat next to her, she said-" You l1ave no 
lace upon your cuffs; look how beautiful mine 
is !-Is not it? Don't you wish your mamma 
could 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 gi re the 
world for it." 

"But cannot the person who made it," said 
Laura, "make any more like it? " 

"No, 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 really pretty or useful, but for being 
such as nobocl y else can procure. 

"Nobody can get any like it, I say," repeated 
Bell; "nobody in all London can make it but 
one person, and that person will never make a 
bit for any body but me, I am sure-mamma 
won't let her, if I ask her not." 

"Very well," said Laura coolly, " I do not 
VOL. I. N 
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want any of it; you need not be so violent: I 
assure you that I don't ""ant any of it." 

"Yes, but you do though," said Bell, more 

angrily. 
"No, indeed," said Laura, smiling. 
"Yon do in the bottom of your heart ; but 

you say 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 recefred this sentence in silence. Rosa­

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

pressed rage of the spoiled child burst forth into 

the se,·enth and loudest fit of crying which had 

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

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

matter." 
Be11 ran roaring to her mother; but no other-

wise explaining the cause of her sorrow than by 

tearing the fine lace, with frantic gestures, from 
her cuffs, and thro,ring the fragments into her 

mother's lap. 
"Oh ! the lace, "11ild ! are you mad? " said 

her mother, catching hol<l of h,,th her hands­

" Your beautiful lace, my dear lo,·e-do you 

kno,, how 11n1rh it cost? " 
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"I don't care how much it cost-it is not 
beautiful, and I'll have none of it," replied Bell, 
sobbing-" for it is not beautiful." 

"But it is beautiful," retorted her mother; 
''l chose the pattern myself. \Vho has put it into 
your head, child, to dislike it? "\-Vas it Nancy?" 
"No, not Nancy, but them, rnamrna," said Bell, 
pointing to Laura and Rosamond. 

"Oh, fie! don't point," said her mother, putting 
down her stubborn finger; nor say thern, like 
Nancy; I am sure you misunderstood. l\liss 
Laura, I am sure, 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 heard, for every body had 
no,\· gathered round Bell, to dry her tears, an<l 
to comfort her for the mischief she had done to 
her own cuffs. 

They succeeded so well, that in about a quarter 
of an hourtheyoung lady's eyes, and the reddened 
arches o\·er her eyebrows, came to their natural 
colour; and the business being thus happily hushed 
up, the mother, as a reward to her daughter for 
her good humour, bcggctl that Rosamond would 
now be so good as to produce "her charming 
present." 

N2 
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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 will 

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 appearetl 

in all its glory. 
"\Vell, this is a charming present indeed!" said 

the godmother, who ,ms one of the company; 

" rn;y Rosamond knows l10w to make presents." 

And as she spoke she took hold of the basket, to 

lift it down to the admiring audience. Scarcely 

hacl she touched it, when lo! the myrtle wreath, 

tlie medallions, all dropped-the basket foll to 

the ground, and only tl1e handle remained in her 

1rnnd. 
All eyes were fixed upon the wreck. Excla­

mations of sorrow were heard in various tones; 

and ",vho can lia,·e done this? " was all that 

Rosamond could say. Bell stood in suJlen silence, 

in which she obstinate] y persevered in the midst 

of the inquiries which were made about the dis­

aster. At length the servants were summoned, 

ancl amongst them Nancy, miss Bell's maid and 

governess: she affected much surprise, wl1cn she 

saw what lu1d befallen the basket, and declared 

,. 
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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 wal'drobe; 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 thel'e, because I never so much as 
mentioned it to her, that there was such a thing 
in the house, Lecause I knew miss Rosamond 
wanted to surprise her with the secret-so I 
ue,·er mentioned a sentence of it-Did I miss 
Bell ? " 

Bell, putting on the deceitful look which her 
maid had taught her, answered boldly, }lo; but 
she had hold of Rosamond's hand, and at the 
instant she uttered this falsehood she squeezed 
it terribly. 

"\Vii y do you squeeze rn y hand so ? " said 
Rosamond, in a low voice; "what are you 
afraid of? " 

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

"Nay, I did not say you liad," whispered Ro­
samoml ; "but on! y if you dicl by accidcnt-Y ou 
know what I mean-I should not be angry if you 
did-Only say so." 

" I :say I did not ! " cried Bdl furiously ; 
N :1 
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"l\Iamma ! l\Iamma ! Nancy! my cousin Rosa .. 

mond won't believe me ! that's very hard-it's 

Ycry rude ! and I won't bear it-I ,von'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 ha,·e done this, and 

I must know ho,v it was done; miss Rosamond's 

charming present must not be spoiled in this 

way in my house, without my taking proper no­

tice of it.--I assure you I am very angry 

about it, Rosamond." 
Rosamond did not rejoice in her anger, and 

hau nearly made a sad mistake, by speaking loud 

her thoughts-" I 1vas very foolish--" she 

began, and stopped. 
":Ma'am,'' cried the maid suddenly, a I'll 

Yentnre to say I know who did it." 

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

with the lace, that ,re san· peeping about in the 

passage: I'm sure she mnst have done it, for here 

:5]1c n·as hy herself half an hour or more, and not 

another creature has been in mistres!:i's dressing­

room t0 my certain knmrlc1lgc, since morning. 
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rrhose sort of people have so much curiosity, I'm 
sure she must ha,·e been meddling with it," 
added the maid. 

" Oh yes, that's the thing," said the mistress, 
decidedly.--" We11, miss Rosamond, for your 
comfort, she shall never come into my house 

. " agam. 
" 0, that would not comfort me at all," said 

Rosamond; "besides, we are not sure that she 
<lid it ; and if-- " A single knock at the door 
was Leard at this instant; it ,rns 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 vrns afraid that the girl's 
innocence would appear if she were produced, 
l1esitated ; but upon lier mistress's repeating her 
commands, she was forced to obey. 

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

" Is not it she?" whispered Rosamond to her 
si~ter. 

" Y<.s, it is; but hush," said Laura, "she 
does not l,now us. Don't say a word ; let us 
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11ear what 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 ham the 

assurance to stand there with that innocent 

look. Did you eyer see that basket before?" 

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

else do you know about it? You had better 

confess it at once, and mistress perhaps will say 

no more about it." 
" Y cs, do confess it," added Bell earnestly. 

" Confess what, madam?" said the little girl; 

" I never touched the basket, madam." 
"You never touched it; but vou confess," 

interrupted Bell's mother, " that you did see it 
before. And pray how came you to see 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?" rcjuillcd the lady. 
The maid, frightenctl, pulled the little girl by 

the slcc,·c. 
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'' .Answer me," said the lady; " where did 
you see this basket ? " 

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

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

accident-I believe, I saw, rna'am--miss, 
you know what 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 e1se did, and their eyes were 
fixed upon Bell in a manner which made her feel 
ratheF ashamed. 

"\V'hat do you all look at me so for? Why 
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 111ore shoeked at her 
daughter's want of politeness than at her false­
hood. "Take her away, Nancy, till she has 
dune crying," added she to the maid, who 
ac{:ordingly 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 dissi­

pated by the condolence of the rest of the com­

pany, nor even by the praises of her godmother, 

who to console her said-" W elJ, my dear Rosa­
mond, I admire yonr generous spirit. You know 

I prophesied that your half-guinea would be 

gone the soonest-Did I not, Laura?" said she, 

appealing in a sarcastic tone to where slie thought 

Laura was. " Where is Laura ? I don't see 

her." 
Laura came forward. 
" You are too prudent to throw away your 

money like your sister : your half-guinea, l'lI 
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 li~tle lace­
girl heard it ; and now, for the first time, :fix­

ing her eyes upon Laura, recollected her bene­

factress. 
" Oh, that's the young lady! " she exclaimed, 

in a tone of joyful gratitude-« the good !-
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good young lady, who gave me the half-guinea, 
and would not stay to be thanked for it-but I 
will thank her no,r." 

" The half-guinea, Laura!" said her god­
mother--" ,vhat is all this?" 

"I'll tell you, madam, if you please," said the 
Ii ttle 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, ,rhich is not 
always felt by those who IJour 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 deserve it. 

"Ah, madam ! " said Rosamond to her g<'d­
mother, " now you sec-you see she is not a 
little miser; I'm sure that's better than wasting 
half-a-guinea upon a filigree basket-Is it not, 
ma'am ? " said she, with an eagerness which 
showed that she had forgotten all lier O\,n mis­
fortunes in sympathy with her sister. "This is 
being really generous, father, is it not?" 

« Yes, Rosamond," saicl her father, and he 
kissed lier-" this is being really generous. It 
is not only hy gi, ing away money that we can 
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show generosit.y,-it is by giving up to others 

any thing that we like ourselves: and there­

fore," added he, smiling, "it is really generous 

of you to give to your sister the thing you like 

best of all others." 
" The thing I like the best of all others, 

fatlwr ! " 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." 
" Why, sir," said she, ingenuously, "perhaps 

it was ONCE the thing I liked best ; hut the 

pleasure I l1ave just felt makes me like some­

thing else better." . 
I 
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S I 1\1 P L E S U S A N 

CHAPTER I. 

" '\Vaked, as her custom was, before the day, 
" To do the observance due to sprightly l\:Iay." 

DRYDE:\'. 

IN a retired hamlet on the borders of Wales, 
between Oswestry and Shrewsbury, it is still the 
custom to celebratethefirstof .1\Iay. Thechildren 
of the village, who look forward to this rural 
festival withjoyful eagemess, 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 sha<ly 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 contrfred to scrape together a good deal 
of money, crery body knew how. He built a 
new house at the entrance of the Yillage, and lia,l 
a large well-fenced garden; yet, notwithstanding 
his fences, he never felt himself secure; such were 
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}1is litigious habits and his suspicious temper, that 

he was constantly at variance with his simple aml 

peaceable neigh hours. Some pig, or dog, or goat, 

or goose, was for ever trespassing: his complaints 

and his extortions wearied and alarmed the whole 

liamlet. 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 even the village 

children of gi\·ing offence to this irritable man 

of the la'"v, that they would not venture to fly a 

kite near his fields, lest it should entangle in his 

trees, or fall upon his meado\\·. 

l\Jr. Case, for this was the name ofour attorney, 

had a son and a daughter, to whose education he 

had not time to attend, as his whole soul \l'as 

intent upon accumulating for them a fortune. For 

several years he suffered his children to run wild 

in the village, but sudden] y, upon his being ap­

pointed to a considerable agency, he began to 

think of making his children a little genteel. He 

sent his son to learn Latin ; he hirecl la maid to 

wait upon his daughter Barbara, and he strictly 

forbade her llzencc:formard to keep company with 

any of the poor children, ,rho had hitherto been 

}1er playfellows :-they were not. orry for this 

prohibition, brcau~e she had hren thrir tyrant 
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,ather than their companion: she was vexed to 

observe, that her absence was not regretted, and 

she was mortified to percei ,·e, that she could not 

humble them by any display of airs and finery. 

There ,ms one good girl amongst lier former 

associates, to whom she had a peculiar dislike­

Susan Price, asweet-temperecl, modest,sprightly, 

industrious lass, who was the pride and delight of 

the Yillage. Her father rented a small farm, and, 

unfortunately for him, he fo,ecl near attorney 

Case. Barbara used often to sit at her window 

,rntching Snsan at work-sometimes she saw her 

in the neat garden raking the beds or weeding the 

borders; sometimes she was kneeling at her bee­

hive with fresh flo,\·ers for her bees; sometimes 

she was in the poultry-yard scattering corn from 

lier sieve amongst the eager chickens; and in the 

evening she was often seated in a little honey­

suckle arbour, with :1 clean, light, three-legged 

deal table before her, upon which she put her 

plain-work. Susan bad been taught to work 

neatly by her good mother, who ,ms yery fond 

of her, and to whom she was most gratefully 

attached. Mrs. Price was an intelligent, acti,·e, 

domestic woman, but her health ,ras not robust; 

she earned money, however, by faking in plain­

work, an<l she was famous for baking excellent 

hread and breakfast-cakes. She was respected in 
0 2 
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the village for her conduct as a wife and as a 

mother, and all were eager to show her attention. 

At her door the first branch of hawthorn was 

always placed on 1\lay-morning, and her Susan 
was usually queen of the l\Iay. 

It was now time to choose the queen. The 

setting sun shone foll upon the pink blossoms of 
the hawthorn when the merry group assemble<l 

upon their little green. Barbara was now walk­
ing in sullen state in her father's garden; she 
J1eard the busy voices in the Jane, and she con­
cealed herself behind the high }1edge, that she 

might listen to their conversation. 
""\Vhere's Susan?" were the first tmwekome 

words which she overheard.---" Aye, where's 

Susan? " repeated Philip, stopping short in the 

middle of a new tune, that l1e was playing on his 

pipe. "I wish Susan would come ! I want lier 

to sing me this same tune over again; I have not 

it yet." 
"And I wish Susan would 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 bunch of her double cowslips to wear to­
morrow.-I wish she would come." 

"Nothing can he done without Susan! She 
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always shows us where the nicest flowers arc 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 rnices. 

"But she does not come!" said Philip. 
Rose, who was her particnlar friend, now came 

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

" Tell her to make haste," cried Philip­
" attorney Case dined at the Abbey to-day-
1uckil y for us ; if he comes home, and fin,ls us 
here, may be he'll drire us mray, for he says this 
bit of ground belongs to his cnrn garden; though 
that is not trnc, I'm sure, for farmer Price knows, 
and says, it ,ras always open to the road. The 
attorney wants to get our play-ground, so he 
does. I wish he and his daughter Bab, or miss 
Barbara, as she must now be called, were a 
hunched miles oft~ out of our way, I know. No 
later than yesterday she thre\\· down my nine 
pins in one of her ill-lrnmours, as she was walking 
by with her gown all trailing in the dust." 

0 8 
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"Y cs," cried Mary, the little primrose-girl, 

"her gown is always trailing, she does not hold it 

np nice] y, like Susan; and ,rith a11 her fine clothes 

she nernr lool,s lrnlf so neat. l\Iamma says, she 

wishes I may be like Susan, when I grow u·p 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

<:ome a girl to look conceited, much less bold, as 

Barbara did. the other day1 when she was standing 

at her father's door, witl10ut 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 too7 

-for Susan \l'as in her garden, bending down a 

brancl1 of the laburnum tree, looking at its yellow 

flowe.ts, ·which were just come out; and when 

the gentleman asked her l10w many miles it was 

from Shrewsbury, she answered him so modest ! 

-not bashful, likeas if she had never seen nobody 

before-but just right-and then she pulled on 

her straw hat, which was fallen back with her 

looking up at the ]abnrnum, and she went her 

,,a.ys home, and the gentleman says to me, after 

she ,ms gone, "Pray, who is that neat modest 

girl ? " 
"Ent I wish Smmn would come," cried Philip, 

interrupting himself. 

" ' 
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Snsan 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 s\\·ept up the ashes twice, 
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, antl when his 
wife asked him how he did, he made no answer, 

but ~tood 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 sho,rer of lrnil; your 
coat is quite wet, we must dry it." 

"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 1uoody bclrnvim11·) 
she sat down pale arnl trcmbliug. He thrc\V 
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himself into a chair, folded his arms, and fixed 

}1is eyes upon the fire-"--Susan was the first ,rho 

ventured to break silence. Happy the father 

who has snch a daughter as Susan !-her un­

altered sweetness of temper, and her playful 

affectionate caresses, at last somewhat dissipated 

J1er father's melancholy: he could not be pre­

vailed upon to eat any of the supper ,rhich had 

been prepared for him; ho,yerer, ,,vith a faint 

smile, he 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 l\liss Barbara, who 

was walking slo,rl y by, to let her come in and 

take her guinea-hen. Barbara, who was at this 

instant reflecting, with no agreeable feelings, 

upon the COIH"ersation of tl1e village children, 

to ,rhicl1 she had recently listened, started when 

she heard Susan's Yoice, and with a proud, ill­

]1umoured look and voice refused her request. 

a Shut the gate," said she; "you ha-re no busi­

ness in our garden, and, as for your hen, I shall 

1,cep it; it is always flying in here, and plaguing 

us) and ruy father says it is a trespa~:::;er, 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. 

" Herc we have got it ! " said Betty, holding 
it fast by the legs. 

"Now pay damages, queen Susan, or good-by 
to your pretty guinea-hen!" said Barbara, in an 
insulting tone. 

"Damages, what damages?" said Susan; "tell 
me what I must pay?" 

"A shilling," said Barbara. 
"Oh, if sixpence would do!" said Susan; "I 

haYe but sixpence of my owu 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." 

'' \Vhat's your father or his supper to us? is 
he so nic;e 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 h,l\'e 
them." 
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"I ha\·e but sixpence, and you say that won't 

do," said Susan, with a sigh, and she looked at 

her farnurite, which was in the maid's grasping 

Lands, 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. 

a They are all at the ha,,thorn, and I'm come 

for you; ,.e can do nothing without you, dear 
Susan," cried Rose, running to meet her, at the 

moment she saw her; "yon are cho~en queen of 

the May-come, make haste; hut what's the 

matter? why do you look so sad?" 
"Ah ! " said Susan, "don't wait for me, I can't 

come to you ; but," added she, pointing to the 

tuft of double co,rslips in the garden, a gather 

those for poor little Mary; I promised them to 

her; and tell her the violets arc under the hedge 

just opposite the turnstile, on the right as we go 

to church. Good by-never mind me-I can't 

come-I can't stay, for my father wants me." 
"But don't turn away your face, I won't keep 

yon a moment; only tell me ,~·hat's the matter," 
said hPr friend, following her into the cottage. 

"Oh, nothing, not much," 1,aid Susan; "only 

that I wanted the egg in a great hurry for father, 

it would not have Ycxecl me-to be sure I should 
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have clipped my guinea-hen's wings, and then 
she could not have flown m·er the hedge-but 
let us think no more about it now/' added she, 
twinkling away a tear. 

\Vhen Rose, however, learned that her friend'a 
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 thougl1tful 
attitude in which he had been fixed, and draw­
ing his chair closer to his wife. 

"You 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 
yon 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 vex me, as you shall hear." 

" About a fortnight ago, you know, wife," 
continued he, "there was a balloting in our town 
for the militia; now at that time l wanted but 
ten days of forty years of age, and the attorney 
told me I was a fool for not calling myself plump 
forty; but the truth is the truth, and it is ,-diat 
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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 hon- 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 auoth~r; 

but that was no excuse: so I went to attorney 
Case, and with a power of difficulty I got him 
to 1cnd me the money, for which, to be sure, I 
ga,·e him something, and left my lease of our 

farm with him, as he insisted upon it, by way of 

security fo1· the loan. Attorney Case is too 
many for me; he has found what he calls a.fla?V 
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~monow if he pleases; and 

sure enough he will please, for I have thwarted 
him this day, and he swears he'll be rei·engecl 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 liis 
wife and Susan Jool.ed up in his face breathless 
with anxiety. 

"It must come out," said he, witl1 a short 

~igh ; " I must le are yon in t hr<'c days, ,rife." 
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"Must you!" said his wife in a faint resigned 
voice-" Susan, lo,·e, open the window." 

Susan ran to open the windo,Y, and then re­
turned to support hel' mother's head. 

"\Vhen she came a little to herself, she sat up, 
begged that her husband would go on, 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 was, 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 coming home whistling, from a new­
ploughed field; the attorney had just dined at 
the Abb~lj-the Abbey was the family seat of an 
opulent baronet in the neighbourhood, to whom 
l\Ir. Case had been agent; the baronet <lied sud­
den] y, and his estate and title dernlvecl to a 
younger brother, who was now just arrived in 
the country, and to ,vhom l\Ir. Case was eager 
to pay his court, in hopes of obtaining his fa,·om·. 
Of the agency he flattered himself that he was 
pretty secure, and he thought that he might 
assume the tone of command towards the 
tenants, especial! y towards n11e who ,ms some 
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guineas in debt, and in whose lease there was a 
flaw. 

Accosting the farmer in a lrnughty manner, 
the attorney began with, " So, farmer Price, a 

word with you, if you please; walk on herC', 
man, beside my horse, and you'll hear me. Yon 
have changed yom· opinion, I hope, about that 
bit of land, that corner at the end of my garden." 

" As how, l\Ir. Case?" said the farmer. 
"As how, man-why, you said something 

a.bout it's not belonging to me, when you heard 
me talk of enclosing it the other day." 

" So I did," said Price, " and so I do." 
Prornked and astonished at the firm tone in 

which these words were pronounced, the attor­
ney was upon the point of s,rearing that he 
would ha,·e his rerenge; but as his passions 
were habitually attentirn to the Zeller of the hnr, 
he refrained from any hasty expression, which 
might, he was aware, in a court of justice, be 
hereafter brought against him. 

"l\Iy good friend, Mr. Price," said he in a soft 
voice, and pale with suppressed rage-he forcecl :i 

smile-"I'm under the necessity 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 wish you a good e,·ening. 
You have the money ready for me, 1 dare say." 
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"No," said the farmer, "not a guinea of it; 
but John Simpson, who was my substitute, has 
not left our village 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 mall for 
no purpose. You don't mean to take the corner 
into your own garden, do you, Price?'' said l1e. 

" I," said the farmer, " it's none of mine ; 
I nernr take what does not belong to me." 

" True, right, very proper, of course," said 
l\Ir. Case; "but then you have no interest in 
life in the land 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, l\Ir. Case; the ground is a thing not worth 
talking of, but it's neither yours nor mine; in 
my rnen1ory, since the 11eJV lane was made, it 
has always been open to the parish, and no man 
shall enclose it with my good ,rill. Truth is 
truth, and must be spoken; justice is justice, 
and should be done, l\fr. Attorney.' 

.r 2 
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"And law is law) l\Ir. Farmer) an<l shall hare 

its course) to your cost,'' cried the attorney) ex­

asperated by the dauntless spirit of this village 

Hampden. 
HP.re 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) ho1rm·er, and went 

through the village in search of the man wl:o 

had engaged to be his substitute. He found 

him, told him ho\v 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, \"rho) he ob­

se1Tect would be glad to gi~·e him the same 

price, or more, for his services. 
The moment Price got the money, he hastened 

tu :i.\Ir. Case's house, walked straight forward into 

his room, and laying the money clown upon his 

desk, "There, ::.\Ir. Attorney, are your nine gui­

neas; count them; no,r I hare done vrith you." 

"Xot yet/' '3aid the attorney, jingling the 
money triumphantly in his hand; ",re'Jl gi\·e 
you a taste of the tnr, my good sir, or I'm 

mistaken. You forgot the Haw m your lease, 

which I ha,·e safe in this desk." 
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" Ah, my lease!" said the farmer, who hacl 
almost forgot to ask for it till he was thus put 
in mind of it by the attorney's imprudent 
threat-

" Girn me my lease, l\lr. Case; I've paid my 
money, yon 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 
llesk, and putting the key into his pocket, "pos­
session, my honest friend," cried he, 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 ha,·e good reasons to 
expect I shall be. You will Jive to repent your 
obstinacy, l\lr. Price. Your servant, sir." 

Price retired melancholy, but not intimidated. 
l\Iany a man returns home with a gloomy 

countenance, who has not quite so mue;h 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, notwith­
standing her utmost exertion, could not support 
herself under this sudden stroke of misfortune. 
In the middle uf the night Susan was called up ; 
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l1er mother's fc\·er ran high for some hours, but 

towards morning it abated, and she fell into 

a soft sleep ,l·ith 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 rnnished, as the flame rose and 
sunk in the socket. Susan ,ras afraid that the 
(li:~agreeahle smeJl might waken her mother, and 

gently disengaging her hand, she went on tiptoe 
to extinguish the canclle-all was silent ; the 

grey light of the morning was now· spreading 

orer e,·ery 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 fc"· 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 wa::; Philip 
playing upon his pipe and tabor; she distin­
gui::;hecl the merry voices of her companions, 
"carolling in honour of the ~\Iay," and ::;0011 she 
::;;ur them coming toward::. her father'::; cottage) 
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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 
l\Iay." "And here's her crown!'' cried Rose, 
pressing forward; but Susan put her finger upon 
her lips, and pointed to her mother's window­
Philip's pipe stopped instantly. 

"Tliank you," said Susan; "my mother is ill, 
I can't lea\·e her, you know." Then gently 
putting aside the crown, her companions bid her 
say who should wear it for her. 

"\Vill 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. We sha'n't hear your voices or the pipe 
when you hare turned the corner into the village, 
so you need only stop till then, Philip." 

"I shall stop for all day," said Philip; "I've 
no mincl to play any more." 

"Good by, poor Susan; it's a pity you can't 
come with us," said all the children; and little 
Mary ran after Susan to the cottage door. 

"I forgot to thank you," said she, " for the 
double rowslips; look l1ow pretty they are, and 
timell how s\\'cct the violets arc in my bosom, aIHl 
ki:;s me quidi", for I shall be lef't Lel1i11d ! " 
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.Susan kissed the little breathless girl, and re­
turned softly to the side of he1· mother's bed. 

"How grateful that child is to me for a cow­
slip only !-How can I be grateful enough to 
such a mother as this?" saicl Susan to herself, as 
she bent o,·er her sleeping mother's pale counte­
nance. 

Iler mother's unfinished knitting lay upon a 

table near the bed, ancl Susan sat down in her 
wicker arm-chair, and went on with the row, in 
the middle of ,d1ich her hand stopped the pre­
ceding ernning. 

"She taught me to knit, she taught me e,·ery 
thing that I kno,,," thought Susan; a and, best 
of all, she taught me to love her, to wish to be 
like her." 

Her mother, ,rhen she mrakened, felt much 
refreshed by her tranquil sleep, and observing 
that it was a delightful morning, said, "that 
she had been dreaming she heard music, but that 
the drum frightened her, because she thought it 
was the signal for her husband to be carriecl 
mrny by a whole regiment of soldiers, who had 
pointed their bayonets at him. But that was 
Lut a dream, Susan; I a,rnkened, and knew it 
was a dream, and I then fe11 asleep, and have 
slept sound) y e,·er since." 

IIow painful is it to \l'aken tn the rc111ctn-
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brance of misfortune! Gradually as this poor 
woman collected her scattered thoughts., she 
recalled the circumstances of the preceding 
evening; she was too certain that she had heard 
from her husband's own lips the words, I must 
leave .7Jou in three da!Js, and s.he 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 must get his linen 
ready for him. I'm afraid it's very late; Susan., 
why did you let me lie so long? " 

"E,·ery 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'saffectionate, dexterous, :::ensibloacti vity 
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 
so prudently., that l1er mother had little trouble 
and no anxiety in directing her; she said that 
Susan never did too little or too much. 

Susan was mending her father's linen, when 
Rose tapped softly at the window·, and beckoned 
to her to come out; she m~nt out. 

"How docs your mother do, in the first 
place?" said Rose. 

"Better, thank you." 
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"That's we11, and I liave a little bit of good 
news for you besides-here," said she, pulling 
out a glo\·e, in which there was money, "we'll 
get the guinea-hen back again-we ha,e all 
agreed about it. This is the money that has 
been given to us in tl1e village this J.\Iay morn­
ing; at every door they gave silver-see how 
generous they have been; hreh·e shillings, I 
assure you. Now we are a match for miss 
Barbara. You won't like to lea Ye home. I'll 
go to Barbara, and you shall see your guinea-hen 
in ten minutes." 

Rose hurried away, pleased with her commis­
sion, and cager to accomplish her business. 

Miss Barbara's rnaicl, Betty, was the first per­
son that was risible at the attorney's house. 

Hose insisted upon seeing Miss Barbara her­
self, and she "·as shown into a parlour to the 
young lady, who was reading a dirty noYel, ,rhich 
she put under a heap of law papers as they 
entered. 

"Dear, how you startled 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? 
,vcll, my good girl, what brings you here? 
something to borrow or beg, I suppose." 

::\lay crcry ambassador-every ambassador in 

Ir 

.. r 

1 I 



snurLE SUSAN. 167 

as good a cause, ans\\·er with as much dignity 
and moderation as Rose replied to Barbara upon 
the present occasion ! 

She assured her, that the person from ,rhom 
she came did not send her either to beg or to 
borrow, that she was able to pay the full value 
of that for which she came to ask j and producing 
her ,rell-filled purse, " I bdieve that this is a 
very good shilling," said shej if you don't like 
it I will change it j and now you will be so goocl 
as to give me Susan's guinea-hen j 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 have taken 
a shilling yesterday, if it had been paid at the 
time properly j hnt I told Susan, that if it ,ms 
not paid then, I should keep the hen, and so I 
shall, I promise her. You may go back and tell 
her so." 

The attorney's daughter ha<l, whilst Rose 
opened her negociation, measured the depth of 
her purse ,rith a lrnen eye, and her penetration 
discovered that it contained at least ten shillings j 
with proper management she had some hopes 
that the guinea-hen might be made to bring in 
at least half the money. 

Ro5c, who wac, of a warm lc111pc1·, not lluite 
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so fit a match as sl1e had thought herself for the 
wily Barbara, incautiously exclaimed, " What­
ever it costs us, we are determined to hare 
Susan's favourite hen; so if one shilling won't 
do, take two, and if two 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." 

"Have you no conscience, Miss Barbara? then 
take four." 

Barbara shook her head. A fifth shilling was 
instantly proffered-but Bab, who now saw 
plainly that she had the game in her O\rn hands, 
preserved a cold cruel silence. 

Rose went on rapidly, bidding shiliing after 
shi1ling, till she had completely emptied her 
purse. 

The twelve shillings "·ere 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 for herself, and doubting whether she 
lrnd full powers to conclude such an extrarngant 
bargain, she gathered up the public treasure, and 
with newly-recovered prudeJJce obsc1Ted that she 
must go back to consult her friends. 

hat 
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Her generous little friends were amazed at 
Barbara's meanness, but wit11 one accord declared, 
that they were most wiI1ing, for their parts, to 
gi-ve 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 aw·ay, leaving only Rose with her to 
settle the treaty for the guinea-hen. 

There is a certain manner of accepting a 
farnur, which shows true generosity of mind. 
l\Iany know ho\V to ghre, but few know how to 
accept a gift properly. 

Susan was touched, but not astonisl1ed, 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, " certain] y 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 
conrsC' of this <lay msh that she had but money 

YOL. I. Q 
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enough in the worl<l 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 
" if the money was given to her to dispose 
of as she pleased, she would gire it to her 
father." · 

" It is aU yours, my dear good Susan," cried 
Rose, with a look of warm approbation: "this is 
so like you ! But I'm sorry that l\Iiss Bab must 
keep your guinea-hen. I would not be her for 
all the guinea-hens, or guineas either, in the 
whole world. "'\.Vhy, I'll answ·er for it the 
guinea-hen won't make her happy, and you'll 
be happy even without-because you are good. 
Let me come and help you to-mo1To,v," con­
tinued she, looking at Susan's work. " If you 
have any more mending-work to do-I nerer 
liked work till I worked with you-I won't 
forget my thimble or my scissors," added she, 
hughing,-'' though I used to forget them 
whem I was n giddy girl. I assure you I am a 
great hand at my needle now-try me." 

Susan assured her friend that she did not 
doubt the powers of her needle, and that she 
would most willingly accept of her services, but 
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that, unlucl,ily, she l1ad finished all the needle­

work that was immediately wanted. 

" But do you know/' said she, " I sha11 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 succeed, 

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 

assisted her when she was baking bread and cakes 
• 
for the family at the Abbey, had now formed the 

courageous, but not presumptuous idea, that she 

could herself undertake to bake a batch of bread. 

One of the serYants from t11e Abbey liad been 

sent all round the village in the morning, in 

search of bread, and had not been able to procure 

any that was tolerable. l\Irs. Price's last baking 

failed for want of good barm ; she was not now 

strong enough to attempt another herself; and 

when the bre\Yer's boy came with eagerness to tell 

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 modest I y requested permission to try her 

hand, and her mother would not refu:,e her. i, 

Accordingly she went to work with much prudent 

• This circumstance is founded on fad. 
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care, and when 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 were earnest and warm in 
its praise. Inquiries were made from the house­
keeper, and they heard, with some surprise, that 
this excellent bread was made by a young girl of 
twel re years old. The liousekcepcr, who had 
known Snsan 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 well call her now, since she's 
grown tall and slender to look at; and glad I am 
she is grO\vn up likely to look at, for handsome 
is that handsome docs-and she thinks no more 
of her bei11g handsome than I do myself-yet she 
}ms as proper a respect for herself, ma'am, as you 
1iare ; and I ahrays 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, as well she 
may, for I should myself if I had half such a 
daughter; and then she has two little brothers, 
ancl she's as good to them, and my boy Philip says, 
taught 'cm to reacl more than the school-mistress, 
all ,rith tenderness and good nature; but I IJcg 
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your pardon, ma'am, I cannot stop myself when 

I once begin to talk of Susan." 
"You hare 1·eally sai(l enough to excite rny 

curiosity," said l1er mistress; " pray send for 

her immediately; we can see her before we go 

out to walk." 
The benevolent housekeeper despatched her 

boy Philip for Susan. Susan was never in such 

an untid!J state, that she coulcl not obey such a 

summons ,rithout a long 1n-eparation. She had, 

it 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 all the questions that were 

asked her, vleased the ladies at the Abbey, who 

were good judges of characters and manners. 

Sir Arthur Somers had two sisters, sensible, 

benevolent women; they were not of that race 

of fine ladies, wl10 are miserable the moment they 

come t<J !he country; nor yet were they of that 

bustling sort, who quack and direct ,ill their poor 

neighbours, for the mere Joye of managing, or 

the want of somethiug to do. They were jurli­

liou:sly gcnerou::-; and whilst they wi:;hctl to <liffu::-e 
<l ~1 
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happiness, they were not peremptory in requiring 
that people should be happy precisely their own 
way. ,Vith these dispositions, and with a well 
inforn1erl brother, who, though he nc·ver "ished 
to direct, was always 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 j but Sir Arthur 
was in his study, and a gentleman was ,rith him 
on business. 

Susan was desirous of returning to her 
mother, and the ]a<lies, therefore, would not 
detain her. Miss Somers told her with a smile, 
when she took leave, that she ,vould call upon 
l1er in the evening at six o'clock. 

It was impossible that such a grand e,·ent as 
Susan's visit to the Abbey could long remain 
unknown to Barbara Case and her gossipping 
maid. They watched eagerly for the moment 
of her return, that they might satisfy their 
curiosity. 

"There sl1e is, I declare, just come into her 
garden," cried Bab. " I'll rnn in and get it 
all out of her, in a minute." 

Bab coultl descend without shame, whene,·er 
it suited her purposes., from the height of iu-

'. 
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solent 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 close to 
her Lefore she perceived it, " how goes the 
world with you to-day?" 

"My mother is rather better to-day, slie says, 
ma'am-thank you," replied Susan, coldly but 
ci,,illy. 

" .Jla'am, uear, how polite we are grown of 
a sudden ! " cried Bab, winking at her maid. 
"One may see you',,e been in good company this 
morning-Hey, Susan-come, let's hear about 
it?" " Did you see the ladies themseh·es, or 
was it only the housekeeper sent for you?" said 
the maid. 

" "\Vhat room oid you go into?" continued 
Bab. " Did you see miss Somers, or Sir Ar­
thur?" 

" l\Iiss 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, :l.\Iiss Barbara, for my 
mother's broth is just wanted, and I'm iu a 
hurry." Susan ran home. 
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" Lo, d, her head is full of Lroth now," said 

Bab to her maid, " and she lias not a word for 
l1erself, though she has been abroad. l\I y papa 
may well cail her Simple Susan-for simple she 

is, and simple she will be all the world o,·er; for 

my part, I think she's little better than a down­

right simpleton; but however, simple or not, I'll 
get wliat I want out of her; she'll be able to 
speak may be, when she l1as settled the grand 
matter of the broth. I'll step in and ask to sec 
her mother; that will put her in a good humour 
in a trice." 

Barbara follo,red Susan into the cottage, and 

found her occupied with the grand affair of the 
broth. 

" Is it ready?" said Bab, peeping into the pot 
that was over the fire: " clear, how savoury it 
smells! I'll wait till you go in with it to your 
motl1er, for I must ask her how she does myself." 

"\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 interrnl Bab employed herself 
much to her o,1·n satisfaction, in cross-question­
ing Susan. She was rather prornked inclccrl that 
:;he coulcl not learn exat:tl y huw each uf the htdic~ 
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was dressed, and what there was to be for dinner 
at the Abbey; and she Yrns curious beyond rnea.. 
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 always mean exactly, 
dO\vnright, neither more nor less than they say." 

"Not always," said Susan, with an arch smile! 
which convinced Barbara that she was not quite 
a simpleton. 

" ]{ot ahva.zJS," repeated Barbara, colouring ; 
" Oh, then, I suppose you have some guess at 
what miss Somers meant." 

"No,'' said Susan, "I was not thinking about 
miss Somers, when I said not always." 

" How nice that broth does look ! " resumed 
Barbara after a panse. 

Suean ltad now poured the broth into a basin, 
and as she strewed over it the bright orangc­
marigolds, it looked very tempting; she tasted it, 
and added now a little salt, and now a little 
more, till she thought it was just to her mother's 
taste. 
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"Oh, I must taste it," said Bab, taking the 
basin up greedily. 

" "\Von't you take a. spoon?" said Susan, 
trembling at the large mouthfuls ·which Barbara 
sucked up with a terrible noise. 

" Take a spoonful, indeed ! " exclaimed Bar­
bara, setting down the basin in high anger. "The 
next time I 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." Anrl she flounced out of the house, ex.­
c1aiming, " 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 mystery. 

Some years before this time, when Susan ,ms 
a very little girl, and could scarcely speak plain, 
as she was eating a basin of bread and milk for 
lier 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 and milk, but as she eat with a spoon, and 
he with his large mouth, she presently discovered 
that be was likely to lrnve more than his share, 
and in a simple tone of expostulation, she said to 
him, " Take a poon pig."" The saying became 

This is a true anccdotr. J 
• C 
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proverbial int he village, Susan's little companions 

repeated it, and applied it upon many occasions, 

,rhenerer any one cJaimed more than his share 

of any thing good. Barbara, who was then not 

miss Barbara, but plain Bab, and who played 

with all the poor children in the neighbomhood, 

was often reproved in her unjust methods of di­

Yision by Susan's pro,·erh. Susan, as she grew 

up, forgot the childish saying, but the remem­

brance of it rankled in Barbara's mind, and it 

,ms to this that she suspected Susan had alludeil, 

,,·hen 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 yon did her the 

honour to set your foot within her doors. \Vhat 

need ha\·e 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 e,·cry thing." 
Barbara did not know that lier father meant 

to go to the Ahher that morning, for attorney 

Case "as mysterious even to his O\rn family 

about his morning rides. He never chose to be 

asked where he "·as going, or where he had 

been, and this made his sen·ants more than com­

monly inquisitirn to trace him. 
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Barbara, against wl1ose apparent childisliness, 
and real cunning, he was not sufficiently upon 
his guard, had often the art of drawing him into 
conversation about his visits. She ran into her 
father's parlour, but she knew·, the moment she 
saw l1is face, that it was 110 time to ask ques­
tions; his pen was across his mouth, and hiB 
brown wig pushed oblir1ue upon his contracted 
forehead-the wig was ahrays pushed crooked, 
whenever 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 
Jmmoured him from artifice, tried alJ her skill to 
fathom his thougl1ts; and when she found that 
it would 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 lvas not in tl1e 
l1appiest 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 
l1im, and he began t0 be rather apprehensire 
that he should not suit sir Arthur. He had 
sound reasons for his doubts. 

Sir Arthur Somers was an excellent lawyer, 
and a perfectly honest man. This seemed to 
OUI' attorney a contradiction in terms; in the 
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course of his practice the case had not occurred, 
ancl he had no precedents ready to direct his 
proceedings. 

Sir Arthur Somers was a man of ,vit and elo­
quence, yet of plain dealing ::md humanity. 'I'hc 
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 hacl 
talked about sundry matters of business, he con­
stantly perceived that he could not impose upon 
sir Arthur ; but that he coulcl know all the 
mazes of the law, and yet prefel' 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," repliecl sir Arthur, 
coolly. 

The attorney looked in unfeigned astonish­
ment, when a man was actuail y making 3,000l. 
per a!mum at the bar, that he should leave it. 

" I am come," said lie, " to enjoy the kind of 
domestic life which I prefer to all others, in the 

YOL. I, R 
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country, amongst people ,rhose liappincss I hope 
to increase." 

At_ tbis speech the attorney changed l1is 
ground, flattering himself that he should fin cl his 
man averse to business, ancl ignorant of country 
affairs. He talked of the rnlue of land and of 
new leases. 

Sir Arthur wished to enlarge his domain, to 
make a ride round it. A map of the domain was 
111wn the table; farmer Price's garden ca111e 
exact] y acrnss the new road for the ride. Sir 
Arthur looked disappointed, and the keen attor­
ney seizecl the moment to inform him that 
cc Price's ,rlwlc laml ,ms at his disposal." 

"At my disposal! 110w so?" cried sir Arthur, 
eagerly; "it w·ill not Le out of lease, I belie,·e, 
these ten years. I'll look into the rent-roll 
again, perhaps I am mistaken." 

cc You are mistaken, my good sir, and you are 
not mistaken," said 1Ir. Case, with a shrewd 
smile; cc the land ,,·ill 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 arnl 
void. I have detected a capital flaw in the Locly 
of it; I pledge my credit upon it, sir; it can't 
stand a single term in law or ec1uity." 

The attorney obsc1Te11; that at thcse W'Orcls 
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sir Arthur's eye was fixed with a look of earnest 

attention. " Now I have him ! " said the cun­

ning tempter to himself. 
" Neither in law nor equity ? " 

.Arthur, ,rith apparent incredulity. 

sure of that, l\1r. Case? " 

repeated sir 
"Arc you 

" Sure! As I told you before, sir, I'd pledge 

my whole credit upon the thing-I'd stake my 

existence." 
" That's something," said sir Arthur, as if he 

"·as 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 

cn<'m) ; he explained with legal volubility, and 

technical amplification, the nature of the mistake 

in i\lr. Price's lease. " It was, sir," said he, " a 

lease for the life of Peter Price, Susannah his 

wife, and to the survfror or survivors of them, 

or for the full time and term of twenty years, 

to be computed from the first day of May then 

next ensuing. Now, sir, this you see is a lease 

in rCYersion, which the late sir Benjamin 

Somers had not, hy his settlement, a right to 

make. This is a curious mistake, you sec, sir 

Arthur, and in filling up those printell leases 

there's always a good chance of some flaw; I 
R 2 
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fim1 it perpetuaJI y, but I ne,·er found a bcttc.r 
than this in the whole comse of my practice." 

Sir Arthur stood in silence. 
" My dear sir," said the attorney, taking him 

by the button, "you hare no scruple of stirring 
in this business?" 

a A little," said sir Arthur. 
" "\Vhy, then, that can be done mrny in a mo. 

ment; your name sha11 not appear in it at all ; 
you hare nothing to do but to make over the 
lease to me-I make all safe to yon with my 
bond. Now being in possession, I come forward 
in my own proper person. Shall I proceed?" 

"No; yon have said enough," replied sir 
Arthur. 

'' The case, indeed, lies in a nutshelJ," said 
the attorney, who had by this time worked him. 
self up to such a pitch of professional enthu. 
siasm, that, intent upon his vision of a la,r•suit, 
he totally forgot to observe the impression his 
words made upon sir Arthur. 

" There's only one thiner ,re have forgotten 
• 0 v 

all tl1is time," said sir Arthur. 
" "\Vhat can that be, sir P " 
" That we shall ruin this poor man." 
Case was thunderstruck at these ,rnrcls, or 

rather by the look which accompanied them. 
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Uc recollected that he had la.id himself open, 
before he was sure of sir Arthur's real charm:­
ter. He softene<l, and said he should ha,·e had 
certain I y 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 
shall certainly be ghd to get him fairly out of 
the parish as soon as possible. When 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, prepared 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, ,dth this 
lease of Price·s," said he; " I'll le,ffe it with 
your agent. "\Vhom shall I apply to ? " 

" To 'lll!JSelj, sir, if yon please," replied sir 
Arthur. 

The courtiers of Lonis the XIVth could not 
ham looked more astounded than our attorney, 
when they receired from their monarch a simi­
la1· answer. It ,ms this unexpected reply of 
sir Arthm's which had deranged the temper of 
i'\fr. Case, which had caused his wig to stand so 
crooked upon his fol'chcacl, and which rendered 
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him impenetrably silent to his inquisitive daugli~ 
ter Barbara. After walking up and do,rn his 
room, conrersing 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 "·inter season, was not a thing to be 
neglected, and that, if he managed well, he 
might yet secure it for himself. He had often 

<... • 

found that small timely presents ,rnrked ,~·on-
derfully upon his own mind, .~nd he judged of 
others by himself. The tenants had been in 
the reluctant, but constant, practice of maLing 
him continual petty offerings, and he resoh,ecl 
to try the same course with sir Arthur, whose 
resolution to be his own agent he thought ar­
gued a close, saving, a.varicions disposition. 

He had heard the housekeeper at the Abbey 
inc1uiring, as he passed through the serrnnts, 
whether there was any lamb to be gotten? She 
sai1l that sir Arthur was remarkably fond of 
lamb, and that she wished she could get a quar­
ter for l1im. 

Immediately he sallied into his kitchen, as 
soon as the idea struck him, and asked a shep­
licnl, who was ,raiting there, whether he knew 
pf a 11ice fat lamb to be had a11 y where in the 

11l'ighbomhood. 

p 



SL"\lPLE SUSAN, 1B7 

" 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, 

ancl speedily deYised 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 prr~y; he found Sw::an packing np 

her father's little wardrobe, and when she looked 

up as she knelt, he saw that she had been m 

tears. 
" Ho,v is your mother to-day, Susan?" 

" \Vorse, sir. My father goes to-morrow." 

" That's a pity." 
"It can't be helped,'' saicl Susan, with a sigh. 

" It can't be helped-how do you know 

that? " said he. 
" Sir! dea,- sir!" cried she, looking up at 

him, and a sudden ray of hope beamed in her 

ingenuous countenance. 
"And if yon could help it, Susan?" 

Susan clasped her hands in silence, more 

expressiYc thau words. 
" You can help it, Susan." 

She started up in ecstasy. 
" ,vhat would you girn now to have your 

father at home for a whole week longer? ' 
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" Any thing !-but I hare nothing." 
a Yes, but you hare a lamb/' said the hard­

hearted attorney. 
" l\Iy poor little Jamb," said Susan, "but 

what good can that do? " 
",Vhat good can any lamb do? Is not Jamb 

good to eat? \Vhy do you look so pale, girl? 
Are not sheep killed ernry day? and don't you 
cat mutton? Is your lamb better than any 
body else's, think you?" 

" I don't know, but I love it better." 
" l\fore 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." 

",Vell, say no more about it then; if you 
love your Jamb better than your father and 
your mother both, keep it, and good morning 
t " o you. 

a Stay, oh stay!" cried Susan, catching the 
skirt of his coat with an eager trembling hand; 
-" a whole week, did you say? .;.uy mother 
may get better in that time. No, I do not Jrn-e 
my lamb half so well." The struggle of her 
mincl ceased, and -;,- ith a placid countenance a!l(l 
calm voice, a Take the lamb," said she. 

a ,Vherc is it?" said the attomcy. 
"Grazing in the meadow, by the riv~r ,irlL'.' 

t .. 
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" It must be brought up befol'e night-fall for 
the butcher> remember." 

" I shall not forget it/' said Snsan, stead ii y. 
But as soon as her persecutor turned his back 
and quitted the house, she sat down, and hid 
l1er face in her hands. She was soon roused by 
the sound of her mother's feeble voice, ,rho was 
caUing Susan from the inner room, where she 
Jay. Susan went in, but did not undraw the 
curtain as she stood beside the bed. 

"Are you there, love? Undra\V 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
tlier, raising herself as well as she was able in 
the bed, to examine her daughter's countenance. 

""\Vould you think it amiss, then, my dear 
mother," said Susan, 6tooping 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.'' 
" Attorney Case told me so; he can get him 

a week's longer leave of absence, and he has 
vromised he will." 
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c: God bless him for it for e,·er and C\er ! " 
said the poor ,roman, joining her hands. ".::.\lay 
the Llessing of IIearen be ,rith him!'' 

Susan closed the curtains and was silent-she 
could not say Amen. 

She was called out of the room at this mo­
ment; for a messenger was come from the AlJbey 
for the bread bills. It was she who always 
ma.de· out the bills, for though she hatl not h~cl 
a great number of lessons from the writing­
master, she ha<l taken so much pains to learn, 
that she coulcl write a -very neat, legible hand, 
and she found this very useful; she was not, to 
be sure, particularly inclined to dra,r out a long 
bill at this instant, but b11:-iness must be done 
She set to "·ork, ruled her lines for tl1e pounds, 
shillings, and pence, macle out the bill for the 
Abbey, and despatched the impatient messenger; 
then she resolre<l to make out all the hills for 
the neighbours, who had many of them taken a 
fc\v loaves and rolls of her baking. " I hacl 
better get all my busine-;s finished," said she to 
herself, " before I go do\fn to the meadow to 
take Jea,·e of my poor lamb." Thi was no 
sooner said than done; for she found that she 
liacl a great number of bills to write, ancl the 
slate on which she had entered the account ,ras 
11ot immediately to he foundJ and when it m1s 
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found the figures were a1most rubbed out ; 
Barbara had sat down upon it; Susan pored 
over the number of loaves, and the names of the 
persons 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 
oyer 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 ? "'\Vhat is your hca<l 
running upon? Here, look at tl1e bill you were 
sending up to the Abbey! I met the mcssenge1·, 
and luckily asked to sec how much it was. Look 
at it." 

Susan looked and blushed; it was written, 
"Sir Arthur Somers to John Price, debtor, six 
dozen la1llbs," so much. She altered it, and 
returned it to her father; but he had taken up 
some of the papers ,rhich lay upon the table. 
" "\Vhat arc all these, child ? " 

" Some of them arc wrong, and I'm written 
them out again," said Susan. 

'' Some of them ! all of them, I think, seem 
to be wrong, if I can read," said her father, 
rather angrily; and lie pointed out to her sundry 
strange mistakes. 
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Her head indeed had been running upon her 
poor lamb. She corrected all the mistakes with 
so much patience, and bore to be 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, 
and said he would go round to the neighbours, 
and collect the money himself, for that he should 
be very proud to have it to say to them, that it 
was all earned by his own little daughter. 

Susan resoh·ed to keep the pleasure of telling 
him of his week's reprieve till he shoulu come 
home to sup, as he had promised to do in lier 
mother's room. She was not sorry to hear him 
sigh as he passed the knapsack, which she had 
been packing up for his journey. 

"How delighted lie 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 ham time to go do,vn to the 
meadow by the river-side to see lier fiffourite; 
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. She knew that they would be disappointed 

if she was later than usual, and she did not like 

to keep them ,rniting, because they \l'ere rery 

1iatient good boys; so she put off the visit to 

her lamb, and went immediately for her bro­

thers. 

YOL, I. 
s 



CHAPTER II. 

" Ev'n in the spring and play-time of the yrar, 
" That calls th' unwonted villager a1Jrond, 
" "'ith all her little ones a sporti\·e train, 
" To gather king-cups in the yellow mead, 
" And prink their heads ,vith d:1isics." CowPER. 

Ti-rn damc-::;chool, "·hich was about a mile from 
the hamlet, was not a splendid mansion, but it 
was re,,erenced 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, 
thatche<l tenement, sheltered by a few reverend 
oaks, urnler which many generations of hopeful 
children had in their turn gambolled. The close 
sharen green, ,,hich sloped clown from the hatch­
door of the school-room, was paled roun<l with a 
ru<le paling, which, though decayed in some parts 
by time, was not in any place broken by violence. 
The place bespoke order ancl peace. The dame 
who governed here was ,,ell obeyed, because she 
was just; and well belored, because she mls ever 
glad to gii·e well-earned praise and pleasure to 
her little snhjects. 
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Susan had once been under her gentle domi­
nion, and had been deservecll y her favourite 
scholar; the dame often cited her as the best 
example to the succeeding tribe of emnlous 
youngsters. 

Susan had scarcely opened the wicket which 
separated the green before the school-room door 
from the lane, when she heard the merry voices 
of the children, and saw the little troop issuing 
from tlie hatchway, and spreading over the 
green. 

« Oh, there's our Susan!" cried her two little 
brothers: running, leaping, and bounding up to 
her; and many of the other rosy girls and boys 
crowded round her to talk of tl1eir plays, for 
Susan was easily interested in all that made 
others happy; but she could not make them com-­
prchcn<l, that, if they all spoke at once, it ,ms· 
not possible that she could hear what was said. 
The rnices were still raised one above another, 
all cager to establish some important obsenation 
aLout nine-pins, or marbles, or tops, or bows and 
anmrs, when suddenly music was heard, unusual 
music, and the crowd was silenced. The music 
seemed to be near the spot where the children 
were standing, and they looked round to see 
,vhcnce it could come. 

Susan pointed to the great oak tree, and they 
s 2 
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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 harpet· 
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 who were in the fore­
most row whispered to each other: "He is blind! 
'\Vhat a pity!" and "He looks Yery poor; what 
a ragged coat lie wears! " said others: "He 
must be Yery old, for all his hair is white, and 
he must have travelled a great way, for his shoQs 
are quite worn out," observed another. 

AU 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 exc1amations of wonder 
and <lelight, and, cager 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, caugb this 
ear the moment she spoke; he turned his face 
eagerly to the place where she stood, and it was 
obser·ved, that whenever she said that she liked 
any tune particularly, he played it over again. 

"I am blind," said the old man, "and cannot 
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see yom· faces, but I know you all asunder uy 
your voices, and I can guess pretty well at a1I your 
humours and characters by your voices." 

" Can you so, indeed ? " cried Susan's little 
brother \Vi1liam, who had stationed himself 
between the o1d 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; "your sister Susan is good-natured." 

The boy clapped his hands. 
" And good-tempered." 
"Right," said little William, with a louder 

c1ap of applause. 
" And very fond of the little boy who sits upon 

l " my rnee. 
« 0 right! right! quite right!" exclaimed the 

child, and "Quite right! " echoed en all sides. 
"But how came you to know so much, when 

you are blind?" said "'\Villiam, examining the 
old man attentively. 

"Hush," said John, who Yrns a year older than 
his brother, and ,·ery sage, " you should not 
put him in mind of his being blind." 

" Though I am blind," said the harper, " I 
can hear, you know, all(l I heard from your si::-.ter 
herself all that I tvld you of her, that ~lrn wa~ 

::, :1 
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good-tempered and good-natured, an<l fond of 
you." 

" Oh, that's wrong-you did not l1ear aJl 
that from herself I'm sure," said John, "for 
nobody ever hears her praising herself." 

"Did not I hear her tell you, when you firat 
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 mnch-was not that good­
natured? and when you said you did not like the 
tune she liked best, she "'as not angry with you, 
but said, 'Then, play \Villiam's first, if you 
please.' Was not that good-tempered?" 

" Oh," interrupted \Villiam," "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, 01· seemed to 
ponder; and at this instant t\:vo boys, who had 
been searching for birds' -nests in the hedges, and 
who ha<l heard the sound of the harp, came blus­
tering up, and, pushing their way through the 
circle, one of them exclaimed, 

" \Vhat's going on here ? \Vho arc you, my 
old fellow? A blind lrnrper; '1ell, play us a 

tune, if you can play c,·cr a good one-play me 

-let's see, ,rhat shall he play, Bob ? " added he, 

U", 
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tnrning to his companion. " Bumper S{1uirc 
Jones." 

The old man, tl10ugh he did not seem quite 
pleased with the peremptory manner of the re­
<tuest, played, as he was desired, "Bumper Squire 
Jones;" and sereral other tunes were afterwat·d 
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 was 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 
insufferable: all who were younger and weaker 
than himself dreaded his approach, and detested 
him as a tyrant. 

,v1ien the old harper was so tired that he coulcl 
play no more, a lad who usua1l y carried his harp 
for him, and who was within call, came up, ancl 
helcl his master's hat to the company, saying, 
" \Vill you he pleased to remember us?" The 
children readily produced their l1a1fpence, and 
thought their wealth well bestmved upon this 
})oor good-natured man, '"ho had taken so much 
pains to entertain them, better even than upon 
the ginger-bread-woman, whose stall they lovecl 
to frequent. The hat m1s held some time to the 
attorney's son before he chose to see it; at last h.J 
put his hand surlily into his waistcoat pocket, aud 
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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," sai<l he, "and here's a shilling for you." 

a Bless vou, sir!" said the lad; but as he took 
the shilling, which the young gentleman had 
slily put into tlze 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 otl1er," 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 take 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 slrnrp-you 
hare taken it from me, and I sha'n't take it back 
again, I promise you." 

A whi~per of'' That's Yery unjust," ,ras heard. 
-The little assembly, though under evident con­
straint, could no longer suppress their indignation. 

""\Vho says it's unjust?" (;ried the tyrant 
stemly, looking down upon his judges. 

Susan's little bruthers had held her go\l'n fast 
to prevent her from muring at the beginning of 

.,, 
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this contest, and she was now so much iuterestrd 
to sec 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, l1ere'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; however, after some 
rnornents'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 ce1 lain sure of it, the shilling was 
not over and abcH"e g.ood." 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 
sil \·er a great deal better than I do, she takes a 
vower of it for bread you know." 

" I'll leaYe it to her," said the old harper; "if 
she says the shilling is good, keep it, Jack." 

The l:ihilling was handed to Susan, Yrl10, though 
she had with becoming modesty foreborne all in­
terference, did not hesitate, when sl1e was called 
upon, to speak the truth: " 1 think that this 
s11illing is a bad one," said she; and the gentle 
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but firm tone in which she pronounced the 
words, for a moment a,red and silenced the angry 
and brutal boy. 

" There's another then," cried l1e, " I ha,·e 
sixpences and shillings too, in plenty, thank my 
stars." 

Susan now walked away with her bro little 
brothers, and all the other children separated to 
go to their several homes. 

The old harper called to Susan, and begged, 
that, if she was going towards the rillage, she 
would be so kind as to show him the wav. 

His lad took up his harp, and little "\Villiam 
took the olcl 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 which served for a bridge 
over it was rather narrow, Susan was afraid to 
trnst the oJd 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 
opcnecl upon the high road to the ,·illage. 

"There is the high road straight before you," 
said Susan to the lad, who was carrying his mas• 
ter's harp, " you can't miss it; no,v I must bid 
you a good evening, for I'm in a great hurry to 
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get home, and must go the short way across the 
fields here, 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. 

" l.Uiss 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 
shado,rs I'm sure it is late." 

"\Vhen they came to their own cottage door, 
they heard rnany voice~, 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; bnt 
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 we11 
employed in admiring your neat garden, and 
your orderly shelves. Is it you, Susan, who 
keep these things in such nice order?" continued 
miss Somers, looking round the kitchen. 

Before Susan could reply, little "\Villiam 
pushed forward, and answered, ,: Y cs, ma'am; it 



204 SlnIFLE SUSAN. 

is 7n!f sister Susan that keeps every thing neat, 
and she always comes to school for us too, which 
was what caused her to he so late." '' Because 
as how," contiuued John, "she ,ras Joa th to re­
fuse us hearing a blind man play on the harp­
it ,ras we kept her, and ,re hopes, ma'am, as 
yon are-as you seem so good, you won't take it 

. " aill!SS. 

Miss Somers and her sister smiled at the af­
fectionate simplicity with ,1 hich Snsau·s little 
brothers undertook her defence, and they were, 
from this slight circumstance, disposed to think 
yet more farourably of a family which seemed so 
well united. 

They tool;: Susan along ,rith them through the 
Yillage; many came to their doors, and, far from 
envying, all secretly wished Susan well as she 
pas3ed. 

" I fancy we shalI find what we want l1cre," 
said miss Somers, stopping before a shop, where 
unfolded sheets of pins and glass buttons glistened 
iu the ,riudow, and where rolls of many-coloure<l 
ribands appeared ranged in tempting order. She 
went in, and was rejoiced to sec the sheh·es at the 
back of the counter well furnisl:ell with glossy 
tires of stutrs, and gay, neat printed linens and 
calicoes. 

"NO\v, Snsan, choose yourself a gown," said 
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mi~;s Somers; "you set an example of irnlustry 
nnd goucl conduct, of which we wish to take u 

public notice, fur the benefit of others." 
The shop-k~pcr, who was father to Susan's 

friend, Rose, looked much satisfied by this speeeh, 
and, ,:s if a comp1imeHt had been paid to himself, 
bo,red low to miss Somers, and then with alert­
ness, which a London linen-draper might haxc 
aclmi1ed, prodm:cd piece dtrr piece of his hc:,t 
goods to liis young customer-umolled, unfolded, 
heltl the bright stuffs and callendered calicoe.:.; in 
rnriom lights. Now stretched his arm to the 
highest sheln.~s,and brought do,rn in a trice wltat. 
seemed to he beyond the reach of any lmt a giant'-:; 
arm: HO\\' diYed into some hidden recess beneath 
the counter, and brought to ligl1t fresh beauties 
and fre,,h temptations. 

Susan lool,cd ou with more indifference than 
most of the spectators. She "·as thinking rnuc11 
of her lamb, and more of her fatlier. 

l\Iiss Somers had put a bright guinea into lier 
hand, and had bid her pay for her own gown ; 
but Sw;:an, as she looked at the guinea, thought 
it was a great deal of money to Jay out u1~on 
herself, and she wished, but did not know how 
to a:;kJ that she 1Hight keep it for a Letter purpose. 

Some people arc wholly inattcnti n' to t hl' 
les::-;cr feelings and incapable of reading the coun-

,.,..or-1. r. '11 
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tenances of those on whom they bestmv their 
bounty. Miss Somers and her sister were not of 
this roughly charitable class. 

a 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 gow·ns. 

"If you don't fancy any of these things," said 
the civil shopkeeper to Susan, '' we shall hare a 
new assortment of calicoes for the spring season 
soon from to,rn." 

"Oh," interrupted Snsan, with a smile ancl 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. 
"\Yell then, we ,rill not. press you; you are 

scarcely acquainted with us yet; when you are, 
you will not be afraid, I hope, to speak your mind. 
Put this shining yellow counter," continued she, 
pointing to the guinea, '' in yom pocket, and 
make what use of it you please. From what we 
lmow, and from what we ham heard of you, we 
arc pcrsuadecl that you will make a good use of 
it.,, 

"I think, madam,''saicl the master of the shop, 
with a shreml good-natnrc,l lool..:, ,: I could gire 
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n pretty good guess myself what will become 
of that guinea-but I say nothing." 

"No, that is right," said miss Somers; "we 
leave Susan en ti rely at liberty, and now we will 
not detain her any longer. Good night, Susan, 
we shall soon come again to your neat cottage." 

Susan curtsied with an expressive look of gra­
titude, and with a modest frankness in her 
countenance, which seemed to say, " I would 
te11 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." 

,vhen Susan had departed, miss Somers 
turned to the obliging shopkeeper, who was 
folding up all the things he had opened. " You 
have had a great deal of trouble with 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 answer, because he had now an opportunity 
of saying as much as he wished in her praise. 

cc No later back, ma'am, than last 1\f ay morn­
ing," sai~ he, "as my daughter Hose was telling 
us, Susan did a tnrn, in her quiet way, by her 
mother, that "·oulcl not displease you if you were 

'I' 2 
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to hear it. Slic ,rn:s to hare been <flCen of th<; 
l\lay, ladies, wl:ich, in onr litt1e village, amongst 
the younger tribe, is a thing, ladies, that is 
thought of a good deal-bnt Susan's motLcr mt::, 
ill, and Susan, after sitting up ,rith her all night, 
would not leave her in the morning, even when 
they brought the crown to her. She put the 
<;ro,rn upon my daughter Rose's head with her 
om1 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 whate,·er to 
the Prices, only a well-wisher, as every one, I 
bcliere, who knows them, is-I'll send the par­
cel up to the Abbey, shall I, ma'am?" 

" If you please," said m!:-s Somers, " and let 
us know as soon as you reeci re your uew things 
from to,-rn. You will, I hope, find us goocl 
customers, and well-wishers," a<lded she, "·ith 
a smile; '' for those who "·isli ,1·eJI to their 
neighbours surely deserve to ha,·e ,rell-,rishers 
themselves." 

A few words may encourage the benerolent 
passions, and may dispose people to fo·e in peace 
arnl happiness ;-a few ,1·ords may set them at 
variance, and may lead to misery and l,rn·snits. 
Attorney Case and miss Somers were both 
equally com·inced of this, and their practice was 
11niformly consistent with their prin<;iples. 

tr, 
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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 ha<l 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 ancl 
thirty shillings, and as her father ,ras 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 sum necessary to pay for a 
substitute. "If that could be done," said she to 
herself, "ho,r happy would my mother be! She 
would be quite stout 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 would not have blessed attorney Case though, 
if she had Imo,\ n about my poor Daisy." 

Susan took the path that led to the meadow 
by the water-side, rcsoh·ed to go by herself, 
and take leave of her innocent favourite. But 
she did not pass by m1perceived; her little 
brothers were watching for her return, and as 
soon as they sa"· her, they ran after her, all(l 
overtook her as she reached the meadow. 

"\Vhat did that good lady want with you?" 
cricd\Villiam ; but looking up in his sister's face, 
he saw tears in her eyes, aucl he was silent, and 
walked on <p1ietly. 

'l' :3 
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Susan rnw her Jamb by the ,rater-side. 
" \Vho are those two men ? " said '\Villiam. 

<, ,Vhat are they going to do with Daisy?" 
The two men were attorney Case and the 

butcher. 'l'he butcher was feeling whether the 
lamb was fat. 

Susan sat down upon the bank in silent 
sorrow; her little brothers ran up to the butchel", 
and demanded whether he was going to do any 
harm to the lamb. 

The blltc.:l·.er did not ans.-re1·, but the attorney 
replied, "It is not your sister's lamb any longer, 
it's mine-mine to all intents and purposes." 

" Yours!" cried the children with terror ; 
H and will yon kill it? " 

" That's the butcher's business." 
The little boys now burst into piercing lamen­

tations; they pushed a,ray the butcher's lrnlHl, 
they threw their arms round the neck of the 
lamb, they kissed its forehead-it bleated. 

« It ,rill not bleat to-rnorro,v;" said '\Villiam, 
and he ,rept bitterly. 

The butcher looked aside, and hastily mbbecl 
his eyes ,1·ith the corner of his blue apron. 

The attorney stood unmorcd: he pulleu up tl1e 
head of the lamb, which had just stooped to crop 
a mouthful of clover. HI have no time to waste," 
::-aid lie; " butcher, you'll account with me. 1f 
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it's fat-the sooner the better. I've no more to 

say." And he walked off deaf to the prayers of 

the poor children. 
As soon as the attorney w·as out of sig11t, Susan 

l'ose 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 cat out of her hand 

for the last time. Poor Daisy licked her well­
known hand. 

"XO\r, let us go," said Susan. 

" I'll wait as long as you please," said the 
butcher. 

Susan thanked him, and walked away <1uickl y, 
without looking again at her lamb. 

Iler litt1e brothers begged the man to stay a 

few minutes, for they had gathered a handful of 

blue speed well and yellow cro,rsfoot, and they 

were decking the poor animal. 
As it followed the boys through the Yillage, 

the chil<lren collcctc<l us they pa:sed, and the 

bntr11er's own son was amoHg the number. 

Susan's steadiness about the bad shilling was full 

in this boy':; memory, it had sarc-1 him a brating; 

he went directly to his father to beg the life of 
Susan's lamb. 

"I was thinking about it, boy, myself," s:ti<l 

the butcher; "it's a sin to kill a pet lamb, I'm 

thinking-any way it's what I am nut use<l to, 



212 SDIPLE SU3.AN. 

and don't fancy doing, and I'll go and say as mud1 
to attorney Case-but he's a hard man; there's 
but one ,ray to deal with him, and that's the ,ray 
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 w·oultl not take, and 
then it ,rou]d be -worse again to poor Susan, 
,rho is a good girl, and ahrays was, as well she 
may, being of a good breed, and ,rcll reared from 
the first." 

"Come, lads, don't keep a crowd and a scandal 
about my door," continued he aloud to the chil­
dren; "turn the lamb in here, John, in the 
paddock, for to-night, and go your ways home." 

The cro\rd dispersed, but murmured, and the 
butcher went to the attorney. '' Seeing that all 
you want is a good, fat, tender lamb, for a present 
for sir Arthur, as you told me/' said the butcher, 
"I could Jet you have ,rhat's as good and better 
for your purpose." 

'' Better-if it's better I'm ready to hear reason." 
The butcher had choice, tender lamb, he said, 

fit to cat the next day; and as :\lr. Case m1s 
impatient to make his offoring to sir Arthur, he 
accepted the butcher's propo:-al, though with such 
seeming reluctance, that he actually sr1ueezed 
uut of him, before he would complete the bar­
gain, a bribe of a fine S\reeturcad. 
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In the mcn.n time Susan's brotl1er ran home to 

tell her that her lamb was put into the paddock 
for the night : this was all they knew, and even 
tl1is ,ms 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 
reprieYc-her mother was better, and e,·en said 
she was determined to sit up to supper in her 
wicker arm-chair. 

Susan ,ras getting things ready for supper, 
when little \Villiam, who was standing at the 
l10usc-dooi-, watching in the dusk for his father's 
return, suddenly ex.claimed, H Susan! if here is 
not our old man!" 

"Yes/' said the old harper, "I have found my 
m1y to you; the neighbours "·ere kind enough to 
show me whereabouts yo1-1 !ired, 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 
d-Jightecl to hear her speak again. 

" If it wou1d not be too bold," said he, " I'm 
a stranger in this part of the conn try, and come 
from afar off; my boy has got a bc<l for himself 
l1cre in the ,·illage, but I hare no place-coultl 
you he so charitahle to gire an old blind man a 
night's lodging? " 

Susan said she wc•ulcl step and ask her mother, 
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and she soon returned with an ansYrer, t1rnt 110 
was heartily welcome, if he could sleep upon the 
children's bed, which was but small. 

The old man thankfully entered the hospitable 
cottage-he struck his l1ead against the low roof 
as he stepped over the door-sill. 

"Many roofs that are twice as high are not 
Jrnlf so good," said be. 

Of this he had just had experience at the house 
of attorney Case, where he had asked, but had 
been rough] y refused all assistance by miss Bar­
bara, who was, according to l1er usual custom, 
standing, staring at the hall-door. 

The old man's harp ,ms set down in farmer 
Price's kitchen, and he promised to play a tune 
for the boys before they ,vent to bed; their 
mother gi, ing them leave to sit up to supper 
with their father. 

He came home ,rit11 a sorro,rfnl countenance; 
but how soon <lid it brighten, when Susan, with 
a smile, said to him, " Father, we're good ne,rs 
for you! good news for us all !-you have a 
whole week longer to stay ,rith us, and perhaps," 
continued she, putting her little purse into his 
1iarn1s, uperhaps with what's here, and the bread­
bills, and what may some how be got together 
before a week's at an end, ,re may make up the 
nine guineas for the substitute, as they call him: 
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who knows, dear mother, but ,re may keep him 

with us for ever? "-As she spoke she threw l1et· 

arms round he1· father, who pressed her to his 

bosom without speaking, for his heart was full. 

He ,vas some little time before he could perfectly 

believe that what he heard was true: but the 

revi,·ecl smiles of his wife, the noisy joy of his 

]itt]e 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 was 

made welcome to his share of the cheerful though 

frugal meal. 
Susan's father, as soon as supper was finished, 

even before he would let the harper play a tune 

for his boys, opened the little purse which Susan 

ha<l gi,·en to him; he was surprised at the sight 

of the tweh·e shillings, and still more when he 
s_; 

came to the bottom of the purse, to see the bright 

golden guinea. 
"How did )OU come by all this money?" saicl 

he. 
" Honestly arnl handsomely, that I'm sure of 

beforehand," said her proud mother j "hnt how I 
can't make out, except by the baking. Hey, 

Susan, is this your fir:st baking? " 
"Oh, no, no," said her father, "I hare her 

fir:;t baking snug here, bc:sidc8, iu my pocket. I 
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kept it for a smpris0, to clo your motl1er's he;n t 
gooct Susan. Herc's twenty-nine shillings; and 
the A bbcy bill, "·hich is not p:tid yet, comes to 
ten more. \Vhat think yon of this, wife? Hm·e 
we not a right to he prn11cl of our Susan ? 
\Vhy," continued he, turning to the harper, cc I 
ask your pardon for speaking out so free before 
strangers in prai::se of my O\l'n, which I kno,\· is 
not m:urnerly; lmt the truth is the fittest thing 
to be spoken, as I think, <1.t all times; therefore 
l1cre'::, your goocl health, Susan ;-why, by awl 
by she'll be worth her weight in golcl-in :-.ilvcr 
at least. But tell us, child, how you cain0 hy all 
these riches, and how come's it that I don't go 
to-morrow-All this happy news makes me so 
gay in myself, I'm afraid I shall harclly under­
stand it rightly. But speak 011, 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 ponr 
lamb-part of this would seem as if she ,1 as 
vaunting of her own generosity, and part of it she 
did not like to recollect. But her mother prcs~ed 
to know the whole, and she related it as simplr 
as she could. YVhen she came to the story of 
the larnh, lier mice faltered, and eYery body 1,rc~ 
sellt was touched. The old harper sighed om·c 
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and cleared liis throat several times-he then 
asked for his harp, and, 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 had promised to the boys. 

This harper came from a great distance, from 
the mountains of \Yales, to contend with several 
other competitors for a prize, which had been 
ach·ertised 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 ten 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 Shrewsburv, ancl she had long had 
her imagination inflamed with the idea of this 
s1llendid music-meeting and ball. Often had she 
sighed to be there, and often had she rernh·ecl 
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 ,ras she, when this very evening, 
just about the time when the butcher was bar­
gaining ,rith her father abnut Susan's lamb, a 
litc1:,; serrnnt from the Abbey rapped at the 

VOL. I. t; 
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door, arnl left a card of im·itation for l\lr. arnl 
miss Barbara Case ! 

" There," cried Bab, "I and papa arc to dine 
and drink tea at the Abbey to-morrow. Who 
knows? I dare say, when they see that I am 
not a vulgar looking person, a~d all that-and 
if I go cunningly to work ,rith miss Somers­
as I shall-to be sure, I dare say she'll take me 

to the ball with her." 
" To be sure," said the maid, "it's the least 

one may expect from a Jacly that demeans lier­
self to visit Susan Price, and goes about a-shop­
ping for her; the least she can do for you is to 
take you in her carriage, 1vhich costs nothing, 
but is just a common cirility, to a ball." 

"Then pray, Betty," continued miss Barbara, 
"don't forget to-morr0\1', the first thing you do, 
to send off to Shrc\,sbury for my new bonnet. 
I must lun·e it to dine in, at the .Abbey, or the 
ladies ,rill think nothing of me-and, Betty, 
remember the mantua-maker too. I must see 
and coax papa, to buy me a new gown against 
the ball. I can see, you know, something of tl1c 
fashions to-morrow at the Abbey. I shall look 
ilie ladies 1vell 01•er, I promise you. And, Betty, 
I have thought of the most charming present for 
miss Somers: as papa says, it's good neYer to 
go empty-handed to a great house: I'll make 
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U1i:ss 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." 
Ia full confidence that her present, ancl her 

bonnet, ,rnuld operate effectually- in her farnur, 

miss Barbara. paicl her first visit to the Abbey. 

She expected to see wonders; she was dressed in 

all the finery which she had heard from he1· 

maid, who had heard from the prentice of a 

Shrewsbury milliner, was the Lhinf!; in London; . '--' 

aud she was much snrprise<.l and disappointed 

when ::,he was sh°'n1 into the room where the 

mis~ Sumerses, and the ladies at the Abbey, were 

sitting, to ~cc that they did not, in any one parL 

of their dress, agree with the victnre her ima­

gination ha(l formed of fashionable ladies. She 
'--' 

wa~ cmbarrns~cd when she saw books, and work, 

and drawing~, upon the table ; and she began 

to think, that some affront was meant to her, 

because the cumpan!J (lid not sit with their hands 

heforc them. ,vhcn miss Somers cnclc,n-oureJ 

to find out cmn-ersation that would interest her, 

and spoke of ,rn1ks, ancl flowers, and g:1rclcning, 

of whil'h she was herself fornl, miss Barbara 

::-till thought herself undervalued, and soon con-
u 2 
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tri ,·ed to expose her ignorance most compietcI y,, 
by talking of things which sl1e did not under­
stand. 

Thcy:;e 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 
langhed at by sensible ·well-bred people of any 
1·ank; but affectation is the constant arnl just 
object of riclicuJe. 

l\1iss Barbara Case, with lier mistaken airs of 
g~ntility, aiming to be thought a woman, and a 
nne lady, whilst she was in reality a child, and 
a .-nlgar attorney's daughter, 1·cnclered herself so 
thoroughly ridiculous, that the good-natured, 
yet discerning spectators, wrrc painfuJly divided 
between their sense of comic al)surdity, and a 
frc]ing of shame for one \r-ho could feel nothing 
for herself. 

One by one the ladies dropped off-miss 
Somers went out of the room for a fow minutes 
to alter her dress, as it was the custom of the 
family, before dinner. She left a port-folio of 
pretty drawings and go,,cl pri?~ts, for miss Bar­
bara's amut;cmcnt; but miss 13:tdJara.'s thoughts 
,rere so intent upon the harpers' hall, that she 
could not be cntertainc<l with such lr{flcs. 

How unhappy arc those who spend their tirnc 
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in expectation! They can never enJoy the 

present. 
,Vhilst Barbara was contridng means of in­

terc::;ting n1iss 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\lrs. Betty, in the hurry of her dressing her 

young lady in the morning, Imel forgotten it~ but 

it came just while miss Somers was dressing, 

and the housekeeper came i11to her mistress's 

room to announce its arrival. 

" Ma'am," said she, " here's a beautiful gui .. 

nea-heu just come, willt miss Barbara Case's 

compliments to you." 
Miss Somers knew, by the tone in which the 

housekeeper dclirnrecl this message, that there 

was something in the business which dicl not 

11erfectly please her. She made no ans\\'er, in 

expectation that the houscl,ccper, who was a. 

,1 oman of a very open temper, would explain 

her cause of dissatisfaction. In this she was not 

mistaken: the lwusekccper came close up to the 

dressiug-tablc, and continued, " I nernr like to 

speak till I'm sure, ma'am, and I'm not quite 

l-iUre, to say certain, in this case, ma'am, but still 

I think it right to tell you, which can't wrong 

any body, what ca.rnc across my mind about this 

~J.me g:niuca-hen, ma am , and you can mqu111.' 
u ~3 
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into it, and do as you please aftenvards, ma'am. 
Some time ago we had fine guinea-fowls of our 
ow·n, and I made bold, not thinking-, to be sure, 

v 

that a1l 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 
k1Te parted. with the hen with her goorhvill ; 
hut if my eyes don't strangely mistake, this lien 
that comes from miss Barbara, is the self-same 
identical guinea-lien that I gave to Susan. 
And how miss Bab came by it is the thing tl1at 
puzzles me. If my boy Philip was at l1ome, 
may be, as he's often at l\lrs. Price's (,vhich I 
don't disappro\'e ), he might know the histol'y of 
the guinea-hen. I expect him home this night, 
and, if you ha,·e no objection, I will sift the 
affair." 

" The sl10rtest way, I should think," said 
Henrietta, '' would be to ask miss Case herself 
about it, which I will do this e,ening." 

'' 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
J)CCtecl to smell mint-sauce, and as the corers 
were taken from off tl1e cfo;hcs, looked around 
for lamb-but no Jamb appeared. Ile had a 
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<1cxterous 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 late] y 
had had made for his sister; the attorney imme­

diately ,Tent from carving-knives to 1wnltry, 

thence to butcher's meat: some joints, he ob­

sen·ed, were much more difficult to carve tlian 

others; he never saw a man carve better than 

the gentleman opposite him, who was the curate 

of the parish. " But, sir," said the -vulga1· 

attorney, "I must make bold to differ with you 

in one point, and I'll appeal to sir Arthur. Sir 

Arthur, pray may I ask, when you carve a fore­

<1uartcr of lamb, do you, when you raise tl:e 

shcnlder, throw 1n salt or not?" 

This we11-prepared question was not lost upon 

sir Arthur; the attorney was thanked for his 

intended present, but mortified and surprised to 

l1ear sir Arthur say, that it was a constant r111c 

of his ne\·er to accept of any presents from his 

11eighbo11rs. "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 hare little to offer, though, 

perhaps, they may bear us thorough good-will 

notwithstandi11g." 
After the ladies left the di11i11g-room, as they 
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were walking up and down the large hall, miss 
Barbara had a fair opportunity of imitating her 
keen father's method of conversing. One of the 
ladies observed that this hall woul t1 be a charm­
ing place for music-Bab brought in harps and 
harpers, and the harpers' ball, in a breath.-" I 
know so much about it, about the ball I mean," 
said she, cc because a lady in Shrewsbury, 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 lrns a coach of her 
o,,·n ." 

Barbara fixed her eyes upon niiss Somers, as 
she spoke, but she could not read her c:ountenance 
as distinctly as she wished, because miss Somers 
was at this moment letting do,,n the -veil of her 
11at. 

"Shall we walk out before tea?" said she to 
lier companions. "I ham a pretty guinea-hen 
to shO\v you." 

Barbara, secret] y drawing propitious omens 
from the guinea-hen, follo,~·ed with a confiden­
tial step. 

The pheasantry was well filled with pheasants, 
peacocks, &c. and Susan's pretty little guinea­
hen appeared well, e\'en in this high company­
it ,ras much admired. Barbara was in glory­
hut her glory Whs of short duration. Ju::;t a::; rni::;s 
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Somers was going to inquire info t11e guinea­

lien's history, Philip came up, to ask permission 

to have a bit of sycamore, to turn a nutmeg-box 

for his mother. 
Philip was 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 

l1in1 where it was to be found. He thanked her, 

but in the midst of his bow of thanks his eye 

was struck by the sight of the g11inea-hen, and 

11c inrnluntarily exclaimed, " Susan's guinea­

lien, I declare ! '' 
"No, it's not Susan's guinea-hen," said miss 

Barbara, colouring furious] y. "It is mine, and 

I've made a present of it to miss Somers." 

At the sound of Bab's voice Philip turned­

saw her-and indignation, unrestrained 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 

011t, and gave a full, true, and warm account of 

l~o:3c's cmb:lssy, and of miss Ilarlmra's cruel and 

araricious proccetlings. 
Barbara denied, pr~va.ricatcd, stammered, au<l 
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at last was orercome witl1 confusion, for \\·hich 
even the most. indulgent spedators could scarce! y 
pity her. 

Miss Somers, ho,veve1·, mindful of what was 
due to her guest, was anxious to dispatch Philip 
for his piece of sycamore. 

Bab reco\·ered herself as soon as he was out 
of sight, but she further exposed herself by ex­
claiming, a I'm sure I wish this pitiful guinea­
lien had ne,,er had come into my possession. I 
wish Susan had kept it at home, as she should 
liave done! " 

" Perhaps she will be more careful, now that 
she has received so strong a lesson," said miss 
Somers. " ShaII we try her ? " continued she; 
" Philip will, I dare say, take the guinea-hen 
Lack to Susan, if we desire it." 

" If you please, ma'am," said Barbara, std­
lenl y; "I hare nothing more to do ,rith it." 

So the guinea-hen was deli,·ercd to Philip, 
who set off joyfully with his prize, and was 
soon in sight of farmer Price's cottage. 

He stopped wlrnn he came to the doo1·; he re­
collected Rose, and her generous friendship fur 
Susan; he was determined that she should hare 
the pleasure of restoring the guinea-hen; he 
ran into the village; all the children ,rho had 
given up their little pim::,e on l\Iay-day were 

Ii. 
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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 

you," said the butcher's boy to Philip. "Stop 

one minute! my father hassornethingtosaytoyou." 

He darted into his father's house. The little 

JJl'OCession 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 Rose-'' It's Daisy!" 

repeated all her companions. " Susan's lamb! 

Susan's lamb!" and there was a universal shout 

of joy. 
"vVell, for my part," said the good butcher, as 

soon as he could be heard, " for my 11art I woul<l 

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 

dying, it's ·what ,ve must all do some time or 

another; but to keep wringing the hearts of the 

living, that ham as much sense as one's-self, is 

what I call cruel ; and is not this what attorney 

Case has been doing hy poor Susan and her whole 

family, c,·cr since he took a spite against them : 
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But, at any rate, l1erc's Susan's lamh safe ancl 
sound; I'<l hare taken it back sooner, but I was 
off before day to the fair, ancl am lmt just come 
back; ho\rerer, Daisy has been as well off in my 
paddock, as he would hare been in the field by 
the water-side." 

The obliging shopkeeper, who sho,red tlic 
pretty calicoes to Susan, was no,r at his door; 
and when he s«.w the Jamb, heard tliat it was 
8usan's, and learnt its history, he said that he 
would add his mite, and he garn tlie cliilclrcn 
some encls of narrow riuand, with ,rhich Hose 
decorated lier friend's lamb. 

The pipe and tabor now once more began to 
play, and the procession mo,·ed on in joyful order, 
after gi,·ing the humane butcher three cheers­
tluee cheers which were better deserved than 
"loud huzzas" usually are. 

Susan was working in her arbour, with her 
little deal table before her; wlien she heard the 
sound of the music, she put do,1·11 her \l·ork and 
listened; she saw tlie erowd of children Collling 
nearer and nearer: tl,ey had closed round D.iisy, 
so that she eould not see him, Lut as they eame 
up to the garden-gate she :.;aw· Rc.:S\! bccl.:on to 
her. Philip played.,.; kucl a he could, that sl1e 
rni~ht not hear, till t.ic J.i"OJ er moment, the 
bleating of the lamb. 

. ' 
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Susan opened the garden-wicket, arnl at this 
signal the crowd <lividc<l, and the first thing that 
Susan saw in the midtit of her taller friends was 
little smiling Mary, with the guinea-hen in her 
arms. 

'' Come on ! come on ! " criecl l\1ary, as Susan 
started with joyful surprise, " you have more to 
see." 

At this instant the music paused; Susan hcar<l 
the bleating of a lamb, and scarcely daring to 
believe her senses, she pressed eagerly forward, 
and beheld poor Daisy !-she burst jnto 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 
J)arted 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 week, and if my mother was quite 
stout, I should be the happiest person in the 
world!" 

As Susan pronounced these words, a Yoice 
behind the listening crowd cried, in a bru tal 
t one, " Let us nass, if you please ; yon have no 
right to stop up J1e public rnatl ! " This lvas the 
m ice of attorm'y Case, who ,ras returning with 

YO L . I. X 
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his daughter B:1.rbara from his ,·isit to the .Ahbey. 
He saw the lamb, and tried to whistle as he 
passed on; Barbara also saw· the guinea-hen, 
and turned her head another ,ray, that she might 
amid 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 hide 
her face, and conceal her mortification. 

cc I am glad she saw the guinea-hen/' cried 
Rose, who no\l' held it in her hands. 

cc Yes," said Philip, " she'll not forget :i\Iay­
day in a hurry." 

cc 1'.Tor I neither, I hope," said Susan, looking 
rouud upon her companions with a most affection­
ate smile; cc I hope, whilst I fo·e, I shal111erer 
forget your goodness to rue last :\.lay-day. Xow 
I'm rny pretty guinea-hen safe once more, I 
should think of returning your money." 

"Ko ! no ! no! " was the general cry. "\\? c 
don't want the money-keep it, keep it-you 
want it for your father." 

cc ,Vell," said Susan, " I am not too proud to 
be obliged. I 1vill keep your money for my 
fother. Perhaps some time or other I may be 
able to earn-" 

" Oh," interrupted Philip, ,.- don't let th talk 
of earnini:r, don't let us talk to her of mcm \' ._ . 

p 



S11\IPLE SUSAN. 231 

now ; she has not ha.cl time hard I y to look at 
Jloo1· Daisy and her guinea-hen. Come) we had 
Lest go about our business) and let her have 
them all to herself." 

The crowd moved away in consequence in 
Philip's considerate advice; hut it was obse1Tcd 
that be was the very last to stir from the garden­
,ricket himself. He staid) first) to inform Susan 
that it was Rose who tied the ribands on Dais(s 
head; 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. 

Rose held the sieve) and Susan was feeding 
her long-lost favourite, whilst Philip leaned over 
the wicket prolonging his narration. 

"Now, my pretty guinea-hen, my naugl1ty 
guinea-hen, that flew away from me, you shall 
ne,er se1Te me so again-I must cut your nice 
,rings, hut I won't hurt you." 

" Take care," cried Philip; "you'd better, 
indeed you'd better let me hold her, whilst you 
cut her wings." 

,vhen this operation was successfully pcr­
formc<l, which it certainlycoulcl never have been, 
if Philip hail not helcl the hen for Susan, he 
l'<'colketed that his mother had sent him with ,t 
message to Mrs. Price. 

X 9 .., 
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This message led to another quarter of :m 
hour's delay, for he had the whole history of the 
guinea-hen to tell over again to 1-\Irs. 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 rejoiced 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 be was ,ranted 
to hold the jug full of milk) out of which far­
mer Pri.ce filled the pan for Daisy ! happy 
Daisy! who lapped at his case) whilst Susan 
caressed him, and thanked her fond father ancl 
her pleased mother. 

" But Philip," said Mrs. Price, "I'll hold the 
jug-you'll be late ·with your message to your 
mother; we'li not detain 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 
trv whether he had shut the gate fast, lest the 
guinea-hen might stray out and fall again into 
the hands of the enemy. 

, l\Iiss Barbara, in the course of this <lay, Jiad 
felt considerable mortification, but no contrition. 
She was Yexed that her meanness was (li::;toverecl, 
but she felt 110 desire to cure herself of any of 

1'· 
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her faults. The ball was stil1 uppermost iu lier 

vain selfish soul. 
""\Vell,"said she, to her confidante Betty, "you 

J1ear how things ham turned out; but if miss 

Somers won't think of asking me to go with lier, 

I'm a notion I know who will. As papa says, it's 

a good thing to have two strings to one's bow." 

Now some officers who were quartered at 

Shrewsbury had become acquainted with Mr. 

Case; they hacl gotten into some quarrel with a 

tradesman in tl1e town, and attorney Case had 

promised to bring them through the affair, as 

the man threatened to take the law of them. 

Upon the faith of this promise, and ·with the vain 

hope, that by civility they might dispose him to 

bring in a reasonable bill of costs, these ofl-icers 

sometimes i1wited i\fr. Case to the mess; and 

one of them, who had lately been married, prc­

,·ailed upon his bride sometimes to take a little 

notice of miss Barbara. It was with this lady 

that miss Barbara now hoped to go to the 

harper's ball. 
" The oflicers and 1\lrs. Strathspey, or more 

properly 1.Urs. Strathspey and the officers, are to 

breakfast here to-morrow, do you know," said 

Bab to Betty. " One of them dinccl at the 

Abbey to-day, aud told papa they'd all come, 

they arc going out 011 a party tiomcwhcrc intti 
X ;1 
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the country, and breakfast here m their wav, 
Pray, Betty, don't forget that Mrs. Strathspey 
can't breakfast without honey; I heard her say 
so myself." 

" Then, indeed," said Betty, "I'm afraid 
:r'1rs. Strathspey will be likely to go without her 
breakfast here, for not a spoonful of honey ham 
we, let her long for it ever so much." 

"But surely," said Bab, "we can contrire to 
get some 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 bor­
rowed? " said Bab, laughing. "Do you forget 
Susan's bee-hi\'e? Step over to her in the 
morning, with 1ll!J compliments, and sec what you 
can do-tell her it is for 1\Irs. Strathspcy." 

In the morning Betty went with miss Bar­
bara's compliments to Susan, to beg some honey 
for Mrs. Strathspey, who could not breakfast 
without it. 

Susan did not like to part with her honey, 
because 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, 
and said she must have some more for .Mrs. 
Strath:-pey. 

" I'll go m) self antl speak to ho1 ; come you 

. 
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with me, Betty," said the young lady, who frund 
it at present c01wenient to forget her having de­
clared, the day that she sucked up the broth, that 
she ne,,er 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 of herself, when she 
saw that Susan, without regarding her reproaches, 
went on looking through the glass pane in the 
bee-hive. "I'll tell you ,rhat, Susan Price," said 
she, in a high tone, " the_ honey I will have, so 
you may as well gi,·e it to me by fair meam:. 
Y cs or no? Speak ! will you gi ,·e it me or not; 

will you give that piece of the honey-comb that 
lies there? " 

" That bit of honer-comb is for rnv mother·~ . ~ 

hre~kfast," :::aid Susan 
7 

" I c,umut give it you." 
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"Can't you ! " said Bab; " then sec if I clon't 
get it." 

She &tretched across Susan for the honey-comb, 
which was lying by some rosemary Iea,·es that 
Susan had freshly gathered for her mother's tea. 
Bab grasped, but at her first effort she reached 
only the rosemary: she made a second dart at the 
honey-comb, and in her struggle to obtain it she 
overset the bee-hire. The bees swarmed about 
her-her maid Betty scrcamecl, and ran away. 
Susan, who was sheltered by a laburnum tree, 
called to Barbara, upon whom the black clusters 
of bees were now settling, and begged her to stand 
still, and not to beat them away. " If you stand 
quietly, you ,rnn't be stung perhaps." But in­
stead of s~·uuling quietly, Bab buffeted, aud 
stampcd.,,tfud roared, and the bees stung her tcr­
ribl y; her a1~ and her face swelled in a fright­
ful manner. She ,vas helped home by poor Susan 
and treacherous Mrs. 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 your::ielf into 
such a scrape. I shall be turned a,ray for it,. 
you'll see." 

" I don't care ,1 hether you arc turned away 
nr not," :said Barbara. ,: I never felt sud1 p~ill 

) 
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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 as fright. Pray, how am I to be fit to be 

seen at breakfast by l\Irs. Strathspey? and I 
suppose I can't go to the ball either, to-morrow, 

after all! 
"No, 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 where he sees you, miss." 
'\Vhilst this amiable mistress and maid were 

in their a<hersity, reviling one another, Susm1, 

when she saw that she could be of no farther 

use, was preparing to depart, but at the house­

door she was met by Mr. Case. 
1\Ir. Case had rernh·ed things in.his mind; for 

l1is second visit at the Abbey pleased him as 

little as his first, from a few words sir Arthur 

and n:iss Somers dropped in speaking of Susan 

and farmeL· Price. l\lr. Case began to foar, that 

lie had mistaken his game in quarrelling with 

tliis family. The refusal of his present dwelt 

upon the attorney's mind, and he ,ms aware 

tliat, if the history of Susan's lamb ever reached 

the Abbey, he ,ras undone; he now thought 

that the mo~t prudent course he could possibly 
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follow would be to hush up mattel's with the 
Prices ,vith all convenient speed. Consequently, 
when he met Susan at bis door, he forced a gra­
cious smile. 

" How is your mother, Susan?" said he. " Is 
there any thing in our house can be of service to 
lier? I'm glad to see y-ou here. Barbara! Bar­
bara! Bab ! " cried he, "come do,yn stairs, chilcl, 
and speak to Susan Price." And, as no Barbara 
answered, her father stalked up stairs directly, 
opened the door, and stood amazed at the spectacle 
of her swelled -risage. 

Betty instantly began to tell the story her own 
way. Bab contradicted her as fast as she spoke. 
The attomey 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: ",vhen she was so neighbourly and obliging 
as to gire you some of her honey, couldn't you 
be content without seizing upon the honey-comh 
by force? This is scandalous behaviour, and 
,rhat, I assure you, I can't countenance.'' 

Susan no,v interceded for Barbara; and the 
attorney, softening his mice, saicl that Snsan 
was a great deal too goocl to her, " as indeed ) ou 
are, Susan;' acl<lecl he, " to everybody. I forgi ,·c 
J1c!' for your sake." 
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Susan curtsied, in great surprise, hut her Jamb 

could not be forgotten ; and she left the attor­

ney's house as soon as she couJd to make her 

mother's rosemary tea for brcaldast. 
l\Ir. Case saw that Susan was not so simple as 

to be taken in by a few fair words. His next 

attempt was to conciliate farmer Price; the 

farmer was a blunt, honest man, and his coun-­

tenance remained inflexibly contemptuous, when 

the attorney addressed him in the softest tone. 

So stood matters the day of the long-expected 

harpers' ball. l\liss Barbara Case stnng by 

Susan's bees, could not, after all her manceuvres, 

go with :Mrs. Strathspey to the ball. 
The ball-room was filled early in the e,,ening; 

there was a numerous assembly; the harpers, 

,rho contended for the prize, were placed under 

the music-gallery at the lower end of the room; 

amongst them was our old blind friend, ,d10, as 

he was not so ,,ell clad as his competitors, 

seemed to be disdained by many of the specta­

tors. Six ladies and six gentlemen were now 

appointed to be judges of the perforrnai1ce. They 

were seated in a semicircle opposite to the harp­

ers. The miss Somerses, who" ere fond of music, 

were amongst the ladies in the semicircle, arnl 

the prize "as lodged in the hands of sir Arthm. 
There was nuw silence. The first harp sounded. 

i , 
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and as each musician tried his skill, the au<lience 
seemed to think that each deserved the pri:r,c. 
The old blind man was the last; he tuned his 
instrument, ancl such a simple pathetic strain 
was heard as touched e, cry heart. All were 
fixed in delighted attention, and when tlw music 
ceased, the 1:,;ilence for some moments continued. 
The silence \l'as folJowed b,r an uni,·ersal buzz 
of applause. The judges were 1111animous in their 
opinions, and it was declared, that the olcl blind 
hal'per, who played the last, deseITecl the prize. 

The simple, pathetic air, which won the suf­
frages of tl1e whole assembly, wa~ his O\rn com­
position; he was pressed to gi,·e 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, ancl the o1d l1arper dictated the words 
of his ballad, which he called " Susan's Lmnen­
talions for Iler Lamb." 

1\Iiss Somers looked at her brotl1er from time 
to time, as she ·wrote; and sir Artlmr, as soon 
as the old man had finished, took l1im aside aid 
asked l1im some questions, which brnught tl1e 
whole history of SusJ.n's lamb, and of attol'ney 
Case's cruelty, to light. 

The attorney himself was p,·csrnt w11('J1 the 
harper DC'gan t11 di~:tatc his lmilwl; Jiis cnfour, a~ 
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sir Arthur steadily looked at him, varied conti­
nually; till at length, ,rhen he heard the words, 
"Susan's Lamentations fur her Lamb," lie sud­
denly sl1rauk back, skulked through the crowd, 
and disappeared. "\Ve shall not follow him ; we 
had rather follow our old friend, the victorit•us 
harper. 

No Rooner liad he received the ten guineas, 
}1is well-merited prize, than he retired into a 
sma11 room belonging to the people of the house, 
asked for pen, ink, and paper, an<l dictated, in a 
low voice, to his boy, who was a tolerably goo(l 
scribe, a letter, which he ordered him to put 
directly into t.he Shre,rsbury vost-office; the 
boy ran with 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 Susan, were sitting together, reflect­
ing th'.1t his \\·eek'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 was 
hcm·d at the door, and the perso!l who usually 
delfrered the letters in the village put a letter 
into Susan's k:.nd, saying, "A penny, if ~-ou 
please-here's a letter for yonr father." 

"For rne ! " said farrn~r Price, "here's the 
penny then ; bnt ,\ ho ran :t be from, I wonder; 

YOL. !. y 
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,rho can think of writing to me, in this worh1?" 
Ile tore open the letter, but the hard name at 
the bottom of the page puzzled him-" your 
obliged friend, LlcYrellyn." "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 me." 

"But it is not April; it is l\Iay, father," said 
Susan. 

" \Vell, let us read the letter, and ,re shall 
come at the truth-aJI in good time." 

Farmer Price sat down iu his cnrn chair, for 
11e could not read entircl y to his satisfaction in 
any other, and read as follo,vs :-

" My worthy friend, 
"I am sure you will be glad to hear tliat I 

have had good success this night. I haYe won 
the ten-guinea prize, and for that I am in a 

great measure indebted to your sweet_ daughter 
Susan, as you will sec by a little ballad I enclose 
for her. Your hospitality to me h:,s afforded 
me an opportunity of learning some of yom· 
family history. Yon clo not, I hope, forget that 
I was present when you were counting the trea­
sure in Susan's little purse, arnl that I hearcl 
for what purpose it ,ms all dc~tined. You hare 
not, I kno,r, yet nrndc t1p the full sum for the 

,., 
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substitute, John Simpson; therefore do me the 
farnnr to use the fhe-guinea bank note, which 
you wilJ find within the ballad. You shall not 
find me as hard a creditor as attorney Case. Pay 
me the money at your own convenience; if it is 
never convenient to you to pay it, I shall never 
ask it. I shall go my rounds again through this 
country, I beliern, about this time next year, 
and will call to see how you do, and to play the 
new tune for Susan 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 sec in a 

better dress. There are many of my profession 
who are of the same mincl as myself in this 
respect; and we are glad, ,rhen it lays in our 
way, to do any kindness to such a worthy family 
as yours.-So, fare ye well. 

" Your oligecl friend, 
"Lr,1nvELLYN." 

Susan now, hy her father's desire, opened the 
ballad: lie picked up the fi\·e-guinea bank note, 
whilst she read with surprise, "Susan's Lamen­
tations for her Lamb." Her mother 1eancd m·er 
lier shoulder to read the words, but they were 

Y2 
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interrupted, before they had finished the first 
stanza, by another knock at the door. It was 
not the postman ,,itb auother letter; it was sir 
Arthur and his sisters. 

They came with an intention, ,rhich they . . 
were much disappointed to fincl that the old 
lrnrper hacl rendered rain; they came to lend the 
farmer and his good family the money to pay 
for J1is substitute. 

u But, since ,rn arc here," said sir Arthur, 
"let me do my own busiHess, wliich I had lil,e 
to have forgotten. Mr. Price, will you come out 
with me, ancl let me show you_a piece of your 
land, through which I want to make a roail? 
Look there," said sir Arthur, pointing to tlic 
spot, "I am laying out a ride rournl my estate, 
and that bit of land of yours stops me." 

"\Vhy so, sir?" said Price: "the land's 
mine, to he sure, for that matter; hut I hope you 
don't look upon me to be that sort of person, that 
wuuld he stiff about a trifle or so." 

"\Vhy," said sir Arthur, " I lrncl heard you 
" ·ere a litigious, pig-headed felJow; but you du 
not seem to dese1Te this character." 

H Hope not, sir," said the farmer; "but 
about tl:c matter of tl1e land, I don't mmt to 
make no aclrnntagc of your wishing for it: you 
are welcome to it, arnl I learn it to you to find 
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me out another bit of land com·enient to me, that 

will be worth neither more nor less, or else to 

make up the Yalue to me some ,ray or other. I 
need say no more about it." 

"I hear something," continued sir Arthur, 

after a short silence, " I hear something, Mr. 
Price, of a flaw in your lease. I would not 

speak to you of it whilst we were bargaining 

about your land, lest I should overawe you; bnt 

tell me ,rhat is this.flaw?" 
"In truth, and the truth is the fittest thing 

to he spoken at all ti mes," said the farmer, " I 
didn't know myself "·hat a.flaw, as they call it, 

meant, till I heard of the word from attorney 

Case; and I take it, a flaw is neither more nor 

less than a mistake, as one should say. Now 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 mistake, he might set it 

right: but attorney Case says this is not law, 

and I',·e no more to sav. The man who drew 

up my lease made a mistake, and if I must suffer 

for it I must," said the farmer. '' Ho\\·ever, I 
can show you, sir Artlrnr, just for my own satis­

faction and yours, a fc,\. lines of a memorandum 

on a slip of paper, which w:i.s given me by your 

relation, the gentleman wl10 lin'd here before, 

aml let me my farn:. ' ou'll ~ e, hy tliat hit of 
y 3 
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paper what mi.s 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 ',·e 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 m~tter between--" 

" The matter betn·ecn us, then," said Price, 
"is a little bit of ground, not worth much, that 
there is open to the lane at the end of l\fr. Case's 
gan1en, sir, and he wanted to take it in. Xow, 
I told him my mind, that it belonged to the 
parish, an<l that I never would willingly gi,·e my 
consent to his cribbing it in th:1t way. 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 
rneeting, on l\Iay-day, at a hawthorn that stands 
in the middle of it, and altogether I was ,cry 
loath to see 'em turned off it by those ,rho had 
no right." 

" Let us go and sec this nook," said sir Ar­
th u1·; "it is not far off~ is it?" 

"Oh, no, sir, just Jian1-by here." tr 
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When they got to the ground, J\Ir. Case, who 
sa\V them walking together, was in a hurry to 
join them, that he migl1t 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," saicl Price. 
"\Vh'"· sir Arthur don't let us talk anv more 

J' ' • 

about it," said the politic attorney, with an as-
sumed air of generosity; "let it belong to whom 
it will, I gh·e it up to you." 

'' So great a lawyer, l\Ir. Case, as you are," 
replied sir Arthur, "must know th.~.t a man can­
not give up that to which he has no legal title; 
and in this case it is impossible that, with the 
best intentions to oblige me in the ,vorld, you 
can give up this bit of land to rn~, because it is 
mine already, as I can com·ince you effectually, 
by a map of the adjoining land, wl1ich I ha,·e 
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 S<LY you are quite cor­
rect: you must know best," said the attorney, 
trembling fur the agency. 

" Then/' said sir Arthur, " l\11'. l)ricc, you 
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will obserrn 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." 

l\Ir. Price bowed low> which he seldom did, 
eren when he received a favour himself. 

"And now, l\Ir. Case," said sir Artlrnr, turn­
ing to the attorney> who did not know which way 
to look, "you sent me a lease to look orer." 

"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 ham done him no injury," said sir 
Arthur coolly. "I am rea<1-y to make him a new 
lease> whene,,er he pleases> of his farm ; and I 
shall be guided by a memorandum of the original 
bargain, ,,hich he has in his possession. I hope 
I shall never take an unfair adrnntage of any 
one." 

"Heaven forbid> sir," said the attorney> sanc­
tifying his face, "that I should suggest the 
taking an wifair advantage of any man rich or 
poor-but to break a bad lease is not taking an 
unfair advantage." 

"Yon really think so?" said sir Arthur. 
"Certainly I do> and I hope I have not 

J1azarded your good opinion hyt:ipcakingmy mind 
concerning the flaw t,o plair.Iy. I always under-
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tood, that there could be nothing ungentleman­lil~c in the way of business, in taking advantage of a fhnr in a lease." 

"ITO\,," said sir Arthur, "you have pro-110tmccd judgment, undcsig11edly, in your own casc-Y ou intended to send me this poor man's lease, but your son, by some mistake, brought me your own, and I l1tn-e discovered a fatal error in it." 
" A fatal error! " mid the alarmed attorney. "Y cs, ;:,ir," said sir .Arthur, pulling the lease .mt of l11s 1>ocket; "here it is-you will ohsenc, that it is neither signed nor sealetl by the grantor." 
u ,nut you won't take advantage of me, surely, sii: Arthur," said 1\Ir. Case, forgetting his own }ll'inciples. 
" I shall not take ad rnntage of you, as you ,rmtld have taken of this honest man. In hoth \':bes I shall be guided U) memorandums which I Ii.we in my posses:--inn. I shall not, Mr. Case, ,lefra-ud you of one shilling of ymu· property. I am re,uly, at a fair raluation, to pa.y you the exact value of your house all(l land, hut npnn this condition, that you <1uit the parish within one month." 
Attorney Ca~e sulm1ittec1, for he l,new that he could nut l~gall y resist. Ile wa::; ghul to be let 
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off so easily, and he bo,red, and sneaked away, 
secretly comforting himself with the Jwpe, that 
whem tlicy came to the rnluation of the house 
and Jand, he should be the gainer perhaps of a 
few guineas; his reputation he just] y held very 
cheap. 

"You are a scholar, you write a good hand, 
yon can keep accounts, cannot you?" said sir 
Arthur to l\Ir. Price, as they walked home 
towarcls his cottage. 

" I think Isa"· a bill of your Jittle daughter's 
drawing out the other day, which ,ras very 
neatly written. Did you teach her to ,rrite?,, 

"No, sir," said Price, "I can't say I did that, 
for she mostly taught herself; but I taught her 
a little arithmetic, as far as I knew, on our winter 
nights, ,rhen I had nothing better to clo." 

" Your daughter sho,rn that s11e has. been well 
taught," said Arthur, "and lier good condm:t 
and good character speak strongly in fa.our of 
lier parents." 

"You arc very good, very goocl iIH1eed, sir, to 
speak in this sort of ,my," said the delighted 
father. 

"But I mean to do more than JHI/J.1JUU 1vitlt 
1vords," said sir Arthur. "You arc attached to 
your own family: perhaps you may become at­
tad1ed to me, when vou come to lmou- me, and 

ti 
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we shall haYc frequent opportunities of judging 

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 yon, to 

collect my rents, and I hope, l\Ir. Price, you will 

ha,·e no objection to the employment." 

'' I hope, sir," said Price, with joy and gra­

titude glowing in his honest countenance, "that 

you'll never have no cause to repent your good-

ness." 
"And what are my sisters about here?'' said 

sir Arthur, entering the cottage, and going he­

hind his sisters, who were busily engaged in mea­

suring au extremely vretty-coloured calico. 

"It is for Susan ! my dear hrothcr," said they. 

" I knew she did not keep that guinea foi­

l1erse1f," said miss Somers;" I have just prevailed 

upon her mother to tell me what became of it. 

Susan g,t,·e it to her father-hut she must not 

refuse a gown of our choosing this time, and I 
am snre she will not, because her mother, I sec, 

likes it.-And Susan, I hear that, instead of 

being Queen of the 1Uay this year, yon were 
'-. - . . .. 

sitting in your sick mother's room. Your mother 

has a little colour in her checks now." 
"Oh, ma'am;· interrupted :\Irs. Price, "I'm 

quite well-joy, I think, has made me c1uite 

"ell." 
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"Then," sai<l miss Somers, " I hope ynn ,\ilf 
be able to come out on your daughter's birth-clay, 
which I hear is the 25th of this month.-::.\fake 
haste and get quite well before that clay, for my 
brother intends that all the lads and lasses of the 
village shallhave a dance on Susan's birth-day." 

"Y cs," said sir Arthur; "ancl I hope on that 
day, Susan, you will be rery happy with your 
little friends upon their play-green. I shall tell 
them that it is your good conduct which ha'5 
obtained it for them: and if you ham any thing 
to ask, any little farnur for any of your compa­
nions, which we can grant, now ask, Susan; these 
ladies look as if they ,rould not refuse you any 
thing that i~ reasonable; and I think you look 
:lS if you ,roulrl not ask any thing unreasonable." 

"Sir," said Susan, after consulting her mo­
ther's eyes, « there is_, to be sure, a farnur I 
shonlcl like to ask; it is for Rose." 

,: 1Vell, I don't know "·ho Rose is," said sir 
Arthur, smiling; "but go on." 

"i\Ia'am, yon have seen her, I Leliei·e: she i:, 
a very good girl indeed," said l\Irs. Price. 

"Ancl works Yery neatly indeed," continuecl 
Susan, eao·erlv, to miss Somers; "ancl she and 0 • 

lier mother hr:ml you were looking out for snmc 
one to \rait upnn you." 

« Say nu mon'," said miss Sumrr:-; "youl' 
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\Y1.sh is granted; tell Rose to come to the 

.Ah bey to-rnorrow morning, or rather come \\ i th 
htr yourself, for our housekeeper, I know, ,rnnts 

to talk to you about a certain cake. She ,rishes, 

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 rnust be 

large enough for every body to have a slice, and 

the housekeeper will slice it for you. I only hope 

your cake will be as good as your bread.-Fare 

ve well." 
How happy are those ,rho bid farc,rell to a 

whole familv, silent with gratitude, \vho will Lles~ 
• LC 

them aloud when they arc far out of hearing! 

" How do I wish now," said Farmer Price, 

'' and it's almost a sin for one that has had such 

' l power of farnnrs done him, to wish for anything 

more; hut how I do wish, ,1·ife, that our good 

friend the harper, Susan, \\ as only here at this 

time being, it would do his old warm heart good. 

'\Vcll, the best of it is, we shall be able next year, 

when he comes his rounds: to pay him his money 

\\'ith thanks, being all the time, and for e,·er, a::­

rnuch obliged to him ns if we kept it, and wanted 

it as haclly as we dicl when he g,n-c it so hand­

~umc.-I io11g, ~o I llo; to sec him in this house 

agai11, tlrinl,ing~ as lie did, ju~t in this spot, a. 

1.?:la~~ of Su~au·~ meat\, to her ,·en· ~«Hid health." . ' 
YOJ,, I. Z 
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" Y cs," said Susan, "and the next time he 
comes I can gi,·e him one of my Guinea-hen's 
eggs, and I shall show him my Jamb Daisy." 

" True, love," said her mother; "and he will 
play that tune, and sing that pretty ballad­
where is it, for I have not finished it?" 

"Rose ran away with it, mother; and !'11 step 
after her, and bring it back to you this minute," 
said Snsan. 

Susan found her friend Rose at the hawthorn, 
in the midst of a crowded circle of her compa­
nions, to whom she ,ras reading '' Susan's La­
rnentatiou for her Lamb." 

"The words are something-but tl1e tune­
the tune-I must hare the tune," cried Philip. 
"I'll ask my mother to ask Sir Arthur, to try 
aml rout out which ,my that good old man went 
,tfter tl1e hall ; and if he's above ground wc'Jl 
hare hi,11 back by Susan's birthday, and he shall 
~it here, j 11st exact! y here, by this our bush, and 
he shall play-I mean if he pleases-that there 
ttrne fur us: al!d I shall learn it-I mean if I 
can-iu a mi11utc. 

The good 11ews, that Farmer Price was to be 
employed to collect the rc11t:-;, all(l that Attorney 
Case "a::- to lca,·c the parish in a rno11tl1, :,,oon 
sprcacl 01 l'r tire 1·iJ!agc . .:.\lauy <.:atne out of their 
hubc::, tq hare the plea:;;urc of hearing the joyful 

ll 
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ticliugs contirmcd 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 te11 ye all, Sir Arthur gave us this play-green for e,·er, on account of her being so good." 

You see, at last, Attorney Case, with all his cunnmg, has not pro,·ed a match for " Simple Susan." 
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