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THE BRACELETS. 

IN a beautiful and retired part of England lived 
Mrs. Villars, a lady whose accurate understand­
ing, benevolent heart, and steady temper, pecu­
liarly titted her for the most difficult, as well as 
most important of all occupations-the educa­
tion of youth. This task she had undertaken; 
and twenty young persons were put under her 
care, with the perfect confidence of their parents. 
No young people could be happier; they were 
good and gay, emulous, but not envious of each 
other; for Mrs. Villars was impartially just; 
her praise they felt to be the reward of merit, 
and her blame they knew to be the necessary 
consequence of ill conduct ; to the one, there­
fore, they patiently submitted, and in the other 
consciously rejoiced. They rose with fresh 
cheerfulness in the morning, eager to pursue 
their various occupations; they returned in the 
evening with renewed ardour to their amuse­
ments, and retired to rest satisfied with them­
seh·es, and pleasecl with each other. 

Xothing so much contributed to prc::;cn·c a 
\"OL , 11. .B 



2 THE BRACELETS. 

spirit of emulation in this little society as a. 
small honorary distinction, given annually, a_s 
the prize of successful application. The prize 
this year ,ms peculiarly dear to each indi,·idual, 
ns it was the picture of a friend whom they all 
dearly loved-it was the picture of l\Irs. Yillars 
in a small bracelet. It wanted neither gold, 
:pearls, nor precious stones, to gi,,e it rnlue. 

The two foremost candidates for this prizC; 
were Cecilia and Leonora. Cecilia was the 
most intimate friend of Leonora, but Leonora 
was only the favourite companion of Cecilia. 

Cecilia was of an active, ambitious) enter­
prising disposition; more cager in the pursuit) 
than happy in the enjoyment) of her wishes. 
Leonora ,ras of a contented) unaspiringJ tempe­
rate character; not easily roused to action) but 
indefatigable when once excited. Leonora was 
proud) Cecilia was vain; her vanity made her 
more dependent upon the approbation of others, 
and therefore more anxious to please than Leo­
nora; but that very vanity made her at the same 
time more apt to offend: in short) Leonora was 
the most anxious to a,·oid what was wrong, 
Cecilia the most ambitious to do what was right. 
Few of their companions loved, but many were 
led by Cecilia, for she ,ras often successful ; 
many lored Leonora, hut none ,~·ere c,cr go-

' . 
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'l'HE BRACELETS. 

verned by her, for she was too indolent to 
govern. 

On the first day of May, about six o'clock in 
the evening, a great bell rang, to summon this 
little society into a hall, where the prize was to 
be decided. A number of small tables were 
placed in a circle, ia the middle of the hall; seats 
for the young competitors were raised one above 
another, in a semicircle, some yards distant from 
the table; and the judges' chairs under canopies 
of lilacs and laburnums, forming another semi­
circle, closed the amphitheatre. Every one put 
their writings, their drawings, their works of 
various kinds, upon the tables appropriated for 
each. How unsteady were the last steps to these 
t ables ! How each little hand trembled as it 
laid down its claims! Till this moment every 
one thougl1t herself secure of success, but now 
each felt an equal certainty of being excelled; 
and the heart which a few minutes before 
exulted with hope, now palpitated with fear. 

The works were examined, the preference ad­
judged; and the priie was declared to be the 
happy Cecilia's. l\lrs. Villars came forward, 
smiling, with the bracelet in her hand: Cecilia 
was behind her companions, on the highest row; 
all the others gave way, and she was on the 
floor in an instant. Mrs. Villa.rs clasped the 

R 2 



4 'I'HE BRACELET'-· 

bracelet on her arm ; the clasp was heard 
through the lrhole hall, and an universal smile 
of congratulation followed. Mrs. Villars kissed 
Cecilia's little l1and ; and, '' Now," said she, "go 
and rejoice with your companions; the remain­
der of the day is yours." 

0 you whose hearts arc elated with suc­
cess, whose bosoms beat high with joy, in the 
moment of triumph, command yourselves: let 
that triumph be moderate, that it may be last­
ing. Consider, that though you are good, you 
may be better; and though wise, you may be 
weak. 

As soon as Mrs. Villars had given her the 
bracelet, all Cecilia's little companions crowded 
round her, and they all left the hall in an 
instant; she was full of spirits and rnnity-sh~ 
ran on : running do-n·n the flight of steps -n·hich 
led to the garden, in her ,iolcnt haste, Cecilia 
threw down the little Louisa. Louisa had a 
china mandarin in her hand, which her mother 
had sent her that very morning; it was all 
broken to pieces by her fall. 

"Oh ! my mandarin," cried Louisa, bursting 
into tears. The crowd behind Cecilia suddenly 
stopped : Louisa sat on the lo\l·c. t step, fixing 
her eyes upon the brnken pieces; then turning 
round, she hid her face in her liands upon the 

I l 
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'l'HB BRACELETS. 5 

step above her. In turning, Louisa threw dO\rn 
the remains of the mandarin: the head, which 
she had placed in the socket, fell from the shoul­
ders, and rolled bounding along the gravel 
wa]k. Cecilia pointed to the head, and to the 
socket, and burst out a laughing: the crowd 
behind laughed too. At any other time they 
lrould ha,·e been more inclined to cry with 
Louisa; but Cecilia had just been successful, 
and sympathy with the victorious often makes 
us forget justice. Leonora, however, preserved 
her usual consistency. "Poor Louisa!" said 
she, looking first at her, and then reproachfully 
at Cecilia. Cecilia turned sharply round, colour­
ing half with shame and half with Yexation; "I 
could not help it, Leonora,'' said she. 

" But you could have helped laughing, 
Cecilia." 

"I didn't laugh at Louisa; and I surely may 
laugh, for it does nobody any }1arm." 

"I am sure, however," replied Leonora, "I 
should not ha,·e laughed if I had---" 

"No, to be sure you wouldn't, because Louisa 
is your farnurite; I can buy her another man­
darin the next time that the old pedlar comes to 
the door, if that's all.-I can do no more-can 
I ? " .:.aid she, turning round to her compa• 
rnons . 
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"No, to be sure," said they; "that's all fair." 
Cecilia looked triumphantly at Leonora: Leo­

nora let go bcr hand ; she ran on, and the crowd followed. When she got to the end of the gar­den, she turned round to see if Leonora had fol­
lo"·ed her too; but "TT"as vexed to see her still sitting on the steps with Louisa. "I'm sure I can do no more than bny her another !-Can I?" said she, again ::ippealing to her companions. 

"No, to be sure," said they, cager to begin their plays. 
How many did they begin and leave off, before Cecilia could be satisfied with any: her thoughts were discomposed, and her mind ,ms running upon somct11ing else; no ,ronder, then, that she did not play with her usual address. She grew still more impatient; she threw· down the nine-pins : " Come, Jet us play at something else-at threading the needle," said she, hold­ing out her hand. They a1l yielded to the hand which ,rnre the bracelet. But Cecilia, dissatis­£ed with herself~ was discontented ,rith e,·ery­br.~ly else: her tone grew more and more pe­

remptory. One ,ras too rude; another too stiff; one too slow, anotl1er too quick; in .,hort, erery thing ,yent wrong, and ererybody was tired of her humours. 
The triumph of success is absolute, but short. 
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Cecilia's companions at length recollected, that, 

though she had embroidered a tulip and painted 

a peach better than they, yet that they could 

play as well, and keep their tempers better: she 

was thrown out.-Walking towards the house 

in a peevish mood, she met Leonora; she 

passed on. 
"Cecilia ! " cried Leonora. 

" Well, what do you want with me? " 

" Are we friends ? " 

" You know best." 
" "\Ve are ; if you will let me tell Louisa that 

you are sorry--'' 
Cecilia, interrupting her, "Oh ! pray let me 

l1ear no more about Louisa!" 

" vVhat ! not confess that you were in the 

wrong! Oh 1 Cecilia ! I had a better opinion 

of you." 
" Your opinion is of no consequence to me 

now ; for you don't love me." 

" No, not when you are unjust, Cecilia." 

" Unjust! I am not unjust: and if I were, 

you are not my go,·erness." 

"No, but am not I your friend?" 

'( I don't desire to have such a friend, who 

would quarrel with me for haµpening to throw 

down little Louisa-how could I tell that she 

had a mandarin in her hand? And when it 
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was broken, could I do more than promise her another ?- was that unjust?" 
a But you know, Cecilia--" 
a I know," ironically. " I know, Leonora, that you love Louisa better than you do me; that's the injustice!" 

a If I did," replied Leonora gravely, "it ,rnuld be no injustice, if she deserved it better." 
"How can you compare Louisa to me ? " ex­claimed Cecilia, indignantly. 
Leonora made no answer, fo1· he ,\·as really hurt at her friend's conduct : she walked on to join the rest of her companions. They were <lancing in a round upon the grass : Leonora declined dancing, but they prerailed upon her to sing for them; her mice ,ms not so sprightly, but it was sweeter than usual.-"\Vho sung so sweetly as Leonora? or who danced so nimbly :is Louisa? 

Away s11e was flying, all :--pirits and gaiety, when Leonora's eyes, foll of tears, caught hers: Louisa silently let go her companion's l1ands, and quitting the dance, ran up to Leonora to inquire what ,ras the matter with her. 
"Nothing," replied she, "that need interrupt you.-Go, my dear; go and dance again." 
Louisa immediately ran a,ray to her garden, and pulling off hci- little straw hat, "he lined it 

(' 
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THE BRACELETS, 

with the freshest strawbeny ]eaves; an<l was 

upon her knees before the strawberry-bed when 

Cecilia came by. Cecilia was not disposed to be 

pleased with Louisa at that instant for two rea­

sons ; because she was jealous of her, and be­

cause she had injured her. The injury, how­

ever, Louisa had already forgotten: perhaps, to 

tell things just as they were, she was not quite 

so much inclined to kiss Cecilia. as she would 

have been before the fall of her mandarin, but 

this was the utmost ex.tent of her malice, if it 

can be called malice. 

a ,vhat are you doing there, little one?" said 

Cecilia, in a sharp tone. "Are you eating your 

early strawberries here all alone ? " 

"No," said Louisa, mysteriously; "I am not 

eating them." 

"vVhat are you doing with them? Can't yon 

answer then? I'm not playing with you, 

child ! '' 
" Oh ! as to that, Cecilia, you know I need 

not answer you unless I choose it: not but what 

I would if you would only ask me civill,•-and 

if you would not call me child." · 

"Why should I not call you child?" 

" Because-because-I don't lmow ; but I 

wish you ,rnuld stand out of my light, Cecilia, 

for you are trampling upon all my strawLerries." 
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" I have not touched one, you corntous little 
creature ! " 

"Indeed- indeed, Cecilia, I am not covetous; 
I have not eaten one of them-they are all for 
your friend, Leonora. See how unjust you are!" 

" Unjust, that's a cant ,vord you learned of 
my friend Leenora, as you call her; but she is 
not my friend now." 

"Not your friend now ! " exclaimed Louisa; 
" then I am sure you must have done something 
?•ery naug11ty." 

" How! " said Cecilia, catching hold of her. 
"Let me go-Let me go!" cried Louisa, 

struggling: " I won't give you one of my straw­
berries, for I don't like you at a1I ! " 

" You don't, don't you?" said Cecilia, pro­
rnkecl ; and catching the hat from Louisa, she 
flung the strawberries orer the hedge. 

"\Vill nobody help me!" exclaimed Loui a, 
snatching her hat again, and running away ·with 
all her force. 

" \Vhat ha,·e I done ! " said Cecilia, recollect .. 
ing herself; "Louisa! Louisa!" She called 
very loud, but Louisa would not turn back; she 
wa running to her companion . 

They were still dancing hand in h:md upon 
the gr~ss, whilst Leonora, sittino- in the middle, 
sang to them. 

I' 
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THE :BRACELETS, 11 

" Step ! stop ! and l1ear me ! " cried Louisa? 

breaking through them; and rushing up to 

Leonore>,, she threw her hat at her feet, and 

pa-nt~ng for breath-'' It was full-almost foll 

of my ow·n strawberries," said she, "the first I 

ever got out of my own garden.-They should 

all ~have been for vou, Leonora, but now I have 

not one left. They are all gone ! " said she, and 

she hid her face in Leonora's lap. 

" Gone ! gone where?" said every one, at 

once running up to her. 

" Cecilia ! Cecilia ! " said she, sobbing. 

" Cecilia," repeated Leonora, "what of Cc .. 

cilia? " 
" Yes, it was-it was." 

"Come along with me," said Leonora, unwiJJ ... 

ing to ham her friend exposed ; " come, and I 

will get you some more strawberries." 

" Oh, I don't mind the strawberries indeed , 

but I wanted to ha,·e had the pleasure of giving 

them to you." L eonora took her up in her arms 

to carry her away, but it was too late. 

'' ,vhat, Cecilia! Cecilia who won the prize ! 

-it could not surely be Cecilia ! " whispered 

c\·ery busy tongue. 

At this instant the hell summoned them in 

" There she is !-There ~he is !" cried they, 

pointing to an ar bour, ,1 here Cecilia wa::. .:: l:tuding. 
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ashamed and alone; and as they passed her) sumc 
lifted up their hands and eyes with astonish­
ment) others whispered and huddled myste­
riously together) as if to avoid her: Leonora 
walked on) her head a little higher than usual. 

"Leonora! " said Cecilia) timorously, as she passed. 
« Oh, Cecilia! who would have thought that you had a bad heart ? " 
Cecilia turned her head aside, and burst into tears. 
" Oh no, indeed) she has not a bad heart ! '' 

cried Louisa, running up to her, and throwing 
lier arms round her neck ; " she's very sorry !­
Arc not you, Cecilia ?-But don't cry an:r more, 
for I forgive you with all my heart-and I love 
you now, though I said I did not when I was in a passion." 

"Oh you sweet-tempered girl !-how I lo\'C you! " said Cecilia, kissing her. 
« ,v ell then, if you do, come along with me, 

and dry your eyes, for they are so red!'' 
"Go, my dear, and I'll come presently." 
"Then I will keep a place for you next to me; 

bnt you must make haste, or you will have to 
come in when we hare all sat down to supper, 
and then you will be ~o stared at!-so don't stay now." 

I 
<l 
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THE BRACELETS, 13 

Cecilia followed Louisa with her eyes till sl1e 

was out of sight-" And is Louisa," said she to 

11erse1f, "the only one who would stop to pity 

me; Mrs. Villars told me that this day should 

be mine ; she little thought how it would end! " 

Saying these words, Cecilia threw herself down 

upon the ground; her arm leaned upon a heap of 

turf which she had raised in the morning, and 

which, in the pride and gaiety of her heart, she 

l1ad called her throne. 

At this instant Mrs. Villars came out to enjoy 

the serenity of the evening, and passing by the 

arbour where Cecilia lay, she started; Cecilia 

rose hastily. 
" Who is there ? '' said Mrs. Villars. 

"It is I, madam." 
"And who is J?," 
"Cecilia." 
"Why, what keeps you here, my dear-where 

are your companions? This is, perhaps, one of 

the happiest days of your life." 

" 0 no, madam ! " said Cecilia, hardly able to 

repress her tears. 
"Why, my dear, what is the matter? " 

Cecilia hesitated. 

"Speak, my dear; you know that when I 

ask you to tell me anything as your friend, I 

never punish you as your governess: therefore 
C 
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you need not be afraid to tell me what is tlw matter." 
"No, madam, I am not afraid, but ashamed. You asked me ,rhy I was not ,rith my compa .. 

nions? 'Why, madam, because they have all left me, and--" 
"And, what my dear?" 
"And I see that they all dislike me, and yet I don't know why they should, for I take as nnH:h pains to please as any of them: all my masters 

seem satisfied with me! and you yourself, ma'am, 
were pleased this very morning to girc me this 
bracelet; and I am sure you ,rnultl not hare gi~·en it to any one who did not desen·e it." 

"Certainly not; you did deserve it for your application-for your successful application. The prize ,Tas for the most assiduous, not for the most amiable." 
" Then if it had been fo1· the most amiable, it wou]d not have been for me?" 
i\Irs. Villars, smiling-" ,vhy, " ·hat do you th ink yourself, Cecilia? You arc better able to judge than I am: I can determine ,rhcthcr or no 

you apply to what I gh-e you to learn; whether you attend to what I desire you to do, and amid 
1rhat I desire you not to do; I lmow that I like 
you as a pupil, but I cannot know that I shoul<l Jikc ou a~ a rnu1panion, unless I ,rcrc your l'Olll• 

' , 
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THE :BRACELETS, 15 

panion; therefore I must judge of what I should 
do) by seeing what others do in the same circum~ 
stances." 

"Oh) pray don't, ma'am! for then you would 
not love me neither.-And yet I think you would 
Jove me; for I hope that I am as ready to oblige, 
and as good natured as--" 

"Yes) Cecilia, I don't doubt but that you 
would be Yery good-natured to me, but I am 
afraid that I should not like you unless you were 
good-tempered too." 

"But ma'am, by good-natured I mean good.., 
tempered-it's all the same thing." 

"No, indeed, I understand by them two very 
different things; you are good-natured, Cecilia, 
for you are desirous to oblige, and serve your 
companions; to gain them praise, and save them 
from blame; to give them pleasure, and relieve 
them from pain: Lut Leonora is good-tempered, 
for she can bear with their foibles, aml acknow­
ledge her own; '1"ithout disputing about the 
right, she sometimes yields to those who al'e in 
the wrong: in short, her temper is perfectly good, 
for it can bear and forbear." 

"I wish that mine could ! " said Cecilia, sigh­
ing. 

"It may," replied l\lrs. Villars, "but it is not 
wishes alone that can improve us in any thing: 

c2 
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turn the same exertion and perseverance, which 
Jrnve Yron you the prize to-day, to this object, and 
you will meet with the same success; perhaps not 
on the first, the second, or t.he third attempt, but 
depend upon it that you will at last: every new 
effort will weaken your bad habits, and strengthen 
your good ones. But you must not expec:t to suc­
ceed all at once: I repeat it to you, for habit must 
be counteracted by habit. It would be as extra­
vagant in us to expect that all our faults could 
be destroyed by one punishment, were it e,·er so 
severe, as it was in the Roman emperor we were 
reading of a few days ago, to ,rish that all the 
heads of his enemies were 11pon one neck, that 
lie might cut them off at one blow." 

Here Mrs. Villa1·s took Cecilia by the lrnnd, 
and they began to walk home. Such was the 
nature of Cecilia's mind, that when any object 
was forcibly impressed on her imagination, it 
caused a temporary suspension of her reasoning 
faculties. Hope was too strong a stimulus for 
lier spirits; and when fear did take possession of 
lier mind, it was attended with total debility: 
her vanity ,ms now as much mortified, as in the 
morning it had been elated. She walked on with 
l\Irs. Villars in silence, until they came under 
the shade of the elm-tree walk, and then, fixing 
lier eyes upon l\Irs. Villars, ~he stopped short-

0 . .. 
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"Do you think, madam," said she, with hesi­

tation, "Do you, think, madam, that I have a 

bad heart? " 
"A bad heart, my dear! why what put that 

into your head?" 
" Leonora said that I had, ma'am, and I felt 

ashamed when she said so.'' 

'' But, my dear, how can Leonora tell whether 

your heart be good or bad? However, in the first 

place, tell me what you mean by a bad heart." 

"Indeed I do not know what is meant by it, 

ma'am; but it is something which every body 

Jiates." 
" And why do they hate it? '' 

" Because they think that it will hurt them, 

ma'am, I believe: and that those who have bad 

hearts take delight.in doing mischief; and that they 

never do any body good but for their own ends." 

"Then the best definition which you can give 

of a bad heart is, that it is some constant pro­

pensity to hurt others, and to do wrong for the 

sake of doing wrong." 
" Yes, ma'am, but that is not all neither; 

there is still something else meant; something 

which I cannot express-which, irnleecl, I never 

distinctly understood; but of which, therefore, 

I was the more afraid." 

' \Vell, then, to hegin with what yon do un­
c :i 
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derstand; tell me, Cecilia, do you really think it possible to be wicked merely for the lo-re of 
wickedness? No human being becomes wicked 
all at once ; a man begins by doing wrong be­
cause it is, or because he thinks it is, for his in­
terest ; if he continue to do so, he must conquer 
his sense of shame, and lose his love of virtue. 
But how can you, Cecilia, who feel such a strong 
sense of shame, and such an eager desire to improve, imagine that you hare a bad heart? " 

" Indeed, madam, I never did, until every body told me so, and then I began to be fright­
ened about it; this very evening, ma'am, when 
I was in a passion, I threw little Louisa's straw­
berries away; which, I am sure, I was very sorry for afterwards; and Leonora and e-rery 
body cried out that I had a bad l1eart-but I am sure I was only in a passion." 

"Very likely.-And when you are in a pa -
sion, as you call it, Cecilia, you sec that you are 
tempted to do harm to others : if they do not 
feel angry themselves they do not sympathise 
with you; they do not perceive the moti\·e 
which actuates you, and tl1en they say that you 
l1ave a bad heart.-I dare say, lwweYer, when 
your passion is over, and when you recollect 
yourself, you are very sorry for what you lrnve <lone and said ; arc not you ? " 

f 
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a Yes, indeed, madam-very sorry." 
"Then make that sorrow of use to you, Cecilia; 

and fix it steadily in your thoughts, as you hope 
to be good and happy, that if you suffer yourself 
to yield to your passion upon every trifling oc.ca~ 
sion, anger and its consequences will become fa­
miliar to your mind; and in the same proportion 
your sense of shame will be weakened, till, what 
you began with doing from sudden impulse, you 
will end with doing from habit and choice: and 
then you would indeed, according to our defini­
tion, have a bad heart.'' 

" 0 madam! I hope-I am sure I never shall." 
a No, indeed, Cecilia; I do, indeed, believe 

that you never will; on the contrary, I think that 
you have a very good disposition; and what is of 
infinitely more consequence to you, an active 
desire of improvement; show me that you ham 
as much perseverance as you have candour, and 
I shall not despair of your becoming every thing 
that I could wish." 

Here Cecilia's countenance brightened,and she 
ran up the steps in almost as high spirits as she 
ran down them in the morning. 

"Good night to yon, Cecilia," said Mrs. 
Villars, as she was crossing the hall. 

a Good night to you, madam," said Cecilia ; 
and sh" ran up stairs to brd. 
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She could not go to sleep, but she lay mrake, reflecting upon the eYents of the preceding day, and forming resolutions for the future; at the same time considering that she had resoh·ed, and resoh·ed without effect, she wished to gire her mind·sorne more powerful motfre: ambition she knew to be its most powerful incentiye. 
« Hare I not," said she to herself, "already ,rnn the prize of application, and cannot the same application procure me a much higher prize?­i\Irs. Villars said, that if the prize had been pro­mised to the most amiable, it would not have been giren to me: perhaps it would not yesterday­perhaps it might not to-morrow; but that is no reason that I should despair of ever deserving it." In consequence of this reasoning, Cecilia formed a design of proposing to her companions that they should girn a prize, the first of the ensuing month (the first of June), to the most amiable. Mrs. VilJars applauded the scheme, and her com­panions adopted it with the greatest alacrity. 

"Let the prize," said they, " be a bracelet of our own hair;" and instantly their shining scis­·ors were produced, and each contributed a lock of her hair. They formed the most beautiful gradation of colours, from the palest auburn to the brightest black. \Vho ,,·as to hare the honour of plaiting them was now the question. 

t" II 

'r 

., 
I 

't 
l ► 
I 



'THE BRACELETS, 2} 

Caroline begged that she might, as she could 

plait ,·ery neatly, she said. 

Cecilia, however, was equa11y sure that she 

could do it much better; and a dispute would 

ineYitabl v have ensued, if Cecilia, reco11ecting 

herself just as her colour rose to scarlet, had not 

yielded-yielded, with no very good grace 

indeed, but as well as could be expected for the 

first time. For it is habit which confers ease: 

and without ease, even in moral actions, there 

can be no grace. 
The bracelet was plaiteil in the neatest manner 

by Caroline, finished round the edge ·with silver 

twist, and on it was worked, in the smallest sih-er 

letters, this motto, TO 'THE l\JOST A:'IIIABLE. The 

moment it was completed, erery body begged to 

try it on: it fastened with little sih'er clasps, and 

as it was made large enough for the eldest girls, 

it was too large for the youngest; of this they 

bitterly complained, and unanimouslf entreated 

that it might be cut to fit tl1em. 

"How foolish!" exclaimed Cecilia; a don't 

you perceive, that if you win it, you have nothing 

to do but to put the clasps a little further from 

the edge; but, if we get it, 'We can't make it 

l 
,, 

argcr. 
"Very true," said they, "but you need not to 

have calied us foolish, C~cilia ! " · 
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It,vas by such hasty and unguarded expressions as these, that Cecilia offended: a slight difference in the manner makes a very material one in the 
effect; Cecilia lost more love by general petu­lance, than she could gain by the greatest par­ticular exertions. 

How far she succeeded in curing herself of this defect, how far she became deserving of the 
bracelet, and to whom the bracelet was gi\·en, £h. .. 1H b.e told in the History of the First of June. 

. ' ., 
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(Continued.) 

Tim first of June was now anived, and all tl1 c 

young competitors were in a state of the most 

anxious suspense. Leonora and Cecilia continued 

to be the foremost candidates; their quarrel hacl 

never been finally adjusted, and their different 

pretensions now retarded all thoughts of a re­

conciliation. Cecilia, though she was capable of' 

ncknmdcrlging any of her faults in public before 

all her companions) could not humble herself in 

JJrivate to Leonora: Leonora was her equal, they 

were her inferiors; and submission is much easicl' 

to a min mind, where it appears to be voluntary, 

than when it is the necessary tribute to justice 01• 

candom. So strongly did Cecilia feel this truth, 

that he even delayed making any apology, or 

coming to any explanation ,rith Leonora, until 

succe s should once more give her the palm. 

If I ,,in the bracelet to-day, said she to herself 

I will solicit the return of Leonora's friendship; 

it will he more raluable to me than eve:a the 

hracqlct; and at "ttch a tinH:: ,md asked in such a 
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manner) she surely cannot refuse it to me. .Ani­
mated with this hope of a double triumph, Cecilia 
canvassed with the most zealous activity: by con­
stant attention and exertion she had considerably 
abated the violence of her temper) and changed 
the course of her habits. Her powers of pleasing 
were now excited) instead of her abilities to excel; 
and) if her talents appeared less brilliant, her cha­
racter was acknowledged to be more amiable; so 
great an influence upon our manners and conduct 
l1ave the objects of our ambition,-Cecilia was 
now, if J)OssibleJ more than ever desirous of doing 
what was right) but she had not yet acquired 
sufficient fear of doing wrong. This was the 
fundamental error of her mind: it arose in a 
great measure from her eady education. 

Her mother died when she was very young; 
and though her father had supplied her place in 
the best and kindest manner, l1e had insensibly 
infused into his daughter's mind a portion of that 
enterprising, independent spirit, which he ju tly 
deemed essential to the character of her brother: 
this brother was some years older than Cecilia, 
but he had always been the favourite companion 
of her youth: what her father's precepts incul­
catect his example enforced, and Cecilia's virtues 
consequently became such as were more esti­
mable in a m,m, than desirable iu a female. 

I I 

r • 1 
·J 



THE BRACELE'l'S, 25 

All small objects, and small errors, she had 
been taught to disregard as trifles; and her im­
JJatient disposition was perpetually leading her 
into more material faults; yet her candour in 
confessing these, she had been suffered to be­
lieve, was sufficient reparation and atonement. 

Leonora, on the contrary, who had been edu­
cated by her mother in a manner more suited to 
her sex, had a character and virtues more pecu­
liar to a female: her judgment had been early 
cultivated, and her good sense employed in the 
regulation of her conduct ; she had been ha­
bituated to that restraint, which, as a woman, 
she was to expect in life, and early accustomed 
to yield; complaisance in her seemed natural 
and graceful. 

Yet, notwithstanding the gentleness of her 
temper, she was in reality more independent 
than Cecilia ; she had more reliance upon her 
own judgment, and more satisfaction in her 
own approbation : though far from insensible to 
praise, she was not liable to be misled by the 
indiscriminate love of admiration : the uniform 
1--:indness of her manner, the consistency and 
equality of her character, had fixed the esteem 
and passive love of her companions. 

By passive lorn, we mean that species of affec­
tion which makes us unwilling to offend, rather 
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tlian anx10us to oblige; which is mol'e a habit than an emotion of the mind. For Cecilia l1e1• companions felt actirn lo,·c, for she was acti,·c in sho"·ing her lore to them. 
Active lore arises spontaneously in the mind, after feeling particular instances of kindness, without reflection on the past conduct or general character; it exceeds the merits of its object, and is connected with a feeling of generosity, rather than with a sense of JUstice. 

"\Vithout determining ·which species of love is the more flattering to others, we can easily rlecide which is the most agreeable feeling to our o,,n minds; we girn our hearts more credit for being generous than for being ju t; and we feel more self-complacency when we gire our love voluntarily, than ,rhen we yield it a a tribute ,,hich we cannot withhold. Though Cecilia's companions might not know all this in theory, th ey pro,·ed it in practice; for the) lored her in a much higher proportion to her merits, than they loved Leonora. 
Each of the young judges ,rcre to signify their choice, by putting a red or a white shell in a rn e prepared for the purpo -e. Cecilia's colour was red, Leonora's white. In the morning nothing ,ms to be ::iecn but these hells, nothi11g talked ,,f but th 0 lo11g-cxpu.;tcrl e,·cnt of tlw 
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e,·ening. Cecilia, following Leonora's example, 
l1ad made it a point of honour not to inquire of 
any individual her -roteJ previous to their final 
determination. 

They were both sitting together in Louisa's 
room: Louisa was recoyering from the measles: 
crery one during her illness had been desirous of 
attending her; but Leonora and Cecilia ,rere 
the only two that were permitted to see her, as 
they alone bad had the distemper. They were 
both assiduous in their care of Louisa; but 
Leonora's want of exertion to m·ercome any dis­
agreeable feelings of sensibility often deprived 
her of presence of mindJ and prevented her from 
being so constantly useful as Cecilia. CeciliaJ on 
the contrary, often made too much noise and 
bustle with her officious assistanceJ and was too 
anxious to invent amusementsJ and procure com­
forts for LouisaJ without perceiving that illness 
takes away the power of enjoying them. 

As 3he was sitting in the window in the 
morning exerting herself to entertain Louisa, 
she heard the Yoice of an old pecllarJ who often 
nsecl to come to the house. Do,rn stairs she 
ran immediately to ask :!.\lrs. Villars's pennis­
sion to bring him into the hall. 

l\Irs. Villars consented, and myay Cecilia ran 
to proclaim the news to her companions; then 

D 2 
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first returning into the hall, she found the 
pedlar just unbuckling his box, and taking it off 
his shoulders. " ,vhat Yvould you be pleased 
to want, miss? " said he ; « I'm aJI kinds of 
tweezer-cases, rings, and lockets of all sorts," 
continued he; opening all the glittering drawers 
successirely. 

" Oh ! " said Cecilia, shutting the drawer of 
lockets ,,hich tempted her mo t, u these are not 
the things which I want; hare you any china 
figures, any mandarins?" 

'' Alack-a-day, miss, I had a great stock of 
that same china-,rare, but now I'm ']_uite out of 
them kind of things; but I believe," said he, 
rummaging one of the deepest dra,,ers, cc I be­
Jie,,e I ha,·e one left, and here it is." 

cc Oh, that is the Yery thing! what's it's 
price? " 

u Only three shillings, ma'am."-Cecilia paid 
the money, and wa ju t going to carry off the 
mandarin, when the pedlar took out of hi' 
great-coat pocket a neat mahogany ca e : it was 
about a foot long, and fastened at each encl by 
two little cla ps; it had, be ide , a small lock in 
the middle. 

cc \\'hat is that?" said Cecilia, eagerly. 
er It'· only a china figure, mi s, which I am 

going to carry to an elderly larlr, ,rho Ji,·e» 
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nigh at hand, and who is mighty fond of such 

things." 
" Could vou let me look at it? " 

" And ·welcome, miss," said he, and opened 

the case. 
" Oh goodness ! how beautiful ! " exclaimed 

Cecilia. 
It ,ms the figure of Flora, crO\-rned with roses, 

and carrying a basket of flowers in her hand. 

Cecilia contemplated it with delight. " How I 

should like to give this to Louisa," said she to 

herself; and at last, breaking silence, "Did you 

promise it to the old lady?" 

"Oh no, miss; I didn't promise it, she never 

saw it; and if so be that you'd like to take it, 

I'd make no more words about it." 

" And how much does it cost? " 

" Why, miss, as to that, I'll let you have it 

for half-a-guinea." 
Cecilia immediately producecl the box in which 

she kept her treasure, and, emptying it upon the 

table, she began to count the shillings : alas ! 

there were but six shillings. "How provoking!" 

said she, " then I can't ha,·e it-where's the 

mandarin? Oh I have it," saicl she, taking it 

up, and looking at it ,rith the utmost disgust ; 

" Is th is the same that I had before ? " 

" Yes, miss, the very sam<'," replied the 
J) :1 
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pedlar, ,'"110, during this time, had been exa .. mmmg the little box out of which Cecilia had taken her money : it was of silver. 
""\Vhy, ma'am," said he, « since you\·e taken such a fancy to the piece, if you'rn a mind to make up the remainder of the money, I will take this here little box, if you care to part with it." Now this box ,ms a keep-sake from Leonora to Cecilia. "No," said Cecilia hastily, blushing a little, and stretching out her hand to receive it. 

"Oh, miss!" said he, returning it carelessly, "I hope there's no offence; I meant but to se1Te you, t1~at's all; such a rare piece of china ,rork Jias no cause to go a-begging,'' added he, put­ting the Flora deliberately into the ca.e, then turning the key with a jerk he Jet it drop into his pocket, and lifting up his box by the leather straps he was preparing to depart. 
"Oh, stay one minute!" said Cecilia, in ,rhose mind there had passed a ·very warm conflict during the pedlar's harangue. a Louisa would so like this Flora,'' said she, arguing with her. self; "beside~, it would be so generous in me to give it to her instead of that ugly mandarin: that would be doing only common justice, for I promised it to her, and she expects it. Though, when I come to look at this mandarin, it is not eren so good as h<'rs wa~: the giicling is all rnb• 

r, 
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be(! off, so that I absolutely must buy this for 

lier. Oh yes, I will, and she will be so de­

lighted! and then every body will say it is the 

prettiest thing they ever saw, and the broken 

mandarin will be forgotten for ever." 

Here Cecilia's hand mored, and she was just 

going to decide: "Oh! but stop,'' said she to 

l1erself, " consider, Leonora gave me this box, 

and it is a keepsake ; howe,·er, now we have 

quarre11ed, and I dare say that she would not 

mind my parting with it: I'm sure that I should 

not care if she was to give away my keep-sake 

the smel1ing-bottle, or the ring, which I ga\'e 

her; so what does it signify? besides, is it nut 

my own, and have I not a right to do what I 

please with it? " 
At this dangerous instant for Cecilia, a party 

of her companions opened the door ; she knew 

that they came as purchasers, and she dreaded 

l1er Flora's becoming the prize of some higheL· 

bidder. " Here," said she, hastily putting the 

box into the pedlar's 1iand, without looking at 

it; " take it, and gi,·e me the Flora." Her 

lrnnd trembled, though she snatched it impa­

tiently; she ran by, without seeming to mind 

any of her companions-she almost wished to 

turn back. 
Let those who arc tempted to do wrong by the 
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l1opes of future gratification, or the prospect of 
certain concealment and impunity, remember 
that, unless they are totally depraved, they bear 
in their own hearts a monitor, who will prevent 
their enjoying "·hat they have ill obtained. 

In vain Cecilia ran to the rest of her compa, 
nions, to display her present, in hopes that the 
applause of others would restore her own self­
complacency; in vain she saw the Flora pass in 
due pomp from hand to hand, each vying with 
the other in extoiling the beauty of the gift, and 
the generosity of the giver. Cecilia was still 
displeased with herself, with them, and even 
with their praise; from Louisa's gratitude, 
110,l'ever, she yet expected much pleasure, and 
immediately she ran up stairs to her room. 

In the mean time Leonora had gone into the 
hall to buy a bodkin; she had just broken hers. 
In giving hel' change, the pedlar took out of his 
pocket, ,rith some halfpence, the very box which 
Cecilia had sold to him. Leonora did not in the 
least suspect the truth, for her mind was above 
suspicion; and, besides, she had the utmost con­
fidence in Cecilia. "I sl1ould like to lrnve that 
box," said she, cc for it is like one of ,rhich I ,ras very foncl." 

The pedlar named the price, and Leonora took 
the box: he intended to give it to little Louisa. 
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On going to her room she found her asleep. 

and she sat down soft] y by her bed-side. Louisa 

opened her eyes. 
" I hope I didn't disturb you," said Leonora. 

" Oh no ; I didn't hea1· you come in ; but 

what have you got there ? " 

" It is only a little bo:x; would you like to 

have it? I bought it on purpose for you, as I 

thought perhaps it would please you; because 

it's like that which I gave Cecilia." 

"Oh, yes! that out of which ehe used to gi,·e 

me Barbary drops: I am very much obliged to 

you ; I ahrnys thought that exceedingly pretty, 

and this, indeed, is as like it as possible. I can't 

unscrew it : will you try ? " 

Leonora unscrewed it. 

H Goodness ! " exclaimed Louisa, "this must 

be Cecilia' a bo:x : look, don't you see a great L at 

the bottom of it? " 
Leonora's colour changed; " Yes," she re­

plied calmly, "I see that, but it is no proof that 

it is Cecilia's; you know that I bought this box 

just now of the pedlar." 

" That may be," said Louisa; but I remem­

ber scratching that L with my own needle, and 

Cecilia scolded me for it, too ; do go and ask her 

if she has lost her box:-<lo," repeated Louisa, 

pulling her hy the f-lccvc, as she did not seem to 

listen. 
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Leonora, indeed, did not liear, for sl1e was lost 
in thought; she was comparing circumstances, 
which had before escaped her attention; she re­
collected, that Cecilia had passed her, as she CJ.me 
into the haIJ, without seeming to see her, but hacl 
blushed as she passed. She remembered that the 
J)edlar appeared um,illing to part with the box, 
and was going to put it again into his pocket 
with the halfpence: a and why should he keep 
it in his pocket, and not show it with his other 
things? "-Combining all these circumstances, 
Leenora had no longer any doubt of the truth; 
for though she had honourable confidence in her 
friends, she had too much penetration to be im­
J)licitly credulous.-« Louisa;" she began; but 
at this instant she heard a step, ,rJ1ich, by its 
quickness, she knew to be Cecilia's, coming along 
the passage :-a if you Jore me, Louisa," said 
Leonora, '' say nothing about the box." 

a Nay, but why not? I dare say she J1as Jost it." 

"No, my dear, I'm afraid she has not." Louisa looked surprised. 
"But I have reasons for desiring you not to say any thing about it." 
a lf ell, then, I won't i ndecd." 
Cecilia opened the door, came fonrnrd smiling, 

as if st>cme of a good reception, and taking thr 
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Flora out of the case, she placed it on· the 

mantle-piece, opposite to Louisa's bed. "Dear, 

how beautiful!'' cried Louisa, starting up. 

"Yes," said Cecilia, "and guess who it's for?" 

"Frr me, perhaps!" said the ingenuous Louisa. 

" Yes, take it, and keep it for my sake : you 

know that I broke your mandarin." 

a Oh ! but this is a great deal prettier and 

larger than that." 

"Yes, I know it is; and I meant that it should 

be so; I should only have done what I ,ras bouml 

to do if I had only given you o.. mandarin." 

" \V e11, and that wonld ha Ye been enough, 

surely; but what a beautiful crown of roses! and 

then that basket of flowers! they almost look as 

if I coulcl smell them. Dear Cecilia! I'm very 

much obliged to you, but I won't take it by way 

of payment for the mandarin you broke j for I'm 

sure you coul<l not help that: and, besides, I 

should lun·e broken it myself by this time. You 

shall give it to me entirely, and I'll keep it as 

long as I li·re as your keep-sake." 

Louisa stopped 3hort, and coloured. The worcl 

lccep-sake recalled the box to her mind, and all 

the train of ideas which the Flora bad banished.­

cc But," said she, looking up ,vishfully in Cecilia's 

face, and holding the Flora cloubtfu11 y, " did 

you-" 



36 'l'HE BRACELETS. 

Leonora, who was just quitting the room, 
turned her head back, and gave Louisa a look, 
which silenced her. 

Cecilia was so infatuated with her vanity, tliat 
s11e neither perceived Leonora's sign, nor Louisa's 
confusion, but continued showing off her present, 
by placing it in various situations, till at length 
she put it into the case, and laying it do1rvn with 
an affected carelessness upon the bed, "I must 
go now, Louisa. Good bye," said she, running 
up, and kissing her; " but I'll come again pre­
sent} y-" then, clapping the door after her, she 
went. 

But, as soon as the fermentation of her spirits 
subsided, the sense of shame, which had been 
scarcely felt when mixed ·with so many other sen­
sations, rose uppermost in her mind. <<What!" 
said she to herself, " is it possible that I have 
sold what I promised to keep for ever? and what 
Leonora gave me ? and I have concealed it, too, 
and have been making a parade of my generosity. 
Oh! what would Leonora, what would Louisa, 
what would every body think of me, if the truth 
were known? " 

Humiliated and grieved by these reflections, 
Cecilia began to search in her own mind for some 
consoling idea. She began to compare her conduct 
with the conduct of others of her own age; and, 
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·1t length, fixing her comparison upon her brothe1· 
George, as the companion of whom, from lier in~ 
fancy, she had been habitually the most emulous) 
she recollected, that an almost similar circum­
stance had once happened to him, and that he 
had not only escaped disgrace, but had acquired 
glory by an intrepid confession of his fault. Her 
father's words to her brother on the occasion she 
also perfect.I y recollected. 

"Come to me, George," he said, holding out 
l1is hand ; "you are a generous brave boy : they 
who dare to confess their faults will mal<e great 
and good men." 

These were his words; but Cecilia, in re­
peating them to herself, forgot to lay that em­
phasis on the word men, which would have placed 
it ii1 contradistinction to the word women. She 
willingly believed, that the observation extended 
equally to both sexes, and flattered herself that 
she should exceed her brother in merit, if she 
owned a fault, which she thought that it would 
be so much more difficult to confess. 

" Yes, but," said she, stopping herself, "how 
can I confess it? This very evening, in a few 
l10urs, the prize will be decided ; Leonora or I 
shall win it: I have now as good a chance as 
Leonora, perhaps a better; and must I give up 
all my hopes? all that I ham heen labouring 
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or this month past? Oh, I ne\·er can; if it 
were but to-morrow, or yesterday, or any day but 
this, I ,rould not hesitate; but now I am almost 
certain of the prize, and if I win it-well, why 
then I will-I think, I will tell all-yes, I will; 
I am determined," said Cecilia. 

Here a bell summoned them to dinner ; Leo­
nora sat opposite to her, and she was not a little 
surprised to see Cecilia look so gay and uncon­
strained. "Surely," said she to herself, « if 
Cecilia had clone this that I suspect, she would 
not, she could not, look as she does." But Leo­
nora little knew the cause of her gaiety: Cecilia 
was ne,·er in higher spirits, or better pleased with 
herself, than when she had resolved upon a sacri­
fice or a confession. 

"l\Iust not this evening be given to the most 
amiable? \Vhose, then, will it be? " All eyes 
glanced first at Cecilia, and then at Leonora. 
Cecilia smiled, Leonora blushed. "I see that it 
is not yet decided," said l\lrs. Vrnars; and im­
mediately they ran up stairs, amidst confused 
whisperings. 

Cecilia's mice could be distingui heel far above 
the rest. a How can she be so happy ! " said 
Leonora to herself: "Oh, Cecilia, there was a 
tin-!e when you could not have neglected me so! 
-when we wrre ahrnys together, the best of 
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friends and companions; our wishes, tastes, and 
pleasures, the same ! Surely she did once love 
me," said Leonora; "but now sl1e is quite 
changed, she has even sold my keep-sake; and she 
would rather win a bracelet of hair from girls 
whom she <lid not always think so much superior 
to Leonora, than have my esteem, my confidence, 
and my friendship, for her whole life, yes, for her 
whole life, fo1· I am sure she will be an amiable 
"·oman : oh ! that this bracelet had never been 
tliought of, or that I were certain of her winning 
it; for I am sure that I do not wish to win it from 
her: I would rather, a thousand times rather, 
that we were as ,ve used to be, than have all the 
glory in the world: and how pleasing Cecilia can 
be when sha \\ishcs to please !-how candid she 
is !-how much she can improve herself !-let me 
be just though she has offended me; she is 
wonderfully improved within this last month: for 
one fault, and that against myself, shall I forget 
all her merits?" 

As Leonora said these last words, she could but 
just hear the voices of her companions,-they had 
left her alone in the gallery; she knocked softly 
at Louisa's door. " Corne in," said Louisa, "I'm 
not asleep: oh," said she, starting up with the 
Flora in her hand, the instant that the door was 
opened," I'm so glad you arc c.:omc, Leonora, for 
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I did so Jong to hear what you were all making­

such a noise about-have you forgot that the 

bracelet-'
7 

" 0 yes! is this the evening?" 
"vVell, here's my white shell for you; I've 

kept it in my pocket this fortnight; and though 

Cecilia did give me this Flora, I still love you a 

great deal better." 
" I thank you, Louisa," said Leonora, grate-

fully; "I will take your shell, and I shall value 

it as long as I live; but here is a red one; and 

if you wish to show me that you love me, you 

will give this to Cecilia; I know that she is par­

ticularly anxious for your preference, and I am 

sure that she deserves it." 
" Yes, if I could I would choose both of you; 

but you know I can only choose which I like the 

best." 
"If you mean, my dear Louisa," said Leonora, 

" that you like me tl1e best, I am very much 

obliged to you; for, indeed, I w·ish you to love 

me; but it is enough for me to know it in private; 

I should not feel the least more pleasure at hear­

ing it in public, or in having it made known to 

all my companions, especially at a time when it 
would gi,·e poor Cec.:ilia a great deal of pain." 

"But why should it give her pain? I don't 

like her for being jealous of you.'' 
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"Nay, Louisa, surely you don't think Cecilia 
jealous; she only tries to excel, and to please; she 
is more anxious to succeed than I am, it is true, 
because she has a great deal more activity, and 
perhaps more ambition; and it would really 
mortify her to lose this prize: you know that she 
proposed it herself, it has been her object for this 
month past, and I am sure she has taken great 
pains to obtain it." 

"But, dear Leonora, why should you lose it?' ' 
"Indeed, my dear, it would be no loss to me; 

and, if it were, I would willingly suffer it for 
Cecilia; for, though we seem not to be snch good 
friends as ,re used to be, I lm·e her very much, 
and she will love me again,-l'm sure she will, 
-11•hcn she no longer fears me as a rival she will 
again love me as a friend." 

Herc Leonora heard a number of her compa­
nions nmningalongthe gallery. Thcyallknocked 
hastily at the door, calling, "Leonora! Leonora! 
will you never come? Cecilia has been with u · 
this half hour." 

Leonora smiled: "'\Vell, Louisa," said she, 
smiling, "will you promise me? " 

"Ob, I'm sure, by the way they speak to you, 
that they "·on't gi \·e you the prize ! " said the 
little Louisa; and the tears started into her eye::;. 

'' They lm·e me though, for all that; and a::, 
E 3 
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for the prize, you know whom I wish to liavc 
it." 

"Leonora l Leonora!" called her impatient 
companions; "don't you hear us? What are 
you about? " 

"Oh, she never will takeanytrouble about any 
thing," said one of the party; "let's go away.'' 

'' Oh, go l go! make haste," cried Louisa; 
"don't stay, they are so angry; I will, I will, 
indeed l" 

"Remember, then, that you have promised 
me," said Leonora, and she left the room. Dm­
ing a11 this time Cecilia had been in the garden 
with her companions. The ambition which she 
had felt. to win the first prize,-the prize of 
superior talents and superior application,-was 
not to be compared to the absolute anxiety which 
she now expressed to win this simple testimony 
of tbe love and approbation of her equals and 
rirnls. 

To employ her exuberant activity she had 
been dragging branches of lilacs and laburnums, 
roses, and sweet briar, to ornament the bon·er in 
which her fate was to be decided. It was exces­
sively hot, but her mind was engaged, and she 
,ras indefatigable. She stood still, at last, to 
admire her works; her companions all joined in 
loud applause; they ffcrc not a little prejudiced 
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in her favour by the great eagerness which she 
expressed to win their prize, and by the great 
importance which she seemed to affix to the pre­
ference of each individual. At last, "Where is 
Leonora? " cried one of them, and immediately, 
as we have seen, they ran to call her. 

Cecilia was left alone; overcome with heat, 
and too violent exertion, she had hardly strength 
to support herself; each moment appeared to her 
intolerably long; she was in a state of the utmost 
suspense, and all her courage failed her; even 
hope forsook her, and hope is a cordial which 
leaYes the mind depressed and enfeebled. '' The 
time is now come/' said Cecilia ! "in a few mo­
ments it will be decided. In a few moments! 
goodness! how much do I hazard! If I should 
not win the prize, how shall I confess what I 
have done? How shall I beg Leonora to forgive 
me? I who hoped to restore my friendship to 
her as an honour !-they are gone to see for her 
-the moment she appears I shall be forgotten. 
What shall-what shall I do? " said Cecilia, 
covering her face with her hands. 

Such was her situation, when Leonora, ac­
companied by her companions, opened the hall 
door; they most of them ran forwards to Cecilia. 
As Leonora came into the bower, she held out 
her hand to Cecilia: " "'\Ve are not ri \'a1s, but 
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friends, I hope," said she. Cecilia clasped lier 
hand, but she was in too great agitation to 
speak. 

The table was now set in the arbour-the vase 
was now placed in the middle. " Well;" said 
Cee;ilia, eagerly, "who begins?" Caroline, one 
of her friends, came forward first, and then all 
the others successively.-Cecilia's emotion was 
hardly conceivable. "Now they arc all in!­
count them, Caroline!" 

One, t,ro, three, four; the numbers arc botlr 
equal. 

There was a dead silence. 
"No, they are not," exclaimed Cecilia, press• 

ing forward, and putting a shell into the vase; 
"I have not given mine, and I give it to Leo­
nora." Then snatching the bracelet, " It is 
yours, Leonora,'' said she, "take it, and give me 
back your friendship." The whole assembly 
gave an universal clap, and shout. of applause. 

"I cannot be surprised at this from you, 
Cecilia," said Leonora; '' and do you, then, still 
love me as you used to do?" 

"Oh, Leonora! stop ! don't praise me; I don't 
clcserre this," said she, turning to her loudly 
applauding companions; "you will soon despise 
me-oh, Leonora, you will never forgirn 111e !­
I l1arc deceived you-I have sold--" 

' . 
"-' 
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At this instant Mrs. Villars appeared-the 

crowd divided-she had heard a11 that passed 

from her window. 
" I applaud your generosity, Cecilia," said 

she, "but I am to te11 you, that in this instance 

it is unsuccessful: you have it not in your power 

to give the prize to Leonora-it is yours-I have 

another vote to give to you-you have forgotten 

Louisa." 
"Louisa! but surely, ma'am, Louisa loves 

Leonora better than she does me." 

cc She commissioned me, however," said Mrs. 

Villars, "to give you a red shell; and you will 

find it in this box." 
Cecilia started, and turned as pale as death­

it was the fatal box. 
l\Irs. Villarsproduced another box-she opened 

it-it contained the Flora;-" And Louisa also 

<lesircd me," said she, "to return you this Flora,, 

-she put it into Cecilia's hand-Cecilia trem­

bled so that she could not hold it; Leonora 

caught it. 
"Oh, madam! oh,Leonora!" exclaimed Cecilia; 

" now I have no hope left: I intended-I was 

just going to tell--" 

"Dear Cecilia/' said Leonora, " you need not 

tell it me; I know it already, aud I forgive you 

with all my heart." 
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" Yes) I can prove to you/' said l\lrs. Villars, 
"that Leonora has forgiven you: it is she who 
has girnn you the prize; it was she who per­
suaded Louisa to give you her vote. I went ti> 
see her a little ,rhile ago, and, perceiving by her 
countenance that something was the matter, I 
pressed her to tell me what it was. 

"' "\Vhy, madam/ said she) 'Leonora has made 
me promise to gii·e rny shell to Cecilia; now I 
don't love Cecilia half so well as I do Leonora; 
besides, I would not have Cecilia think I rnte for 
her because she ga,e rne a Flora.' "\Vhilst Louisa 
was speaking," continued :Mrs. Villars, r, I saw 
this silver box lying on the bed; I took it up, 
and asked if it ,ras not yours, and how she came 
by it. 

''' Indeed, madam)' said Louisa) 'I coulcl han: 
been almost cel'tain that it ,ms Cecilia's; but 
Leonora garn it me) and she said that she bought 
it of the pedlar this morning; if any body else 
had told me so) I could not have believed them, 
because I rem em bcr the box so well ; but I 
can't help helie1·ing Leonora.' 

a 'But did not you ask Cecilia about it? • 
said I. 

"' No, madam/ replied Louisa, 'for Leonora 
forbade me.' 

"I guessed her reason. '"Tell,' said I)' give 

) ' .. 
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me the box, and I will carry your shell in it to 

Cecilia.' 
" ( Then, madam,' said she, ( if I must give it 

her, pray do take the Flora, and return it to her 

first, that she may not think it is for that I 
do it.'" 

(r Oh, generous Leonora ! " exclaimed Cecilia; 

c( but indeed, Louisa, I cannot take your shell." 

H Then, dear Cecilia, accept of mine instead 

of it; you cannot refuse it, I only follow your 

example: as for the bracelet," added Leonora, 

tal,ing Cecilia's hand, c( I assure you I don't wish 

for it, and you do, and you desen-e it." 

" No," said Cecilia, " indeed I do not deserve 

it ; next to you, surely Louisa deserves it." 

a Louisa! oh yes, Louisa," exclaimed every 

body with one voice. 
(c Yes," said Mrs. Villars, "and Jet Cecilia 

carry the bracelet to her; she dese1Tes that 

reward. For one fault I cannot forget all your 

merits, Cecilia; nor, I am sure, will your com­

panions." 
c( Then, surely, not your best friend," said 

Leonora, kissing her. 

Every body present was moved-they looked 

up to Leonora with respectful and affectionate 

admiration. 

a O Leonora, how I love yon ! :111(1 how I 
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wish to be like you!" exclaimed Cecilia; "tu be 
as good, as generous!" 

a Rather wish, Cecilia," interrupted l\Irs. Vil­
lars, a to be as just; to be as strictly honourable, 
and as inrariably consistent. Remember, that 
many of our sex are capable of great efforts, of 
making what they call great sacrifices to virtue or 
to friendship; but few treat their friends with 
habitual gentleness, or uniformly conduct them­
selves with prudence and good sense." 

' ' I i. 



THE LITTLE l\1ERCI-IANTS. 

CHAPTER I. 

Chi di gallina nasce convien che rozole. 

As the old cock crows, so crows the young. 

THOSE who naYe visited Italy give us an agreeable 

picture of the cheerful industry of the children 

of all ages in the celebrated city of Naples; their 

manner of living, and their numerous employ­

ments, are exactly described in the following 

"Extract from a Traveller's Journa1."if.' 

"The children are busied in various ways. A 

a great number of them bring fish for sale to 

t, town from S:mta Lucia; others are very often 

' ' seen about the arsenals, or wherever carpenters 

" are at wol'lc, employed in gathering up the 

' ' chips and pieces of ·wood, or by the sea-side 

" picking up sticks, and whatever else has driftccl 

" ashore ; which, when their basket is full, they 

" carry away. Children of two or three years 

;cold, who can scarcely cra·wl along upon the 

" ground, in company ·with boys of fiye or six, 

" are employed in this petty trade. Hence they 

• Yarietics of Literature, vol. i , p. 2!Jfl. 
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'' proceed with tl1eir baskets into the heart of the 
" city, where in several places they form a sort 
"of little market, sitting rnund with their stock 
" of ,vood before them. Labourers, and the 
" low·er order of citizens, buy it of them, to burn 
" in the tripods for warming themseh·es, or to 
" use in their scanty kitchens. Other children 
" carry about for sale the water of the sul­
" phureons wells, which, particularly in the 
" spring-season, is drank in great abundance. 
"Others again endeavour to tum a few pence 
" by buying a small matter of fruit, of pressed 
"honey, cakes, and comfits, and then, like little 
" pedlars, offer and sell them to other children, 
" always for no more profit than that they may 
" have their share of them free of expense. It is 
" reaJly curious to see how an urchin, whose 
" whole stock and property consist in a board 
'' and a knife, will carry about a water-melon, or 
" a half-roasted gourd, collect a troop of children 
" round him, set do\rn his board, and proceed to "di,,ide the fruit into small pieces among them. 
"The buyers keep a sharp look-out, to ee that 
"they hare enough for their little piece of 
"copper; and the Lilliputian tradesman act 
" with no Jess caution, as the exigencies of the 
"case may require, to prevent hi ~ being cheated " out of a morsel." 
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The advantage of truth and honesty, and the 
value of a character for integrity, are very early 
felt amongst these little merchants in their daily 
intercourse with each other. The fair dealer is 
always sooner or later seen to prosper ; the 
most cunning cheat is at last detected and dis­
graced. 

N umcrous instances of the truth of this com­
mon observation were remarked by many Nea­
politan children, especially by those who were 
acquainted with the characters and history of 
Piedro and Francisco, two boys originally equal 
in birth, fortune, and capacity, but different in 
their education, and consequently in their habits 
and conduct. Francisco was the son of an honest 
gardener, who, from the time he could speak, 
taught him to Joye to speak the truth ; shon-ed 
him that liars are ne,·er belicved,-t.hat cheats 
and tl1ieves cannot be trusted, and that the 
shortest way to obtain a good character is to 
deserve it. Youth and white paper, as the pro­
verb says, take all impressions. The hoy profited 
much by his father's precepts, and more by his 
example: he always heard his father speak the 
truth, and saw that he dealt fairly with every 
Lod y. In all his childish traffic, Francisco, imi­
tating his parents, was scrupulously honest, and 
therefore all his companions ti usted him.-" As 

F2 
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honest as Francisco ! " became a sort of proverb 
amongst them, 

" As honest as Francisco," repeated Pieclro's 
father, when he one clay heard this saying; "let 
them say so; I say, 'As sharp as Piedro,' and let 
us see ,vhich will go through the world best." 
With the idea of making his son sharp, he made 
him cunning; he taught him, that to make a 
good bargain was to decei.e as to the Yalue and 
price of whatever he wanted to dispose of, to get 
as much money as possible from cu3tomers by 
taking advantage of their ignorance or of their 
confidence: he often repeated his favourite pro­
verb-" The buyer bas need of a hundred eyes; 
the seller has need but of one ; ",'/f- and he took 
frequent opportunities of explaining the meaning 
of this maxim to his son. He was a fisherman, 
and as his gains depended more upon fortune 
than upon prudence, he trusted habitual1y to his 
good luck. After being idle for a whole day, he 
would cast his line or his nets, and if he was 
lucky enough to catch a fine fish, he would go 
and show it in triumph to his neighbour the 
gardener-" You are obliged to work all <lay 
long for your daily bread," he would say; "look 

• Chi compra. ha bisogna di cent occhi, chi vendc n'ha 
assai dj uno. 

I 

., , 

•' I 

• I 



THE LITTLE 11IERCHANTS, 53 

here, I work but five minutes, and I have not 
only daily bread, but daily fish." Upon these 
occasions our fisherman always forgot, or neg­
lected to count, the hours and days which were 
wasted in waiting for a fair wind to put to sea, 
or angling in vain on the shore. Little Piedro., 
who used to bask in the sun upon the sea-shore 
beside his father, and to lounge or sleep away 
his time in a fishing-boat, acquired habits of 
idleness., which seemed to his father but of little 
consequence whilst he was but a child. ""What 
will you do with Piedro as he grows up, neigh­
bour? " said the gardener ; " he is smart aml 
quick enough, but he is always in mischief. 
Scarcely a day has passed for this fortnight but I 
have caught him amongst my grapes. I track 
his footsteps all over my vineyard." " He is but 
a child yet, and knows no better," replied the 
fisherman. "But if you don't teach him better 
now he is a child, how will he know better when 
he is a man?" said the gardener. "A mighty 
noise about a bunch of grapes, truly!" cried the 
fisherman; '' a few grapes more or less in your 
,·ineyard, what <loe3 it signify? " "I speak for 
your son's sake, and not for the sake of my 
grapes," said the gardener ; " and 1 tell you 
again, the boy will not do well in the world, 
neighbour, if you don't look after him in time, 

F3 
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" · He'll do well enough in the ,vorld, you will 
fin<l," answered the fisherman carelessly, "when­
ever he casts my nets, they never come up empty 
-' It is better to be lucky than wise."'"' This 
was a proverb which Piedro had frequently 
heard from his father, and to which he most 
willingly trusted, because it gave him less trouble 
to fancy himself fortunate than to make himself 
wise. " Come here, child," said his father to 
him, when he returned home after the preceding 
conversation with the gardener; " how old are 
you, my boy-twelve years old, is not it?" 
" As old as Francisco, and older by six months," 
said Piedro. " And smarter and more knowing 
by six years," said liis father. "Here, take these 
fish to Naples, and let us see how you'll sell 
them for me. Venture a small fish, as the pro­
verb says, to catch a great one. t I was too late 
with them at the market yesterday, but nobody 
will know but what they are just fresh out of 
the water, unless you go and tell them." "Not 
I, trust me for that, I'm not such a fool,'' replied 
Piedro laughing; "I leave that to Francisco. 
Do you know I saw him the other clay miss 
selling a melon for his father by turning the 

* E'mcglio csscr fortunato chc savio. 
t Butta una, sardclla per pigliar tm luccio. 
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bruised side to the customer, who was just lay­

ing down the money for it, and who was a raw 

servant boy, moreover; one who would never 

have guessed there were two sides to a melon, if 

he had not, as you say, father, been told of it." 

"Off with you to market; you are a droll chap," 

said his father, « and will sell my fish cleverly, 

I'll be bound ; as to the rest, let every man take 

care of his o,,n grapes-you understand me, 

Piedro?" "Perfectly," said the boy, who per­

ceived that his father lrns indifferent as to his 

l10nesty, provided he sold fish at the highest 

JH'ice possible. He proceeded to the market, and 

l1e offered his fish with assiduity to every person 

whom he thought. likely to buy it, especially to 

those upon whom he thought he could impose. 

He positively asserted to all who looked at his 

fish, that they were just fresh ont of the water; 

good judges of men and fish knew that he said 

what was false, and passed him by with neglect; 

but it was at last what he called his goocl-luclc 

to meet with the very amc young raw servant­

boy, who would ham bo11ght the bruised melon 

from Francisco. He made up to him directly, 

crying, " Fish ! Fine fresh fd1 ! Fresh fish!" 

"\Vas it caught to-day?" said the boy. «Yes, 

t11is morning; not an hour ago;" said Pieclro, 

with the greatest effrontery. The :;errant-boy 
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was imposed upon, and, being a foreigne1·, speaJ. .. 
ing the Italian language but imperfee;tly, and 
not being expert at reckoning the Italian money, 
}1e was no match for the cunning Piedro, wha 
cheated him not only as to the freshness, but as 
to the price of the commodity. Piedro received 
nearly half as much again for his fish as he ought 
to hare done. 

On his road homewards from Naples to the 
little village of Resina, where his father lived, 
he m'ertook Francisco, who was leading Iii!" 
father's ass; the ass was la<lcn with large pan­
niers, which were filled with the stalks and 
leaves of cauliflowers, cabbages, broccoli, let­
tuces, &c. all the refuse of t11e Neapolitan 
titchens, which arc usual1y collected by the gar­
deners' boys, and carried to the gardens round 
Naples, to be mixed with other manure. 

"\Vell filled panniers, truly," sai<l Piedro, as 
l1e overtook Francisco and the ass. The panniers 
were, indeed, not only filled to the top, bnt piled 
up with much skill and care, so that the load 
rnet orcr the animal's back. " It is not a ,·ery 
}1e,wy load for the ass, though it looks so large,'' 
, aid Francisco; "poor fellow, howercr, he shall 
ha,·e a little of this ,rater," added he, leading 
the ass to a pool by the road ::;ide. " I was not 
thin king of the ass, man ; I ,rn:- nut thinking or 
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any ass) but of you) when I said) Well filled 
panniers) truly !-This is your morning's work) 
I presume) and you'll make another journey to 
Naples to-day, on the same errand, I warrant, 
before your father thinks you have done enough?" 
"Not before rny Jatlier thinks I have done 
enongh, but before I think so myself," replied 
Francisco. " I do enough to satisfy myself and 
my father) too, without slaving myself after your 
fashion. Look here," said Piedro, producing 
the money he had recei,·ed for the fish: "a11 this 
was had for asking for j it's no bad thing, you'll 
allow, to know how to ask for money properly." 
'' I should be ashamed to beg, or borrow either," 
said Francisco. " Neither did I get what you 
ee by begging, or borro,ring either," said PiedroJ 

"but. by using my wits: not as you did yesterday, 
when, like a novice, you sho,-red the bruised side 
of your melon, and so spoiled your market by 
your wisdom." ",visdom I think it still," said 
Francisco. " And your father ! " " And my 
father," said Francisco. '' l\Iine is of a different 
way of thinking," said Pierlro: "he always tells 
me, that the buyer has need of a hundred eyes, 
and if one can blind the whole hunrlred, so much 
the better. Yon must know, I got off the fish 
to-day tlrnt my father could not sell yesterday in 
the market. Got it off for fresh just out of tho 
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river-got t,rice as much as the market price for 
it; and from whom think you? ,vhy, from the 
very booby that would have bought the bruised 
melon for a sound one, if you would lrnve let 
him. Y ou'Jl allow I'm no fool, Francisco, and 
that I'm in a fair way to grow rich, if I go on as 
I l1ave begun." cc Stay," said Francisco, "you 
forgot that the booby you took in to-day will not 
be so easily taken in to-morrow. He will buy no 
more fish from you, because he will be afraid of 
your cheating him; but he will be ready enough 
to buy fruit from me, because he will know I 
shall not cheat him : so you'll have Jost a cus­
tomer, and I gained one." '"''\Vith all my l1eart," 
said Piedro; " one customer does not make a 
market; if he buys no more from me, what care 
I? there are people enough to buy fish in Naples." 

"And do you mean to serve them an in the 
same manner?" " If they will be only so good 
as to girn me Jcare," said Pie<lro, Jaugl1ing, and 
repeating his father's proverb> "Venture a small 
fish to catch a large one." He had learned to 
think, that to cheat in making bargains wa 
witty an~l clever. cc And you ham never con. 
sidered, then/' said Francisco, u tliat all these 
JJeople will, one after another, find you out in 
time?"-" Aye, in time, but it will be some time 
.first.; there arc a great many of them, enough tu 
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fast me all summer) if I lose a customer a day,' ' 
' aid Piedro. '' And next summer what will you 
do?" "Next summer is not come yet; there is 
time enough to tbink what I shall do before next 
summer comes. ,vh y) now, suppose the block­
heads) after they had been taken in) and fou11d it 
<mt, all joined against me, and would buy none 
of our fish-What then? Are there no trades 
going but that of a fisherman ?-In Naples) are 
there not a hundred ways of making money for a 
smart lad like me? as my father says. What do 
you think of turning merchant, and se1ling 
sugar-plums and cakes to the children in their 
market ?-,Vould they be hard to deal with, 
t hink you? " "I think not/' said Francisco; 
"but I think the children ,rnuld find out in 
t ime if they were cheated, and would like it as 
little as the men." "I don't doubt them _; then 
in time I could) you know, change my trade, seU 
chips and sticks in the wood market; hand about 
lemonade to the fine folks) or twenty other 
things. There an~ trades enough) man."-" Yes) 
for the honest deale1·/' said Francisco, "but for 
no other ; for in all of them you'll find, as rny 
father says) that a good character is the best 
fortune to set up with. Change your trade ever 
so often, you'll be found out for ·what you are at 
last." "And what am IJ pray? " said Piedro) 
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angrily. "The whole truth of the matter i~, 
Francisco, that you envy my good luck, ::mcl 
can't bear to hear this money jingle in my hand. 
Aye, stroke the long ears of your ass, and look 
as wise as you please-It's better to be lucl..y 
than wise, as my father says. Good morning to 
you; ,rhen I am found out for what I am, or 
when the worst comes to the worst, I can drire 
a stupid ass, with his panniers filled with rubbish, 
as well as you do now·, honest Francisco." '' Not 
quite so ,Tell; unless you were honest Francisco, 
you would not fill his panniers quite so readily." 

This was certain, that Francisco was so well 
known for his honesty amongst all the people at 
Naples with whom his father was acquainted, 
that every one was glad to deal with him; and a 
he never wronged any one, a1l ,rere willing to 
se1Te him, at least. as much as they could without 
loss to themseh'es; so that after the market ,ms 
over his panniers were regularly £lled by the 
gardeners and others, with whatever he wanted. 
His industry '\Yas constant, his gains small but 
certain, and he every day had more and more 
reason to trust to his father's maxim-that 
honesty is the best pol icy. 

The foreign serrnnt lad, to whom Francisco 
had so honestly, or, as Piedro said, o sillily 
shown the bruised idc of the melon, ,,as an 
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Englishman. He left his native country, of 
which he was extremely fond, to attend upon 
l1is master, to whom he was still more attached. 
His master was in a declining state of health, and 
this young lad waited upon him more to his mind 
than his other servants. ,v e must, in consider­
ation of his zeal,fidelity,n.ncl inexperience,pardon 
him for not being a good judge of fish. Though 
he had simplicity enough to be easilycheatedonce, 
he had too much sense to be twice made a dupe. 
The next time he met Piedro in the market he 
happened to be in company with several English 
gentlemen's servants, and he pointed Piedro out 
to them all as an arrant knave; they heard his cry 
of "Fresh fish! fresh fish! fine fresh fish;" with 
incredulous smiles, and let l1im pass, but not 
without some expn:ssions of contempt, ·which, 
though uttered in English, he tolerably well un­
derstood; for the tone of contempt is sufficiently 
expressive in all languages. He lost more by not 
selling his fish to these people than he bad gained 
the day before by cheating the English Booby. 
The market was well supplied, and he could not 
get rid of his cargo. "Is not this truly provok­
ing? " said he, as he passed by Francisco, who 
was selling fruit for his father. " Look, my 
basket is as heavy as when I left home, and look 
at 'em yourself; they really arc fine fresh fi&l 

YOL. ll. G 
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to-day, and yet, because that revengeful booby told how I took him in yesterday, not one of yonder crowd would buy them: and all the time they really are fresh to-day." " So they arc," said Francisco; "but you said so yesterday ,-rhen they were not, and he that was duped then is not ready to believe you to-day. How does he know that you deserve it better P '' " He might ham looked at the fish; they are fresh to-day. I'm sure," repeated Piedro, "he ueed not have heen afraid to-day." "Aye," said Francisco, '' but, as my father said to you once-The scalded dog fears cold water.""" 
Here their conversation was interrnpted by the approach of this same English lad, who smiled .,1s he came up to Francisco, and taking up a fine pine apple, he said, in a mixture of bad Italian and English-" I need not look at the other side of this-you will tell me if it is not as good as it looks; name your price, I know you ha,·e but one, and that an honest one; and as to the rest, I am able and "·illing to pay for what I buy; that is to say, my master is, which comes to the same thing. I wish your fruit could make him well, and it would be worth its weight in gold, to me at least. vVe must have some of your 

• JI can scottato de l'acq_ua calcfa lia panra poi della fredda. 
' ' p, 
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grapes for him." " Is not he well? We must 
then pick out the best for him," said Francisco., 
singling out a tempting bunch-" I hope he will 
like these; but if you could some day come as 
far as Resina-it is a village but a few miles out 
of town-where we have our vineyard, you could 
there choose for yourself, and pluck them fresh 
from the vines for your poor master." "Bless 
you, my good boy, I should take you for an 
Englishman, by your way of dealing. I'll come 
to your village, only write me down the name, 
for your Italian names slip through my head: 
I'll come to your vineyard if it were ten miles 
off; and all the time we stay in Naples (may 
it not be so long as I fear it will!) I'll, with my 
master's leave, ,vhich he never refuses me to any 
thing that's proper-and that's what this is-deal 
with you for all our fruit, as sure as my name's 
Arthur, and with none else, with my good will. 
I wish all your countrymen would take after you 
in honesty-so I do-" concluded the English­
man, looking full at Piedro, who took up his 
heavy melancholy basket of fish, and walked off 

looking somewhat silly. 
Arthur, the English servant, was as good as 

his worcl; lie dealt constantly with Francisco, 
and proved an excellent customer, buying from 
him during the whole season as mllch fruit as 

G2 
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l1is master wanted. His master, who was an 
Englishman of distinction, was invited to take 
up his residence, during his stay in Italy, at the 
Count cle F.'s vil1a, which was in the environs 
of Naples, an easy ,ralk from Resina. Francisco 
had the pleasnre of seeing his father's vineyard 
often full of generous visitors; and Arthur, who 
had circulated the anecdote: of the brnised melon, 
,ras, he said, "proud to think that some of 
this was his doing, and that an Englishman 
never forgot a good turn, be it from a country­
man or foreigner." 

" My dear boy," said Francisco's father to 
him, whilst Arthur was in the rineyard helping 
to tend the vines, "I am to thank you and your 
honesty, it seems, for our having our hands so 
foll of busincs this season. It is fair rou should 
have a share of our profits." " So I have, fa­
ther, enough and enough, when I ~ce yon and 
mother going on so well. ,vhat can I want 
more?"-" Oh, my bnffe boy, we know you are 
a grateful, good son; but I have been your age 
myself; you have companions; you have little 
expenses of your mrn. Here, this vine, this 
fig-tree, and a melon a-week next summer, shall 
be yours-with these you'll make a fine figure 
amongst the little Neapolitan merchants-and 
all I wish is, you may prosper as well, and b} 
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the same honest means, in managing for your­
self, as you have done managing for me." 

" Thank you, father; and if I prosper at aU 
it shall be by those means and no other, or I 
shall not be worthy to be ca11ed your son." 

Pie<lro, the cunning, did not make quite so 
successful a summer's Yrork as did Francisco the 
honest. No extraordinary events happened, no 
singular instance of bad or good luck occurred ; 
but he felt, as persons usua11 y do, the natural 
consequc;ices of his own actions. He pursued 
his scheme of imposing, as far as he could, upon 
eYery person he dealt with, and the consequence 
was, that at ]ast nobody wou]d deal w·it.h him. 

" It is easy to out-wit one person, but impos­
sible to oubvit all the world," said a man* who 

knew the world at ]east as well as either Piedro 
or his father. Piedro's father, amongst others, 
liad reason to complain ; he saw his old cus­
tomers fall off from him, and was told, whernn·er 
he ,rent into the market, that his son was such 
a cheat, there was no dealing with him. One day 
,rhen he was returning from market in a Yerv bad 
humour, in consequence of these reproaches: and 
of hi s not having found customers for his goods7 

• The Duke de Rochcfoucault- " On pcut clre plus fi r 
11u' un autre, mais pas plus fi n 11ue tous lcs autres." 
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he espied his smart son Piedro, at a little mer• 
chant's fruit-board, devouring a fine gourd with 
prodigious greediness-" "\Vhere, glutton, do you 
find money to pay for these dainties?" exclaimed 
liis father, coming close up to him with angry 
gestures. Piedro's mouth was much too full to 
make an immediate reply, nor did his father 
wait for any, but darting his hand into the 
youth's pocket, pulled forth a handful of sifrer. 
" The money, father," said Pie<lro, " that I got 
for the fish yesterday, and that I meant to give 
yon to-day, before you went out." " Then I'll 
make you remember it against another time, 
sirrah ! " mid his father. '' I'll teach you to fill 
your stomach with rny money !-Am I to lose my 
customers by your tricks, and then find you here 
eating my all? You are a rogue, and everybody 
has found you out to be a rogue; and the worst 
of rogues I find you, who scruples not to cheat 
his own father." Saying these words, with great 
vehemence he seized hold of Piedro, and in the 
very midst of the little fruit market gave him a 
severe beating. This beating did the boy no 
good; it was vengeance, not punishment. 
Picdro saw that his father was in a passion, aml 
knew that he was beaten because he was found 
nut to be a rogue, rather than for being one; he 
J'Ccollectcd, perfectly, that his father once said 
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to him, "Let e,·ery one take care of his own 

grapes." Indeed it was scarcely reasonable to 

expect, that a boy who had been educated to 

think that he might cheat every customer he 

could in the way of trade, should be afterwards 

scrupulously honest in liis conduct towards the 

father whose proverbs encouraged his childhood 

in cunning. Piedro writhed with bodily pain, 

as he left the market, after his drubbing; but 

his mind was not in the least amended; on the 

contrary, he was hardened to the sense of shame 

by the loss of reputation. All the little mer­

chants were spectators of this scene, and heard 

his father's words-" You arc a rogue, and the 

worst of rogues, who scruples not to cheat his 

mrn father." The3e irords were long remem­

bered, and long did Piedro feel their effect. He 

once flattered himself, that, w·hen his trade of 

selling fish failed him, he could readily engage 

in some other; but he now found, to his morti­

fication, that what Francisco's father said 1n·oved 

true, "In all trades the best fortune to set up 

with is a good character." Not one of the little 

eapolitan merchants would either enter into 

partnership with him, give him credit, or even 

trade with him for readv money.-'' If you 

,roulcl cheat your own father, to· he sme you 

would cheat us," ,ras rontinuall y said to him by 
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these prudent little people. Piedro was taunted 
,tnd treated ,rith contempt at home and abroad. 
His father, ,vhen l1e found that his son's smart­
ness was no longer useful in making bargains, 
sho,·ed him out of his way whenever he met 
l1im; all the food or clothes that he had at home 
seemed to be giren to him grudgingly, and with 
such expressions as these-<< Take that, but it is 
too good for you; you must eat this now, instead 
of gourds and figs, and be thankful you have 
e,·en this." Piedra spent a whole winter Ycry 
unhappily; he expected that all his old tricks, 
and especially what his father had said of him 
in the market-place, would Le soon forgotten; 
hut month passed after month, and still these 
things ,rere fresh in the memory of all who lrnd 
lmo,rn them. It is not easy to get rid of a bacl 
character. A very great rogue* was once heard 
to say, that he would, ,,·ith all his heart, gire 
ten thousand pounds for a good character, be­
cause he knew that he could make twenty thou­
t-and by it. Something like this was the senti­
ment of our cunning hero, ,rhen he experienced 
the evils of a bad reputation, and when he saw 
the numerous adrnntages which Francisco's 
good character procured. Such had been Piech·o's 

'" Chartres, 
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wretched education, that even the hard lessons 

of experience could not alter its pernicious 

effects. He was sorry his knavery had been de­

tected, but he still thought it clever to cheat, 

and was secretly persuaded that, if be had 

cheated successfully, he should have been happy. 

"But I know I am not happy now," said he to 

l1imself one morning, as he sat alone disconsolate 

by the sea-shore, dressed in tattered garments, 

weak and hungry, with an empty basket beside 

him. His fishing-rod, which he held between 

his knees, bent o\·er the dry sands instead of into 

the wate1·, for ho was not thinking of what he 

was about; his arms were folded, his head hung 

<lown, and his ragged hat ,ras slouched O\·er his 

face. He -was a melancholy spectacle. Fran­

cisco, as he was coming from his father's vine­

yard with a large dish of purple and white 

grapes upon his head, and a basket of melons 

and fig- hanging upon his arm, chanced to 

sec Piedro eated in this melancholy posture. 

Touched with compassion, Francisco approached 

him softly; his footsteps were not heard upon 

the sands, and Piedra did not perceive that any 

one was near him, till he felt something cold 

touch his hand; he then started, and looking up 

Faw a bunch of ripe grapes, which Francisco 

was hoJding orcr his head . ' ' Eat them, you'll 
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find them very good, I l10pe;· said Francisco..,. 
with a benevolent smile. "They are excellent 
-most exceJJent, and I am much obliged to 
you, Francisco," said Piedro. "I was verv 
Jrnngry, and that's what I often am now, with·­
out any body's caring any thing about it. I am 
not the fayourite I was with my father, but 
I know it is all my own fault." '' Wen, but 
cheer up," said Francisco, "my father always 
says, 'One who knows he has been in fault, and 
acknowledges it, will scarcely be in fault again: 
Yes, take as many tigs as you will," continued 
l1e, and he held his basket closer to Piedro, who, 
as he saw, cast ::i. hungry eye upon one of the-
1·ipe figs. "But," said Piedro, after he had 
taken several, "shall not I get you into a scrape 
by taking so many? "'\Von't your father be apt 
to miss them?" "Do you think I would give 
them to you if tl1ey were not my own?" said 
Francisco, witli a sudden glance of indignation. 
""\VeJJ, don't be angry that I asJ{ed the ques­
tion; it was only from fear of getting you into 
disgrace that I asked it." "It would not be 
easy for any body to do that, I hope," said Fran~ 
cisco, rather proudly. "And to me Jess than 
any body," replied Picdro, in an insinuati11g 
tone; '' I, tlmt am ·o much obliged to you!" 
" A hunch of grapes and .:t few fig arc Zl( 

" 
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mighty obligation," said Francisco, smiling; "I 
wish I could do more for you; you seem, indeed, 
to have been very unhappy of late ; -we never 
see you in the markets as we used to do." "No, 
ever since my father beat nie, and called me 
rogue before all the children there, I ha,,e never 
been able to show my face without being gibed 
at by one or t'other. If you would but take me 
along with you amongst them, and only just 
seem, my friend for a day or two, or so, it would 
quite set me up again, for they all like you."-­
" I would rather be than seem your friend, if I 
could," said Francisco. "Aye, to be sure, that 
would be still better," said Piedro, observing 
that Francisco, as he uttered his last sentence, 
was separating the grapes and other fruit, into 
two equal divisions-" To be sure, I would 
rather you would be than seem a friend to me; 
but I thought that was too much to ask at first 
-though I have a notion, notwithstanding I 
have been so unluck!J lately-I ha,·e a notion 
you would have no reason to repent of it; you 
would find me no bad hand if you were to try, 
and take me into partnership." "Partnership!" 
interrupted Francisco, drawing back alarmed 
--" I had no thoughts of that." "But ,-ron't 
you, can't you," said Piedro, in a supplicating 
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tone; "can't you hare thoughts of it? You'd 
find me a very active partner." Francisco still 
dl'ew back, and kept his eyes fixed upon the 
ground-he was embarrassed, for he pitied 
Piedro, and he scarcely knew how to point out 
to him that. something more is necessary in a 
partner in trade besides acti,·ity-honesty. 
" Can't you?" repeated Piedro, thinking that 
he hesitated from merely mercenary rnotires. 
a You shall have what share of the profits you 
please." "I was not thinking of the profits," 
said Francisco; "but without meaning to be 
rn-natured to vou, Piedro, I rn ust sa v, that I ~ . 
cannot enter into any partnership with you at 
present: but I will do what, perhaps, you will 
like as well," said he, taking half the fruit out 
of his basket.-'' You are heartily welcome to 
this; try and sell it in the children's fruit mar­
ket; I'll go on before you, and speak to those I 
am acquainted with, and tell them that you are 
going to set up a neu' character, and that you 
hope to make it a good one. Hey, shall I ? " 
" Thank you for ever, dear Francisco," cried 
Piedro, seizing his plentiful gift of fruit-" say 
what you please for me." " But don't mal.:e me 
say any thing that is not true," said Francisco, 
pausmg. "No, to be sure not," said Picdro; 

I I 
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" I do mean to give no room for scandal. If I 

could get them to trust me as they clo you, I 

should be happy indeed." " That is what you 

may do, if you please," said Francisco. "Adieu, 

I wish you well with all my heart, but I must 

leave you now, or I shall be too late for the 

marl,et." 

VOL. II-
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Chi va piano, va srrno, c anche lonfono, 
Fair antl softly goes far in a day. 

Prnnno hacl now an opportunity to establish a good character. "\Vhen he ,rent into the market 
with his grapes and figs, he found that he was 
not shunned or taunted as usual ; all seemed 
disposed to believe in his intended reformation, 
and to gire him a fair trial. These farnurablc 
dispositions towarrls him "·ere the con~ec1uence of Francisco's benevolent representations: he told them tliat he thoug-ht Pie<h-o had suffered '-' enough to cure him of his tricks, and that it ,rould be cruelty in them, because he might 

once hare been in fault, to banish him by their 
reproaches from among t them, and tlrns to pre­
rent him from the means of gaining his lireli­
hoocl honestly. Piedro made a good beginning, 
and gare ,drnt .'evcral of the younger customers thought exceJlent bargains; his grapes and figs ,1·erc quidly sold, and with the mo11ey that lie 

got for thrm. }iP thC' next <fay p11rch:1c;rcl from a 
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fruit dealer a fresh supply; and thus he went on 
for some time, conducting himself with scru­
pulous honesty, so that he acquired some credit 
among his companions. They no longer watched 
him with suspicious eyes; they trusted to his 
measures and weights, and they counted less 
carefully the change which they received from 
him. The satisfaction he felt from this altera­
tion in their manners was at first delightful to 
him ; but in proportion to his credit bis oppor­
tunities of defrauding increased, and these be­
came temptations which he had not the firmness 
to resist. His old manller of thinking recurred. 
"I make but a few shillings a day, and this is 
but slow ,rork," said he to himself-a What 
signifies my good character if I make so little by 
it? " 'Light gains, and frequent, make a, heavy 
purse,,;.~ was one of Francisco's proverbs. But 
Piedro was in too great haste to get rich to take 
time into his account. He set his invention to 
work, and he did not ,•,·ant for ingenuity, to 
devise means of cheating without running the 
risk of detection. He obserrccl that the younger 
llart of the community ,rere extreme] y fond of 
certain coloured sugar-plums, and of burnt al­
monds: with the money he had earned by two 

t Poco c spc~so cmpic il horsctlo. 
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months' trading in fruit he laid in a large stock, 
or what appeared to these little merchants a 
large stock, of these almonds and sugar-plums; 
and he painted in capital gold-coloured letters 
upon his board_. "The sweetest, largest, most 
admirable sugar-plums of all colours ever sold in 
Naples to be had here ; and in gratitude to his 
numerous customers, Piedro adds to these burnt 
almonds gratis." 

This advertisement attracted the attention of 
all who could read, and many who could not 
read heard it repeated with delight. Crowds of 
children surrounded Piedro's board of promise, 
and they all went away the first day amply 
satisfied ; each had a full measure of coloured 
sugar-plums at the usual price, and along with 
these a burnt almond gratis. The burnt almond 
liad such an effect upon the public judgment, 
that it was universally allowed the sugar-plums 
were, as the advertisement set forth, the largest, 
sweetest, most admirable ever sold in Naples; 
though all the time these were in no respect 
better than any other sugar-plums. It was 
generally reported that Piedro gave full mea­
sure, fuller than was to be had at any other 
board in the city: he measured the sugar-plums 
in a little cubical tin box, and this, it was 
affirmed, he heaped up to the top, and pressed 
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'-lawn before he pourccl out the contents into thr 

open han<ls of his appro,·ing customers. This 

belief, and Picdro's popularity, continued longer 

e,-eu than he hacl expectetl j and, as he thought 

his sugar-plums had no,,- secured their reputa­

tion with lhe generous public, he gradually neg­

lected to add burnt almonds gratis. One day 

a boy of about ten years old passed carelessly by, 

whistling as he went along, and s,ringing a car­

penter's rule in his hand. "Ha! ,rhat have ,re 

here ? " cried he, stopping to read what was 

written on Piedro's board. "This promises 

rarely. Olcl as I am, and tall of my age, which 

makes the matter worse, I arn still as fond of 

sugar-plums as my little sister, who is firn years 

younger than I.--Come, signor, fill me quick, 

for I'm in haste to taste them, two measures of 

the weetest)argest, most admirable sugar-plums 

in Naples-one measure for myself, and one for 

my little Rosetta." " You'll pay for yourself 

and yonr sister then/' said Picdro, "for no 

eredit is gi,-en here." "No credit do I ask," 

repliecl the lively boy ; ",rhen I told you I 

loved sugar-plums, did I tell you I loved them, 

or even my sister, so , ell as to nm in debt for 

them ? Here's for myself, and here's for my 

!:'ister's share," ~aid he, la\·ino- down his money-
. 0 • 

·• and now for the burnt almonds gratis, my 
11 3 



78 THE LITTLE MERCHANTS. 

good fellow." cc They are all out; I have been 
out of burnt almonds this great while/' said 
Piedro. "Then why are they in your adver­
tisement here? " said Carlo. '' I have not had 
time to scratch them out of the board."-­
u What, not when you have, by your own 
account, been out of them a great while ?-I did 
not know it required so much time to blot out a 
few words-let us try;" and as he spoke, Carlo, 
for that was the name of Piedro's new customer, 
pulled a bit of white chalk out of his pocket, and 
drew a broad score across the line on the board 
which pi-omised burnt almonds gratis. "You 
are most impatient," said Piedro; " I shall have 
a fresh stock of almonds to-morrow." "Why 
must the board tell a lie to-day?" u It would 
ruin me to alter it," said Piedro. cc A lie may 
ruin you, but I could scarcely think the truth 
could." "You have no right to meddle with 
me, or my board," said Piedro, put off his guard, 
and out of his usual soft voice of civility, by this 
last observation. "My character, and that of my 
board, are too firmly established now for any 
chance customer like you to injure." "I never 
dreamed of injuring you or any one else," said 
Carlo-" I wish, moreover, you may not injure 
yourself. Do as you please with your board, 
but give me my sugar.plums, for I have some 
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right to meddle with those, having paid for 

them." " Hold out your hand then ." " No, 

put them in here, if you please; put my sister's 
at least in here-she likes to have them in this 

box; I bought some for her in it yesterday, and 

she'll think they'll taste the better out of the 
same box. But how is this ? your measure does 

not fill my box nearly; you give us very few 
sugar-plums for our money." " I give you full 
measure, as I give to every body." "The mea­
sure should be an inch cube, I know," said 

Carlo: "that's what all the little merchants have 
agreed to, you know." " True," said Piedro, 

" so it is." " And so it is, I must allow," said 
Carlo, measuring the outside of it with the car­

penter's rule which he held in his hand, " an 

inch every way-and yet by my eye-and I 
have no bad one, being used to measuring car­

penter's work for my fathcr,-by my eye I should 
think this would have held more sugar-plums." 

'' The eye often deceives us," said Piedro ; 
,: there's nothing like measuring, you find." 

" There's nothing like measuring, I find, in­
deed," replied Carlo, as he looked closely at the 
end of his rule, which, since he had spoke last, 
l1e had put into the tin cube to take its depth 
in the inside.-" This is not as deep by a 

quarter of an inch, Signor Picdro, measured 
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within as it is measured without." Piedro changed colour terribly> and seizing hold of the tin box, endeavoured to wrest it from the youth w110 measured so accurately. Carlo held his prize fast, and lifting it above his head, he ran into the midst of the square, where the little market was 11eld, exclaiming, " A discovery! a <lisco\·cry ! that concerns aU who lore sugar­
plums. A discovery ! a discorery ! tl1at concerns all who ham erer bought the sweetest, large -t, most a<lmira,ble sugar-plums e,·er sold in Xaples." 

The croird gathered from all parts of the square as he spoke. '' "'\Ve have bought," and ""'\Ve haxe bought of tho e sugar-plums," cried several little -rnices at once, " if you mean Piedro's." " The same," continued Carlo; " he who, out of gratitude to his numerous customers, gi,·es, or promises to give, burnt almonds gratis." " Excellent they were ! " cried sc,·eral roices. ""\Ve all 1,now Piedro "·ell; but \!'hat's your discorery? " " 11 y di seen-cry is," said Carlo, " that you, none of you, know Picdro. Look you here-look at this box, this is his measure­it has a false bottom, it holds only three quarter· as much as it ought to do, and his numerous customers hm·e all been cheated of one quarter of every measure of tl1c admirahle bug:u·-plum.., 
they have bought from him.-' Think twice of 
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a good bargain,' says the proverb." " So we 

have been finely duped indeed," cried some, 

looking at one another with a mortified air. 

" ' Full of courtesy, full of craft!'"~ "So this 

is the meaning of his burnt almonds gratis,'' 

cried others: all joined in an uproar of indig­

nation except one, who, as he stood behind the 

rest, expressed in his countenance silent surprise 

and sorrow. " Is this Piedro a relation of 

yours?" said Carlo, going up to this silent per­

son; " I am sorry, if be be, that I have pub­

lished his disgrace, for I would not hurt !JOU; 

you don't sell sugar-plums as he does, I'm sure, 

for my little sister Rosetta has often bought 

from you. Can this Piedro be a friend of 

yours? " '' I wished to have been his friend, 

but I see I can't," said Francisco; " he is a 

neighbour of ours, and I pitied him, but since 

he is at his old tricks again there's an end of the 

matter. I have reason to be obliged to you, for 

I was nearly taken in; he has behaved so well 

for some time past, that I intended this very 

evening to have gone to him, and to have told 
him, that I was willing to do for him what he 

has long begged of me to do, to enter into part­

nership with him." "Francisco! Francisco!-

• Chi tc fa carczzc piu chc non suolc, 

0 ingannato t'ha, o ingannar tc vuole. 
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your measure; lend u:; your measure!" cxdairnccl 
a number of the little merchants crowding round 
l1irn. " You have a measure for sugar-plums, 
and we have all agreed to refer to that, and to 
see 110w much we have been cheated before we 
go to break Piedro's bench, and declare him 
bankrupt,:., the punishment for all Jrnaves." 
They pressed on to Francisco's board, obtained his 
measure, and found that it held something more 
than a quarter above the quantity that could be 
contained in Piedro's. The cries of the enraged 

u populace were now most clamourous; they hu!lg 
the jnst and unjust measnres npon high poles, 
and forming themselves into a formidable pha­
lanx, they proceeded towards Piedro's " ·ell­
known yello,r-lettered board, exclaiming as they 
went along, '' Common cause! common cause! 
The little Neapolitan merchants will ha,·c no 
knaves amongst them! Break his bench! Break 
his bench ! He is a bankrupt in hone:;ty." 

Piedro saw the mob, heard the indignant 
clamour, and, terrified at the approach of num-

• This word comes from two Italian words, Banco rotto 
-broken bench. Bankers and merchants used formerly 
to count thefr money, and write their Li!Js of exchange, 
upon benches in the streets; and when a merchant 01• 
banker lost his credit, and was unable to pay his debts, Iiis bench was broken. 

I • 
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hers, 11e ficd with the utmost precipitation, having 
scarcely time to pack up half his sugar-plums; 
there was a prodigious number, more than would 
have filled many honest measures, scattered upon 
the ground, and trampled under foot by the crowd. 
Piedro's bench was broken, and the public venge­
ance wreaked itself also upon his treacherous 
1minted board. It was, after being much disfi­
gured by ,·arious inscriptions expressive of the 
universal contempt for Piedro, hung up in a con~ 
spicuous part of the market-place, and the false 
measure was fastened like a cap upon one of its 
corners. Piedro cou]d never more show his face 
in this market, and all hopes of friendship, all 
hopes of partnership ,dth Francisco, were for 
ever at an end. 

If rogues could calculate, they would cease to 
be rogues, for they wou]d certainly discover, that 
it is most for their interest to be honest-setting 
aside the pleasme of being esteemed and belm-ed, 
of having a safe conscience, with perfect freedom 
from all the variou em l.Janassmcnts and terrors 
to which knaves arc subject. Is it not clear, 
that our crafty hero ,rould have gained rather 
more by a partnership ,rith Francisco, and by a 
fair character, than he could possibly obtain by 
frauclulent dealing in comfits? 

\Vl1<'n the mob hacl dispersed, after satisfying 
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themselves with executing summary justice upon 
Piedro's bench and board, Francisco found a car .. 
penter's rule lying upon the ground near Pierlro's 
broken bench, which he recollected to have seen 
in the hanus of Carlo; he examined it carefully, 
and he found Carlo's name written upon it, and 
the name of the street whete he lived ; and 
though it was considerably out of his way, he set 
out immediately to restore the rule, which was 
a very handsome one, to its rightful owner. 
After a hot walk through several streets, he 
overtook Carlo, who had just reached the door of 
his own house. Carlo was particularly obliged 
to liim, he said, for restoring this rule to him, as 
it ,vas a present from the master of a vessel, who 
employed his father to do carpenter's work for 
him. " One should not praise one's self, they 
say," continued Carlo; "but I long so much to 
give you a good opinion of me, that I must tell 
you the whole history of the rnle you have saved ; 
it was given to me for having measured the 
work, and made up the bill of a whole pleasure­
boat myself. You may guess I should have been 
sorry enough to have lost it. Thank you for its 
heino- once more in my careless hands; and tell 

0 • 

me, I beg, whenever I can do you any service-by 
the bye, I can make up for you a fruit-stall; I'll 
do it to-morrow, and it shall be the admiration 

"· 
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nf the market. Is there any thing else you could 
think of for me? " "Why, yes," said Francisco, 
" since you are so good-natured, perhaps you'd 
be kind enough to tell me the meaning of some 
of those lines and figures that I see upon your 
rule; I have a great curiosity to know their use." 
" That I'll explain to you with pleasure, as 
far as I know them myself; but when I'm at a 
fault, my father, who is cleverer than I am, and 
understands trigonometry, can help us out." 
'' Trigonometry ! " repeated Francisco, not a 
little alarmed at this high-sounding word; 
"that's what I certainly shall never understand." 
" Oh, never fear," replied Carlo, laughing; " I 
looked just as you do now,-1 felt just as you do 
now,-all in a fright and a puzzle, when I first 
heard of angles and sines, and ver-sines, and co­
sines, and arcs,and centres, andcomplements,ancl 
tangents." "Oh mercy ! mercy! " interrupted 
Francisco, whilst Carlo laughed, with a sense, 
but with a benernlent sense, of superiority. 
"\Yhy," said he, "you'll find all these things are 
nothing when you are used to them-but I cannot 
explain my rule to you here broiling in the sun­
besides, it will not be the work of a day, I pro­
mise you ; but come and sec us at your leisure 
hours, and we'll study it together-I ha,·e a great 
notion we shall become friends, and, to begin, 

I 
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step in ,rith me now," said Car1o, er ancl eat a 
little macaroni with ns; I know it is ready by 
this time: besides, you'll see my father, :md he'll 
show you plenty of rules and compasses, as you 
like such things, and then I'll go home with you 
in the cool of the crening-, and you shall sho" cc • 

me your melons and ,ines, and teach me in time 
something of gardening. Oh, I see ,re must be 
good friends, just made for each other, so come 
in-no ceremony." 

Carlo was not mistaken in his predictions; lie 
;md Francisco became very good friends, spent 
all their leisure hours together, either in Carlo'::, 
workshop, or in Francisco's vineyard, and they 
mutually irnprored each other. Francisco, before 
he saw his friencl's rule, knew but just enough of 
arithmetic to calculate in his head the price of 
tl1e fruit which he solcl in the mai·ket; but with 
Carlo's assistance, and with the ambition to 
m1derstand the tables and figures upon the won­
derful rule, he set to work in earnest, and in 
due time satisfied both himself and hi. master. 
«"\Vho knows but the e things that I am learning 
now may be of some use to me before I die? " 
aid Francisco, as he \\·as sitting one morning 

with his tutor, the carpenter. " To be sure it 
will/' said the carpenter, putting down his com­
passes with which he ,ras c1ra,ring a circ:Jc: 

' I • 
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" arithmetic is a most useful, and, I was going 
to say, necessary thing to be known by men in 
all stations, and a little trigonometry does no 
harm; in short, my maxim is, no knowledge 
comes amiss, for a man's head is of as much use 
to him, and more, than his hands. 

A word to the wise will always suffice.~ 

Be~ides, to say nothing of making a fortune, is 
not there a great pleasure in being something 
of a scholar, and being able to pass one's time 
with one's book, and one's compasses, and pencil? 
safe companions these for young and old: no 
one gets into mischief that has pleasant things to 
think of and to do ,\·hen alone, and I know, for 
my part, trigonom~try is--" 

Here the carpenter, just as he was going to 
pronounce a fresh panegyric upon his favourite 
trigonometry, was interrupted by the sudden 
entrance of his little sister H.osetta, all in tears, 
a \·ery unusual spectacle! Rosetta, take the year 
round, shed fewer tears than any child of her 
age in Naples. '' \Yhy, my dear good-humoured 
little Rosetta, what has happened?"-" ,vhy 
these large tears?" said her brother Carlo; and 
lie went up to her, and wiped them from her 
cheeks.-" And these that are going over the 

• .\. buon inlcnditor poehc parole. 
I 2 
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bridge of the nose so fast; I must stop these tears, 
too," said Carlo. Rosetta, at this speech, burst 
out a laughing, and said, "that she did not know 
till then that she had any bridge on her nose." 
"And were these shells the cause of your tears?" 
said her brother, looking at a heap of shells, 
which she held before her in her frock. ''Yes, 
partly," said Rosetta; " it was partly my own 
fault, but not all. You know I went out to the 
carpenter's yard, near the arsenal, where all the 
children are picking up chips and sticks so busily, 
and I was as busy as any of them, because I 
wanted to fill my basket soon, and then I thought 
I should sell my basketful directly in the little 
wood-market. And as soon as I had filletl my 
basket, and made up my faggot, which was not 
done, brother, till I was almost baked by the sun, 
for I was forced to wait by the carpenters for 
the bits of wood to make up my faggot; I say, 
when it was all ready, and my basket full, I left 
it altogether in the yard." "That was not wise 
to leave it," said Carlo. "But I only left it for 
a few minutes, brother, and I could not think 
any body would be so dishonest as to take it 
whilst I was away. I only just ran to tell a boy, 
who had picked up these beautiful shells upon 
the sea-shore, and ffho wanted to seJI them, that 
I should be glad to buy them from him if he 

' 1 
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would only be so good as to keep them for me 
for an hour or so, till I had carried my wood to 
market, and till I had sold it, an<l so had money 
to pay him for the shells." "Your heart was set 
mightily on these shells, Rosetta!" "Yes; for I 
thought you and Francisco, brother, would like 
to have them for your nice grotto that you are 
making at Resiua, that was the reason I was in 
sud1 a hurry to get them. The boy who had 
them to sell was very good-natured; he pourell 
them into my lap, and said I had such an honest 
face he would trust me, and that, as he was in a 
great hurry, he could not wait an hour whilst I 
sold my "·ood ; but that he was sure I would pay 
11im in the ei-ening, and he told me that he 
,rould call here this evening for the money; but 
now, \rhat shall I do, Carlo? I shall have no 
money to give him ; I must give him back his 
shells, and that's a great pity." "But how hap­
pened it that you did not sell your woocl? '' 
"Oh, I forgot; did not I tell you that? .. When I 
went back for my bas1.:ct, do you know it was 
empty, quite empty,-not a chip left. Some dis­
honest person had carried it all off. Had not I 
reason to cry no\r, Carlo?" "I'll o-o this minute • 0 

into the woocl-rnarket, and sec if I can finrl your 
faggot; mm't that be better than crying? " said 
her hroth!'r. "Should yuu know any one of 

I :~ 
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your pieces of wood again) if you were to sec 
them ? '' " Y cs) one of them, I am sure I shoultl 
know again;' said Rosetta: "it had a notch at 
one end of it) where one of the ca11Jentcrs cut it 
off from another piece of wood for me." And is 
the piece of wood from which the carpenter cut 
it still to be seen?" said Francisco. '' Yes) it is 
in the yard; but I cannot bring it to you) for it 
is very hea,-y." ""\Ve can go to it)" said Francisco, 
" and I hope we shall recover your basketful." 
He and Carlo went with Rosetta immediately to 
the yard near the arsenal) saw the notched piece 
of ,vood, and then proceeded to t11c little wood­
market, and searched every heap that lay before 
the little factors, but no notched bit was to be 
found) and Rosetta declared that she did not see 
one stick that looked at all like any of hers. On 
their part, her companions eagerly untied their 
faggots to show them to hcr)and exclaimed) "that 
they ,rere incapable of taking ,r hat did not belong 
to them ;-that of all persons they should never 
have thought of taking any thing from the good­
naturecl little Rosetta, who was always ready to 
give to others, and to help them in making up 
their loads." 

Despairing of discovering the thief; Francisco 
al1(1 Carlo left the market; as they were returning 
home they were met bv the Euglish sen-ant . . 

r. 
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... \rthur, who asked Francisco where he hacl Leen, 
and where he ,ms going. As soon as he heard 
of Rosetta's lost faggot, and of the bit of wood, 
notched at one end, of which Rosetta clrew the 
hape with a bit of chalk that her brother lent 

her, Arthur exclaimed, "I have seen such a bit 
of ,vood as this within this quarter of an hour, 
but I cannot recollect where !-Stay: it was at 
the baker's, I think, where I went for some rolls 
for my master. It was lying beside his oven." 
To the baker's they all went as fast as possible, 
and they got there but just in time; the baker 
had in his hand the bit of wood, with which he 
was that instant going to feed his oven. " Stop, 
good J\Ir. Baker!" cried Rosetta, who ran into 
the baker's shop first; and as he heard " Stop! 
stop ! " re-echoed by many voices, the baker 
stopped, and turning to Francisco, Carlo, and 
Arthur, begged, with a countenance of some 
surprise, to know why they desired him to stop. 
The case was easily explained, and the baker told 
t hem, that he did not buy any wood in the little 
market that morning; that this faggot he had 
purchased, between the hours of twelve and 
thirteen,;'! from a lad of about Francisco's height, 

• The Italians begin their day at sun-set, and reckon 
t he hours in an uninterrupted series from one to twcnty­
four. 
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whom 11c met near the yard of the arsenal. 
<< This is my bit of ,vood, I am sure; I know it 
by this notch," said Rosetta. « \V ell," said the 
baker, '' if you will stay here a few minutes you 
will probably see the lad who sold it to me; lie 
desired to be paid in bread, and my bread was not 
quite baked when he was here; I bid him call 
again in an hour, and I fancy he will be pretty 
punctual, for he looked desperately hungry." 
The baker had scarcely finished speaking, ,rhcn 
Francisco, who was standing watching at the 
door, exclaimed, "Here comes Pieclro ! I hope 
he is not the boy who sold you the wood, l\Ir. 
Baker?" "He is the boy, though," replied the 
baker; ancl Piedro, who now entered the shop, 
started at the sight of Carlo and Francisco, whom 
}1e liad never seen since the day of disgrace in 
the fruit market. 

" Your servant, Signor Piedro," saicl Carlo; 
"I ha,·c the honour to tell you, that this piece 
of ,rood, and all that you took out of the basket, 
which you found in the yard of the arsenal, be­
longs to my sister." c< Yes, indeed," cried Rosetta. 
Pie<lro being 1·ery certain that nobocl y sa,,· hin! 
when he emptied Rosetta's basket, and imagining 
that he was su ·pected only upon the bare asser­
tion of a child like Rosetta, who might IJc haJlled 
and frirrhtcncd ont of lier .:;torv, boldlv denied b • • 
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the charge, and defied any one to prove him 
ITUilty. 0 • 

"He has a right to be heard in his own 
defence," said Arthur, wit.h the cool justice of an 
Englishman; and he stopped the angry Carlo's 
arm, who was going up to the culprit with all 
the Italian vehemence of oratory and gesture. 
Arthur went on to say something in bad Italian, 
about the excellence of an English trial by jury, 
which Carlo was too much enraged to hear, but 
to Yrhich Francisco paid attention, and turning 
to Piedro, he asked him if he was willing to be 
judged by twelve of his eq_uals? "With a11 my 
heart," said Pieclro, still maintaining an un­
moved countenance, and they returned immedi­
ately to the little wood market. 

In their way they had passed through the 
fruit market, and crowds of those who were ,rell 
acquainted ,rith Piedro's former transactions fol­
lo\Ved to hear the event of the present trial. 
Arthur could not, especially as he spoke wretched 
Italian, make the eager little merchants under­
stand the nature and advantages of an English 
trial by jury. They preferred their own sum­
mary mode of proceeding. Francisco, in whose 
integrity all had perfect confidence, was chosen 
with unanimous shouts for the judge, hut he 
fleclincd the ofliC'e, anti another was appointed 
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He was raised upon a bench, and tlie guiltv, 
but insolent-looting Piedro, and the ingenuo{1s 
modest Rosetta, stood before him. She made her 
complaint in a very artless manner, and Piedro, 
with ingenuity which in a better cause would 
lm,·e deserved admiration, spoke volubly and 
craftily in his own defence; but all that he could 
say could not alter the facts. The judge com­
pared the notched bit of wood found at the 
baker's with the piece from which it was cut, 
which he went to see in the yard of the arsenal. 
1 t was found to fit ex.act! y. The judge then 
found it impossible to rc!Strai11 the loud indigna­
tion of all the spectators. The prisoner was sen­
tenced ncrer more to sell wood in that market; 
and the moment sentence was pronounced Picdro 
was hissed and hooted out of the market-place. 
--Thus a third time he deprfred himself of 
the means of earning his bread. 

vV e shall not dwell upon a1l l1is petty methods 
of cheating in the trades he next attempted. He 
lianclcd lemonade about in a part of Naples where 
he was not known; but he lost his cnstomers by 
putting too much water and too little lemon into 
J1is be,·erage. He then took to the ,vaters from 
the sulpbureous springs, and served them about 
to foreigners; but one day, a 11e was trying to 
jostle a competitor from a coach door, he slipped 
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his foot, and broke his glasses. They had been 
bono,recl from an old woman, ,rho l1ired out 
glasses to the boys ,\·ho sold lemonade. Piedro 
Jrne"·, that it ,ms the custom to pay of course 
for all that were broken; but this he ·was not 
inclined to do-he had a few shillings in his 
pocket, and thought that it would be Yery clever 
to defraud this poor woman of her right, and to 
8pend his shillings upon what he valued much 
more than he did his good name-macaroni. 
'Ihe shillings ,,ere soon gone. And ,Ye shall 
for t1ic present lea,·e Pie<lro to his follies and his 
fate, or, to speak more properly, to his follies 
and their inevitable consequences. 

Francisco n·as all this time acquiring knO\r­
Jetlge from his new friends, without neglecting 
his own or his father's business. He contrived, 
during the course of the autumn and winter, to 
make himself a tolerable arithmetician. Carlo's 
father could draw plans in architectme neatly, 
and, pleased with the eagemess Francisco showed 
to recei,·e instruction, he willingly put a pencil 
and compasses into his hand, and taught him all 
lie lrnei,· himself. Francisco had great perse­
Yernnce, aml by repeated trials, he at length 
succeeded in copying exactly all the plans which 
his master lent him. His copies, in time, sur­
pa!-~C<l the mi~inals, nncl Carlo exclaimc<l with 
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astonishment, a "\Vhy, Francisco, wliat an asto­
nishing genius you ham for drawing! Abso­
lutely you draw plans better than my father!'' 
"As to genius," said Fi-ancisco, honestly, a I 
have none. AH that I have done has been done 
by hard labour; I don't know how other people 
do things, but I am sure that I never have been 
able to get anything done well but by patience; 
don't you remember, Carlo, how you, and eren 
Rosetta, laughed at me the first time your father 
put a vencil into my awkward, clumsy hands." 
a Because," said Carlo, laughing again at the 
recollection, a you held your pencil so drolly; 
and ,rhen you ,rnre to cut it, you cut it just as 
if you ,rere using a pruning-knife to your vines; 
but now it is your turn to laugh, for you surpas 
us all. And the times are changed since I set 
about to explain this rule of mine to you." 
a Aye, that rule," said Francisco, « how much I 
OYre to it! Some great people, when they lose 
any of their fine things, cause the crier to promise 
a reward of so much money to whoever shall 
find and restore their trinket; how richly hm·c 
you and your father rewarded me for returning 
this rule! " 

Francisco's modesty and gratitude, a ther ffer 
perfectly sincere, attached his friends to l1in 
most pon·erfully; but there was one person wh 
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regrettccl our hero's frequent absence from his 
vineyard at Resina. Not Francisco's father, for 
he was well satisfied his son never neglected his 
business; and as to the hours spent in Naples, 
he had so much confidence in Francisco, that he 
felt no apprehension of his getting into bad com­
pany. When his son had once said to him, "I 
spend my time at such a place, and in such and 
such a manner," he was as wel1 convinced of its 
being so as if he had watched and seen him 
every moment of the day. But it was Arthur 
who complained of Francisco's absence. "I see, 
because I am an Englishman," said he, " you 
don't value my friendship, and yet that is the 
Yery reason you ought to value it-no friends so 
good as the English-be it spoken without 
offence to your Italian friend, for whom you now 
continually leave me to dodge up and down here 
in Resina, ,rithout a soul that I like to speak 
to, for you are the only Italian I ever liked." 
"You shall like another, I promise you," said 
Francisco; "you must come with to Carlo's, 
ancl see how I spend my evenings; then complain 
of me if you can." It " ·as the utmost stretch of 
Arthut''s complaisance to pay this Yisit; but, in 
spite of his national prejudices and habitual 
resen-e of temper, he was pleased with the re­
ception he met with from the generous Carlo ancl 

\'OL. lI. K 
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the playful Rosetta. They sho,red him Fran ... 
cisco's drawings ·with enthusiastic eagerness; and 
Arthur, though no great judge of drawing, ,ras 
in astonishment, and frequently repeated, "I 
know a gentleman who visits my master, who 
,,ould like these things-I wish I might lia,·e 
them to show him." ,< Take them, then," said 
Carlo; a I wish all Naples conld see them, pro­
vided they might be liked half as ·well as I like 
them." 

Arthur carried off the drawings; and one day, 
when bis master ,ms better than usual, and "hen 
he was at leisure, eating a dessert of Francisco's 
grapes, he entered respectfo1ly with his little 
portfolio under his arm, and begged permission 
to show his master a few dra,rings, done by the 
gardener's son, whose grapes he was eating. 
Though not quite so partial a judge as the enthu­
siastic Carlo, this gentleman ,ras both pleased and 
surprised at the sight of these drawings, consider­
ing ho\,· s110rt a time Francisco had applied him­
self to this art, and what slight instructions he 
had recei,·ed. Arthur was de3irecl to summon the 
young artist. Francisco's honest, open manner, 
joined to the proofs he had gi,·en of his abi1ities, 
and the character Arthur ga,·e him for strict ho­
nesty, and constant kindness to his parents, intcr­
<'stcd Mr. L 't ·\ this English gen tlcmm1, muc11 in 
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liis favour. Mr. L'" -'ic ·was at this time in treaty 
with an Italian painter, whom he wished to 
engage to copy for him, exactly, some of the 
cornices, mouldings, tablets, and antique orna­
ments, which are to be seen amongst tbe ruins of 
the ancient city of Herculaneum.'* 

,jl' W c must give those of our young English readers who 
may not be acquainted with the ancient city of Herculaneum 
some idea of it. :None can uc ignorant that near Naples is 
the celebrated volcanic mountain of V csuvius ;- tlrnt, from 
time to time, there happen violent €ruptions from this 
mountain, that is to say, flames and immense clouds of 
smoke issue from different openings, mouths, or craters, as 
they are called, but more especially from the summit of 
the mountain, which is distinguished by the name of the 
CratEI'. A rumbling, and afterwards a, roaring, noise is 
heard within, and prodigious quantities of stones, and mi­
nerals burnt into masses ( scorim ), arc thrown out of tho 
crater, sometimes to a great distance. The hot ashes from 
l\Iount Y csuvius have often been seen upon the roofs of 
the houses of Xaplcs, from which it is six miles distant. 
Streams of lava run down the side of the mountain during 
the time of an eruption, destroying every thing in their 
way, and overwhe~m the houses and Yincyards which are in 
the neighbourhood. About 17 50 years ago, during tho 
reign of tr.e Roman emperor Titus, there happened a ter­
rible eruption of l\Iount Vesuvius ; and a large city called 
Herculaneum, which was situated at about four miles 
distance from the volcano, was overwhelmed by the 
streams of lava which poured into it, filled up the streets, 
and quickly covered over the tops of the houses, so that thu 
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whole was no more visible. It remained for many years 
buried. The lava which covered it became in time fit for 
vegetation, plants grew there, a new soil was formed, and 
a new town, called Portici, was built over the place where 
Herculaneum formerly stood. The little village of Resina 
is also situated near the spot. About fifty years ago, in a 
poar man's garden at Resina, a hole in a well about thirty 
feet below the surface of the earth was observed ; some per­
sons had the curiosity to enter into this hole, a11d, after 
creeping under ground for some time, they came to the 
foundations of houses. The peasants, inhabitants of the 
village, who had probably never heard of Herculaneum, 
were somewhat surprised at their discovery."' About the 
same time, in a pit in the town of Portici, a simila-r passage 
under ground was discovered, and, by orders of the king 
of Xaples, workmen were employed to dig away the earth, 
and clear the passages. They found at length the en­
trance into the town, which, during the reign of Titus, 
was buried under lava. It was about eighty-ei,t;ht N eapo­
iitan palms ( a palm contains near nine inches) below the 
top of the pit. The workmen, as they cleared the passages, 
marked their way with chalk when they came to a turn­
iug, lest they should lose themselves. The streets branched 
out in many directions, and lying across them the work­
men often found large vieces of timber, beams, and rafters ; 
some broken in the fall, others entire. These beams and 
rafters are burned quite black, and look like charcoal, ex­
cept those that were found in moist places, which have 
more the colour of rotten wood, and which arc like a soft 
paste, into which you might run your hancl. The walls 
of the houses slant, some one way, some another, and• 

- Pllilu~opllical Transactions, vol. ix. p, 14(). 
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some are upright. Several magnificent buildings of 

brick, fac'cld ·with marble of different colours, are partly 

seen, where the workmen have cleared away the earth and 

lava with which they were encrusted. Columns of red 

and white marble, and flights of marble steps, are seen in 

different places. And out of the ruins of the palaces 

some very fine statues and pictrucs have been clug. Fo­

reigners who visit Kaples are extremely cmious to sec 

this subtcrraneous city, ancl arc desirous to carry with 

them into their own country some proofs of their having 

examined this wonderful place. 
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CHAPTER III. 

Tittle le gran f aceende si f anno di pocct cos a. 
Great things hang upon small wires. 

SIGNOR CAlUILLO, the artist employed by 
Mr. L '~ ~ to copy some of the antique ornaments 
in Herculaneum, was a liberal-minded man, per­
fcctl y free from that 111ean jealousy which would 
repress the efforts of rising genius. " Here is a 
lad of scarcely fifteen, a poor gardener's son, 
who, with merely the instruction he could obtain 
frorn a common carpenter, has learnecl to draw 
these plans and elevations, which, you sec, are 
tolerably neat. What an advantage your in­
structions would be to him," said Mr. L * 1

\ as 
he introduced Francisco to Signor Camillo. "I 
am interested for this lad, from what I have 
learned of his good conduct: I hear he is strictly 
honest, and one of the best of sons ; let us do 
something for him: if you will give him some 
knowledge of your art, I will, as far as money 
can recompense you for your loss of time, pay 
whatever you may think reasonable for his 
instructions." Signor Camillo made no diflicul-
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he~; he was pleased with his pupil's appearance, 
and every clay he liked him better and better. 
Iu the room where they worked together, there 
were some large books of drawings and plates, 
which Francisco saw now and then opened by 
]1is master, and which he bad a great desire to 
look over; but when he was left in the room by 
l1irn elf he ne,·cr touched them, because he had 
not permission. Signor Carnillo, the first day 
be came into this room with his pupil, said to 
him, << Herc are many valuable books and draw­
ings, young man ; I trust, from the character I 
have heard of you, that they will be per fee ti y 
safe here." 

Some weeks after Francisco had been with the 
pa.inter, they had occasion to look for the front of 
a temple in one of these large books-« \Vhat ! 
don't you know in which book to look for it, 
Francisco? " cried his m:1ste1·, with some impa­
tience. « Is it pos ible that you have been here 
so long with these books, and that you cannot 
find the print I mean? Had you half the taste 
I gave you credit for, you would have singled it 
out from all the rest, and 1uwe fixed it in your 
memory." « But., signor, I never saw it," said 
Francisco, respectfully, <, or, perhaps, I should 
}1ave preferred it." << That you never saw it, 
young man, is the very thing of which I com• 
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})lain. Is a taste for the arts to be learned, 
think you, by looking at the coi·er of a book like 
this? Is it possible that you never thought of 
opening it?" "Often and often," cried Fran­
ciso, "lrnve I longed to open it, but I thought 
it was forbidden me: and, however great my 
curiosity in your absence, I have never touched 
them. I hoped, indeed, that the time would 
come, when you would have the goodness to 
show them to me." "And so it is come, excel­
lent young man," cried Camillo; "much as I 
love taste, I love integrity more : I am now sure 
of your having the one, and let me see whether 
you have, as I believe you have, the other. Sit 
you down here beside me, and we will look oi·er 
these books together." 

The attention with which his young pupil 
examined every thing, and the pleasure he unaf­
fcctedl y expressed in seeing these excellent 
prints, suflicientlyconvinced his judicious master 
that it was not from the want of curiosity or 
taste, that he had ncrer opened these tempting 
volumes. His confidence in Francisco was much 
increased hy this circumstance, slight as it may 
appear. One day Signor Camillo came behind 
Francisco, as he was drawing with rnnch intent­
ness, and, tapping hirn upon the ::;houldcr, he 
,aicl to him_, "P1lt up your pencils, ancl fullcm 

I ,. 
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me: I can depend upon your integrity; I have 
pledged myself for it. Bring your note-book 
with you, and follO\,v me ; I will this day show 
you something that will entertain you at least 
as much as my large book of prints.-Follow 
me. " 

Francisco followed, till they came to the pit 
near the entrance of Herculaneum.-" I have 
obtained ]eave for you tu accompany me," said 
his master, "and you know, I suppose, that this 
is not a permission granted to every one." Paint­
iugs of great value, besides ornaments of gol<l 
and silver, antique bracelets, rings, &c. are from 
time to time found amo11gst these ruins, and 
there.fore )tis necessary that no person should be 
admitted ·whose honesty cannot be depended 
upon. Even Francisco's talents could not hare 
advanced him in the world, we may remark, 
unless they had been united to integrity. Ile 
was much delighted and astonished by the new 
scene that was now opened to his view; and as 
he, day after day, accompanied his master to this 
subtcrraneons city, he had leisure for obsenation. 
Ile was employed, as soon as he had gratified 
11is curiosity, in drawing. There are niches in 
the walls in several places, from which pictures 
l,arn been dug, and tl1e: e niches areoften adornecl 
rith elegant masc111es, figure$, and animal s, 
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which have been left by the jgnoraut or careles~ 
workmen, and which arc gojngfast to destruction. 
Signor Camillo, who was copying these for his 
English employer, had a mind to try his pupil's 
skill; and, pointing to a niche bordered with 
grotesque figures, he desired him to try if he 
could make any hand of it. Francisco made 
several trials, and at last finished such an excel­
lent copy, that ]1is enthusiastic and generous 
master, with warm encomiums, carried it imme­
diately to his patron, and he had the pleasure to 
receive from l\lr. L ;;, :.< a purse containiug frrc 
guineas, as a reward and encouragement for hi 
pupil. Francisco hall no sooner rccei,·ed this 
money, than he hurried home to his father and 
mother's cottage. His mother, some months be­
fore this time, had taken a small dairy-farm, ancl 
lier son had once heard her express a wish that 
she was but rich enough topurcbase a remarkably 
fine brindled cow, which belonged to a farmer 
in the neighbourhood. "Here, my dear mother," 
cried Francisco, pouring the guineas into her 
lap, '' and here," continued he, emptying a hag, 
which contained about as much more, in small 
Itdian coins, the profits of trade, money he ha<l 
fairly earned during the hro years he sold fruit 
among::,t t he little Neapolitan merchants; "thi~ 
i · all yours) dcare::-t mother., and I hope it ,rill 
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tJc enough to pay for the brindled cow.-1 ~ay, 
yon must not refu-e me-I ha,·e set my heart 
upon that cow's being milked by you this Yery 
e,·ening; and I'll produce my best bunchf'<l l)f 
grapes, and my father, perhaps) ,,ill give u • 
melon, for I've had no time for melons this i ... 

son, and I'll step to Naples and im·ite-ma 
mother ?-my good friends, dear Carlo, and) •JU 
farourite little Rosetta, and my old drawing­
master, and my friend Arthur, and we'H sup 
with you at your dairy." 

The happy mother thanked her son, and the 
father assured him that neither melon nor pine­
apple should be spared, to make a supper worthy 
of his friends. The brindled cow was bought, 
and Arthur, and Carlo, and Rosetta, most joy­
fully accepted their invitation. The carpenter 
had nnlnckil y appointed to settle a long account 
that day "·ith one of hi employers, and he could 
not accompany his children. It was a delicious 
c,ening; they left IT aples just as the sea-b:t"eeze, 
after the heat of the day, ,,as most refreshingly 
felt. The walk to Resina, the ,ine,·ard, the 
dairy, and, most of all, the brindled ~o~r, ,Ycre 
praised hy Carlo and Rosetta, with all the Italian 
superlatires "·hich signifr, '' l\Iost beautiful! 
mo t <lc]ightful ! most charming!" whilst the 
English Arthur, with as ,rnnn a heart) was morf' 
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temperate in his praise, declaring, a that this 

was the most like an English summer's evening 

of any he had ever felt since he came to Italy; 
and that, moreover, the cream was almost as 

good as what he had been used to drink in 

Cheshire." The company, who ,rere all pleased 

with each other, and with the gardener's goocl 

fruit, which he produced in great abundance, did 

not think of separating till late. It was a bright 

moon-light night, and Carlo asked I1is friend if 
he would walk with them part of the way to 

Naples << Yes, all the way, most willingly," 

cried Francisco, '< that I may have the pleasure 

of giving to your father, with my own hands, 

this fine bunch of grapes, that I have reserved 

for him out of my own share." << Add this fine 

pine-apple for my share, then," said his fathei·, 

« and a pleasant walk to you, my young friends." 

They proceeded gaily along, and when they 

reached Naples, as theypassed through the square 
where the little merchants held their •·n:i.rket, 

Francisco pointed to the spot where he found 

Carlo's rule: he never missed an opportt:nity of 

showing his friends that he did not forget their 

former kindness to him. " That rule," said he, 

"has been the cause of all my present happiness, 
and I thank you for--" '< Oh, nerer r.1ind 

thanking him nuw/' interrupted Rosetta, '< lmt 
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Jook yonder, and tel1 me ,rhat all those people 
are ahont." She pointed to a group of men, 
women, and children, who were assembled under 
a piazza, listening, in various attitudes of atten­
tion, to a man who was standing upon a flight of 
steps, speaking in a ]oud voice, and with much 
action, to the people who surrounded him. 
Francisco, Carlo, and Rosetta, joined his audience. 
The moon shone full upon his countenance, 
which was very expressive, and which rnried 
frequently, according to the characters of the 
persons whose history he was telling_, and caccord­
ing to all the changes of their fortune. This man 
was one of those who are called lmprovisatori; 
persons \\'ho, in Italian towns, go about reciting 
Yerses, or telling stories, which they are sup­
posed to inYent as they go on spcal,;ing. Some 
of these people spenk ,,ith great oratory, and 
collect crowds arou11d them in the public streets. 
\Vhen he secs the attention of his audience fixed, 
and when he c:omes to some rnry interesting part 
of his narratirn, the dexterous imprm·isatore 
drops his hat upon the ground, and pauses till 
his auditors ham paitl their tribute to his elo­
quence. "\Vhen he thinks the hat sufficiently full, 
he takes it up again, and proceeds with his story. 
The hat was dropped just as Francisco and his 
two friends came under the piazza ; the orator 
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had finished one story, and was going to com mencc 
another. He fixed his eyes upon Francisco, then 
glanced at Carlo and Rosetta, and, after a 
moment's consideration, he began a story which 
bore some resemblance to one that our young 
English readers may, perhaps, know by the 
name of " Cornaro, or the grateful Turk." 
Francisco was deeply interested in thi& narrati,·e, 
and when the hat was dropped, he eagerly thre\V 
in his contribution. At the encl of his story, 
when the speaker's voice stopped, there was a 

momentary silence, which was broken by the 
orator himselt who exclaimed, as he took 1Jp the 
Jiat which lay at his feet, "My friends, here is 
some mistake! this is not my hat; it has been 
changed whilst I was taken up with my story. 
Pray, gentlemen, find my hat amongst you; it 
was a remarkably good one, a present from a 
nobleman for an epigram I made. I would not 
los(! my hat for twice its value. Pray, gentle­
men, it has my name written within side of it, 
Dominicho Improvisatore. Pray, gentlemen, 
examine yonr Jrnts." 

Every body present e.·amincd tl1cir hats, arnl 
showed them to Dominicho, but his m1s not 
amongst them. No one hac1 left the company. 
the pia7,za, was cleared, and scarcl1ecl in min. 
" The hat has rnnishcd by mag-ic," said Domi-. ' 
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nicho. " Yes, and by the same magic a statue 
moves," cried Carlo, pointing to a figure standing 
in a niche, which had hitherto escaped observa­
tion. The face was so much in the shade, that 
Carlo did not at first perceive that the statue was 
Piedro. Piedro, when he saw himself disco­
vered, burst into a loud laugh, and throwing 
down Dominicho's hat, ,rhich he held in his 
hand behind him, cried," A pretty set of novices! 
Most excellent players at hide-and-seek, you 
would make." Whether Piedro really meant to 
have carried off the poor man's hat, or whether 
he was, as he said, merely in jest, we leave it to 
those who know his general character to decide. 
Carlo shook his head; " Still at your oM tricks, 
Piedro," said he: " remember the old proverb, 
'No fox so cunning but he comes to the furrier's 
at last.'" ~'-" I defy the furrier and you, too," 
replied Piedro, taking up his own ragged hat; 
"I have no need to steal hats, I can afford to 
huy better than you'll have upon your head. 
Francisco, a word with you, if you have done 
crying at the pitiful story you have been li stening 
to so attentivel y." 

" And what would you say to me?" said Fran­
cisco, following him a few steps: " do not detain 

11 Tutti le volpi si trovano in pclliccra. 
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me long, because my friends will wait for me." 
a If they are friends, they can wait," said Piedro. 
'' You need not be ashamed of being seen in my 
company now, I can tell you; for I am, as I always 
told you I should be, the richest man of the two." 
" Rich ! you rich?" cried Francisco; " well, 
then, it was impossible you could mean to trick 
that poor man out of his good hat." "Impos­
sible!" said Piedro. Francisco did not consider, 
tbat those who ham habits of pilfering, continue 
to practise them often, when the poverty which 
first tempted them to dishonesty, ceases. "Im­
vossible ! you stare ,-rhen I tell you I am rich, 
but the thing is so-moreover, I am well ,,ith my 
father at home. J hare friends in Naples, and 
I call myself Piedro the Lucky. Look Y,OU 

l1ere," said he, producing an old gold coin; "thii:, 
docs not smell of fii:,b, does it? l\Iy father is no 
longer a fish erman, nor I neither. Xcither do 
1 sell sugar-plums to children; nor do I slave 
myself in a vineyard, like some folks; hut for­
tune, when I least expected it, has stood my 
friend. I ha\·e many pieces of gold like this. 
Digging in my father's garden, it ,ras my luck 
to come to an old Roman vessel full of gold. I 
have this day agreed for a house in :~,faples for 
rny father. "\Ve shall live, ,rhilst ,re can afford it, 
lite great folks, you 1\'ill sec; aJ1Cl I shall enjoy 
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the envy that will be felt by some of my old 
friends, the little Neapolitan merchants, who 
will cliange their note when they see my change 
of fortune. "\V-hat say you to all this, Francisco 
the Honest? " " That I wish you joy of your 
prosperity, and hope you may enjoy it long and 
,rell." "Well! no doubt of that, e;·ery one who 
lias it enjoys it mell: 'He always dances well 
to whom fortune pipes.'"* ''Yes, but no longer 
pipe no longer dance," replied Francisco, and 
here they parted; for Piedro walked away ab­
rupt1 y, much mortified to perceive that his pros­
perity did not excite much envy, or command 
any additional respect from Francisco. 

" I would rather," said Francisco, when he 
returned to Carlo and Rosetta, who waited for 
l1im under the portico where he left them, " I 
would rather hare such good friends as you, 
Carlo and Arthur, and some more I could name, 
and, besides that, have a clear conscience, and 
work honestly for my bread, than be as lucky as 
Picdro. Do you know, he has found a treasure, 
lie says, in his father's garden, a vase full of 
gold; he showed me one of the gold pieces.'' 
' ' l\luch good may they do him; I hope he came 
honestly by thc111," said Carlo; "but ever since 

• .\.ssai ben balln. a c1ii forl una suona . 
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the affair of the double measure, I suspect 
double dealing always from him. It is uot our 
affair, howe,·er; let him make himself happy his 
"·ay, and we ours. 

" He that would live in peace and rest, 
l\Iust hear, and see, and say the best."• 

All Piedro's neighbours did not follow thi5 
peaceable rrrnxim; for when he and his father 
began to circulate the story of the treasure 
found in the gar<len, the rillage of Resina did 
not give tl1ern implicit faith. People nodded, 
arnl whispered, and shrugged their shoulders; 
tl1en crossed themselves, and declared that they 
would not for all the riches in Naples change 
places "·ith either Piedro or his father. Hegard­
]cs:--, or pretending to be regardless, of these sus­
picions, Piedro and his father persisted in their 
assertions. The fishing nets were sold, and 
crcry thing in their cottage was disposed of; 
they left Resina, went to Jim at Naples, and, 
after a few weeks, the matter began to be almo t 
forgotten in tl1e ,·illage. The old gardener, Fran­
cisco's father, was one of those who endearnured 
to think 1/te best~· and all that he said upon the 
subject ,ras, that he would not exchange Fran• 
e1::;ro the Honest for Piedro the Lucky; that one 

• Ode. yeck, t.,ce, sc vnoi vivcr in pace. 
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can't judge of the day till one sees the cvemng 
as ,rell as the morning/ii 

Not to leave our readers longer in suspense, 
,re must inform them, that the peasants of Re­
sina were right in their suspicions. Piedro hacl 
never found any treasure in his father's garden, 
hut he came by his gold in the following man­
ner :-After he was banished from the little 
,rood-market for stealing Rosetta's basketful of 
wood; after he had cl1eated the poor woman, 
who let glasses out to hire, out of the Yalne of 
the glasses which he broke; and, in short, after 
he had entirely lost his credit with a11 who knew 
11im, he roamed about the streets of Naples, reek­
Jes of ,Yhat became of him. He found the truth 
of tlie J}l'OYcrb, "that credit lost is like a V cnice 
glass broken-it can't be mended again ." The 
few shillings which he had in his pocket supplied 
him ,rith food for a few days; at last he was 
glad to be employed by one of the peasants who 
came to Naples to load their asses with manure 
out of the streets. They often follow very early 
in the morning, or during the night time, the 
track of carriages that arc going to, 01· tliat arc 
returning from, the opera; and Picdro was one 
night at thi .' ,rork, when the horses of a noble-

., La vila ii fiue,-e'l di loda ht r..era. 
·· Compute the morn and evening of their day. "-I'or£. 
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man's carriage took fright at the sudden blaze of 
some fireworks. The carriage was overturned 
near him ;-a lady was taken out of it) and was 
hurried by her attendants into a shop, where she 
stayed till her carriage w·as set. to rights. She 
was too much alarmed for the first ten minutes 
after her accident to think of any thing; but) 
after some time, she perceived that she iiad lost a 
valuable diamond cross, ·which she had ,rom that 
night at the opera ;-she was uncertain where 
she lrnd dropped it; the shop, the carriage) the 
street) were searched for it in vain. Piedro saw 
it fall as the lady was lifted out of the carriage) 
seized upon it) and carried it off. Ignorant as he 
was of the full value of what he had stolen) he 
knew not how to satisfy himself as to this point, 
without trusting some one w·ith the secret. After 
some hesitation, he determined to apply to a Jew, 
,d10J as it was whispered, ,vas ready to buy crery 
thing that ,i.·as offered to him for sale) without 
making any troublesome inquiries. It was late; 
he waited till the trcets were cleared, and then 
knocked softly at the back door of the Jew's 
house. The per on who opened the door for 
Piedro was his own father. Piedro started back) 
bnt his father had fast hold of him. "\Yhat 
brings you here?'' said the father) in a low mice) 
a voice wl1ich expressed fear and rage mixed. 
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"Only to ask my way, my shortest way," stam­
mered Piedro. "No equivocations! Tell me 
what brings you here at this time of night? I 
mill know." Piedro, who felt himself in his 
father's grasp, and who knew that his father 
would certainly search him, to find out what he 
had brought to sell, thought it most prudent to 
produce the diamond cross. His father could 
but just see its lustre by the light of a dim lamp, 
which hung over their heads in the gloomy 
passage in which they stood. "You would have 
been duped, if you had gone to sell this to the 
Jew; it is well it has fallen into my hands. 
Ho"· came you by it? " Piedro ans,,erecl that he 
had found it in the street. "Go your ways 
home, then," said his father; "it is safe with 
me; concern yourself no more about it." 

Pieclro was not inclined thus to relinquish his 
booty, and he now thought proper to vary in his 
account of the manner in which he found the 
cross. Ile now confessed, that it had dropped 
from the dress of a 1::tdy, whose carriage was 
overturned, as she was coming home from the 
opera; and he condudecl by saying, that if his 
father took his prize from him, without giving 
him his share of the profits, he would go directly 
to the ,!Jop where the lady stopped whilst her 
scrrants ,rcre raising the carnage, and that he 
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\l'oul<l gi,,e notice of his having found the cross. 
Piedro's father saw that his smart son, though 
scarcely sixteen years of age, was a matcl1 for 
l1im in villany. He promised him that he should 
Imm half of whatever the Jew would give for 
the diamonds, and Piedro insisted upon being 
present at the transaction. ,v e do not wish to 
lay open to our young readers scenes of iniquity: 
it is sufficient to say that the Jew, who was a 
man old in all the arts of Yillany, contrived to 
cheat both his associates, and obtained the dia­
mond cross for less than half its value. The 
matter was managed so, that the transaction 
remained undiscovered: the lady wl10 lost the 
cross, after making fruitless inquiries, gave up 
the search, and Piedro and his father rejoiced in 
the success of their manreu,Tes. It is said, that 
"Ill-gotten wealth is quick) y spent,"'" and so it 
1n·o,,ed in this instance; both father and son 
lirnd a riotous life as Jong as their money lasted, 
and it did not last manv months. What his bad 
education began, bad company finished; and 
Piedro's mind was complete! y ruined by the 
associates with whom he became connected 
<1ming what he called his prosperi(IJ· ,vhen 
Lis money was at an encl, these unprincipled 

• Vien presto consunmt.o l'ingiustamcntc ac11uistato. 
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friends began to look cold upon him, and at last 
plainly told him, "If you mean to live 11Vitlz us, 
you must live as me d0.'' TI1ey lived by rob­
bery.-Piedro, though familiarised to the idea 
of fraud, was shocked at the thought of becoming 
a robber by prnfession. How difficult it is to 
stop in the career of vice ! 

Whether Picdro had power to stop, or whether 
J1e was hurried on by his associates, we shall, for 
the present, leave in doubt. 



T HE L ITT L E l\f E R C II .1 4 T T s. 

CHAPTER IV. 

\VE turn with pleasure from Piedro the Cun­
ning to Francisco the Honest. Francisco con­
tinued the happy and useful course of hjs life; 
by his unremitting perseverance he improrecl 
himself rapidly under the in tructions of his 
master and friend, signor Camillo-his friend, 
1re say, for the fair and open character of Fran­
cisco won, or rather earned, the friendship of 
this benevolent artist. The English gentleman 
seemed to take a pride in our hero's success and 
good conduct; he ,rns not one of those patrons 
who think that they have done enough when 
they have gi,·en fire guinea-. His sen·ant, 
Arthur, alway considered e,·ery generous action 
of his master's as his own, and was particularly 
pleased whenever this generosity was directed 
towards Francisco. As for Carlo, and the little 
Rosetta, they were the companions of all the 
pleasant '"ralks "·hich Francisco used to take in 
the cool of the erening, after he had been slrnt 
up all day at his work. And the old carpenter, 

·1 
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delighted with the gratitude of bis pupil, fre­
quently repeated-" That he was proud to haYc 
given the first instructions to such a genius, and 
that he had always prophesied Francisco would 
be a great man." •( And a good man, papa/' 
said Rosetta; " for though he has grown so 
great, and though he goes into palaces now, to 
say nothing of that place under ground where he 
has ]care to go, yet, noh,ithstanding all this, 
he never forgets my brother Carlo and you." 
" That's the way to l1 a,·e good friends," said the 
carpenter. (( And I like his way; he does more 
than he says ! Facts are masculine, and words 
arc feminine."* 

These good friends seemed to make Francisco 
happier than Piedro could be made by his stolen 
diamonds. 

One morning Francisco was sent to finish a 
sketch of the front of an ancient temple, amongst 
the ruins of Herculaneum ; he had just reached 
the pit, and the men were about to let him down 
with cords, in the usual manner, when his at­
tention was caught by the shrill sound of a 
scolding woman's voice. He looked, and saw, 
at some paces distant, this female fury, who 
stood guarding the windlass of a well, to which, 

• I fatti sono maschii, le parole fcmine. 
YOL. JI . l\f 
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with threatening gestures and most ml uble me­
naces, she forbade all access. The peasants­
men, women, and children, who had come with 
their pitchers to draw water at this well-were 
held at bay by the enraged female; not one 
dared to be the first to advance; whilst she 
grasped with one hand the handle of the wind­
lass, and with the other tanned muscular arm 
extended, govcrnecl the populace, bidding them 
remember, that she was padrona, or the mistress 
of the well. They retired in hopes of finding a 
more gentle padrona at some other well in the 
neighbourhood; and the fury, when they were 
out of sight, di,·ided the long black hair which 
lrnng over her face, and, turning to some of the 
spectators, appealed to them in a sober voice, 
and asked if she was not right in what she had 
<lone ? " I, that am padrona of the well," said 
she, addressing herself to Francisco, who, with 
great attention, was contemplating her with the 
eye of a painter-" I, that am padrona of the 
,rell, must, in times of scarcity, do strict justice, 
·rnd prese1Te for ourselves alone the water of our 
,rell-therc is scarcely enough even for our­
selres. I have been obliged to make my husband 
lengthen the ropes erery day for this "'eek pa t; 
if things go on at this rate, there will soon be 
not one drop of water left in my ,rel!." "Xor 
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in any of the wells in the neighbourhood," added 
one of the workmen who was standing by; and 
lie mentioned several in which the water Imel 
lately sudden! y decreased; and a miller affirmed, 
that his mill had stopped for want of water. 
Francisco was struck by these remarks; they 
brought to his recollection similar facts, which he 
liacl often heard his father mention in his cbilcl­
hood, as having been obserrncl previous to the 
last eruption of l\Iount Vesuvius.* He had also 
heard from his father, in his childhood, that it is 
better to trust to prudence than to fortune; and 
therefore, though the peasants and workmen, t

0 
whom he mentioned his fears, laughed, and said 
-" That as the burning mountain had been 
favourable to them for so many years, they 
would trust to it and St. Januarius one day 
longer;" yet Francisco immediately gave up all 
thoughts of spending this day amidst the ruins 
uf Herculaneum. After having inquired sufti­
cientl y, after having seen several weJls in which 
the ,rater had evident! y decreased, and after 
l1aving seen the mill-wheels that were standing 
still for the want of their u ual supply, he has­
tened home to his father and mother, r eported 
\\ hat he had heard and cen, and beo-o-cd of them 

bb 
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to remove, and to take what things of rnlue tliey 
could to some distance from the dangerous spot 
where they now resided. Some of the inhabit­
ants of Resina, whom lie questioned, declared 
that they had heard st!·ange rumbling noises 
under groun<l; and a peasant and his son, ,d10 
l1ad been at work the preceding <lay in a Yine­
yard a little abo,·e the ,·illage, related, th~it they 
l1ad seen a sudden puff of smoke come out of the 
earth, close to them, and that they had, at the 
same time, heard a noise like the going off of a 
pistol:* The Yillagers listened, with large eyes 
and open ears, to these relations ; yet such was 
their habitual attachment to the spot they had 
lived upon, or such their security in their o,rn 
good fortune, that few of them would beliere 
that there could be any necessity for removing. 
,qye'll see what will happen to-morrow; we 
shall be safe here one <lay longer," said they. 
Francisco's fatl1er and mother, more pruclcJ1t 
than the generality of their neighbours, ,rent to 
the house of a relation, at some miles distance 
from V csm·ius, and carried with them all their 
effects. In the mean time, Francisco went to 
the rilla where his English friends resided; this 

"' These facLs arc mentioned in Sir ·william Hamilton's 
account of the late eruption of l\Iount Vcsuvius.-Sce 
Phil. Trans. 1793, 1st part. 
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nlla was in a most dangerous situation, near 
Torre del Greco, a town that stands at the foot 
of Mount Vesuvius. He related aII the facts 
that he had heard to Arthur, who, not having 
been, like the inhabitants of Resina, familiarised 
to the idea of Jiving in the vicinity of a burning 
mountain, and habituated to trust in St. Janua­
l'ius, was sufficiently alarmed by Francisco's 
l'epresentations: he l'an to his master's apart­
ment, and communicated aU that lie had just 
lieard. The count di F 11

·' it and his lady, who 
were at this time in the house, ridiculed the 
fears of Arthur, and could not be prevailed upon 
to remove, even as far as Naples. The lady 
was intent upon preparations for her birth-day, 
which was to be celebrated in a few days, with 
great magnificence, at their Yi!la; and she ob­
se1Ted, that it would be a pity to return to 
to\\'n before that day, as they had every thi1,1g 
arranged for the festival. The prudent Eng­
Ji liman had not the gallantry to appear to be 
convinced by these arguments, and he left this 
place of danger. He Ieft it not too soon, for the 
11ext morning exhibited a scene-a cene whid1 
we shall not attempt to describe. "\Ve refer our 
young readers to the account Sir "\Villiam Ha­
milton has published'/(- of that dreadful erup-

,;i l•Jiilosophical TranSAdions. 
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tion of Mount V csuvius. It is sufficient here to 
say, that, in the space of about fi\·e hour::-, the 
wretched inhabitants of Torre clel Greco fiaw 
tl1eir town utterly destroyed by the streams of 
burning Ja.rn which poured from the mountain. 
The villa of count di F * *, with some others, 
,rhich ,rere at a little distance from the town, 
c caped; but theywere absolutely surrounded by 
the lava. The count and countess were oblig-e<l 

'--to fly from their house with the utmost precipi-
tation in the night-time, and they had not time 
to rcmol-·e any of their furniture, their plate, 
clothes, or jewels. A few clays after the erup­
tion, the surface of t11e lam, became so cool, that 
people could walk upon it, though several feet 
l,encath the surface it Y,as still exceedingly hot; 
m11nbers of those who had been forced from 
tl1cir houses, no\\· returned to the ruins to try 
to sm·e whatcYer they could; but the, e unfortu­
nate persons frequently found their houses had 
Leen pillaged by robbers, ,rho, in these moment 
of general confusion, enrich themselves with the 
spoils of their fellow-creatures. 

'' Has the count abandoned his villa? and is 
tl1cre no one to take care of his plate and furni­
ture? The house will certaiJJly be ransackecl 
befl11·e rnoming," said the old carpenter t<• 
Franci::ico, whu ,1as at his 11 ou!}c gi"ing him a1. 

' It 
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account of their flight. Francisco immediately 
m'nt to the count's house in Naples) to warn 
J1im of his clanger. The first person he saw was 
_\rthm, who) w·ith a face of terror, said to him 
_a Do you know what has happened? It's all 
m·er with Resina ! " « All m·er with Resina ! 
\Vhat, has there been a fresh eruption? Has 
the Java reached Resina?" ''No ; but it ,t·ill 
ineritahly be blown up. There)" said Arthur, 
pointing to a thin figure of an Italian, who stood 
pale and trembling, and looking up to heaven) as 
he crossed him elf repeatedly-a There/' said 
Arthur) a is a man) who has left a parcel of his 
cursed rockets and fire-works, with I don't know 
l1ow much gunpmnler) in the count's house from 
which ,re ham just fled; the wind blmrs that 
way; one spark of fire) and the wholr is hlmn1 
up." Francisco waited not to hear more) bnt 
iwtantlr, without explaining hi intentions to 
any one, set out for the count's rilla, and) with 
a bucket of ,rater in his hand) crossed the beds 
of Jam, with which the house ,ras encompassed, 
reached the hall ,rhcre the rockets and gun­
po,nler were left, plunged them into the water) 
and returned ,rith them in safety m·er the lam, 
yet warm under hi- feet. YVhat was the 5lll'­
pri-.c and ,ioy of the poot· iirc-worl~ rnakcr) whcu 
he ::;a,1· Franci::.co return from thi::; cla11~erott:::, 

<..; 
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expedition! He could scarcely believe his eyes, 
when he saw the rockets and the gunpowder all 
safe. The count, who had given up the l10pcs 
of saving his palace, was in admiration when lie 
heard of this instance of intrepidity, which pro­
bably sa,-ed, not only his villa, but the whole 
vil1age of Resina, from destruction. These fire­
,rorks had been prepared for the celebration of 
the countess's birth-day, and ,vere forgotten in 
the hurry of the night on which the inhabitants 
fled from Torre del Greco. 

'' Brave young man;' said the count to Fran­
cisco, " I thank you, and shall not limit my 
gratitude to thanks. You tel1 me, that there is 
danger of my villa's being pillaged by robbers; 
it is from this moment your interest, as well as 
mine, to prevent their depredations; for a por­
tion, trust to my liberality, of all that is saved 
of mine shall be yours." 

"Bravo ! brm·issimo ! " exclaimed one, ,rho 
started from a recessed winclow in the hall ,rhcre 
all this passed-" Bram ! br;n·issimo ! " Frnn­
cisco thought he knew the mice and the coun­
tenance of this man, who exclaimed with so 
much enthusiasm; he remembered to hare seen 
him before, bnt when, or ,rhere, he could not 
J<!cullect. As soun as the count left the hall, 
the stranger came ll1) to Franci::;co-" Is it pos-

... , 
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sible/' said he, " that you don't know me? It is 
:starcely a twelvemonth since I drew tears from 
your eyes." "Tears from my eyes? " repeated 
Francisco smiling; "I ha,,e shed but few tears 
-I have had but few misfortunes in my life." 
The stranger answered him by two extempore 
Italian Jines, which com'eyed nearly the same 
idea that has been so well expressed by an Eng­
lish poet:-

" To each his sufferings-all are men 
Conclcmn'd alike to groan, 

The feeling for :mother's woes, 
The unfeeling for his own." 

" I know you now perfect] y well," crie<l 
Francisco; " you are the Improvisatore who 
one fine moon-light night, last summer, told us 
the story of Cornaro the Turk." "The same," 
said the Improvisatore-a the same, though in a 
better dress, which I should not have thought 
would hm·e made so much difference in your 
eyes, though it makes a11 the difference between 
man and man in the eyes of the stupid vulgar. 
l\I y genius has broken through the clouds of 
rnisfort1me of late; a few happy impromptu 
, crscs I ma<le on the count di F ~ *'s fall from 
his hor e attracted attention. The count pa­
tronises me-I am here now to learn the fate of 
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an ode I hare just composed for his lady's hirtI1-
day: my ode was to have been set to music, and 
to ha,e been performed at his Yilla near Torre 
del Greco, jf these troubles had not intcn-cned. 
Xo,1· that the mountain is quiet again, people 
will return to their senses j I expect to be mu­
niticcntl y reu·ar<led. But, perhaps, I detain 
you. Go, I sha1l not forget to celebrate the 
heroic action you ha,·e performed this day. l 
st.ill amuse myself amongst the populace in my 
tattered garb late in the e,·enings, and I shall 
sound your praises through X aples in a poem I 
mean to recite on the late eruption of Mount 
Ve uvius-Adieu." 

The Improri~atore ,ras as goocl as his word; 
that e1·ening, with more than his usual enthu­
siasm, he recited his ,·crses to a great croff<l of 
people in one of the public squares. Among t tlie 
crmrd ,rere se,·eral, to ffhom the name of Fran­
cisco ,ms well known, and by "'horn he was ,rcll 
belm·e<l. These were hi young companions, wl10 
remembered him as a fruit-seller among:-;t the 
little merchants. They rcjoicerl to hear his praise~, 
and repeated the lines ffith shouts of applau~e. 
'· Let us pa s. ·yvhat is all this disturbance in 
the !:-tl'eet ?" said a man, pw,hing his ,ray tlirough 
the crowd. A la<l, who held bv his arm, stoppe<l 
~uddcnlyon hearing the name of Francisco, ,1 hich 
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the people ,,ere repeating with so much enthu­
siasm. "Ha! I hare found at Jast a story that 
interests you more than that of Cornaro the 
Turk," crie<l the lmprovisatore, looking in the 
face of the youth, who had stopped so suddenly, 
"rou arc the younri' man who, last summer, had 

J - 0 

lil-ed to have tricked me out of my new hat. 
Promjsc me you won't touch it now," said he, 
throwing dom1 the hat at hi.:; feet, "or you hear 
not one "·orcl I have to say-not one word of 
the heroic action performed at the vilJa of the 
count di F -r.- *, near Torre <le1 Greco, this morn­
ing, by signor Francisco." -"Signor Francisco!" 
repeated the lad, with disdain ; "well, let us 
hear what you have to tell of him,'' added he.­
" Your hat is Yery safe I promise you; I shall 
not touch it.-"\Vhrrt of signor Francisco?" 
"Siguor Francisco I may, without impropriety, 
call him," said the lmprovisatore; "for he is 
likely to become rich enough to command the 
title from those who might not otherwise respect 
his merit." '' Likely to become rich! how?" 
said the lad, whom om· readers hare probably 
before this time discorered to bePiedro.-"Ho,r-, 
pray, is he likely to become rich enough to he a 

signor?" " The count di F ,'if ;;:- has promised 
Jiim a liberal portion of all the fine furniture, 
plate, all{l jewel!-,, tliat can hf' . a reel from l1is 
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villa at Torre del Greco. Francisco is gone dmvn 
thither now, ·with some of the count'::; domestics, 
to protect the ralua11e goods against those ril-
1anous plunderers who rob their fellow-creatures 
of what e,·en the flames of Vesuvius would 
spare." " Corne, we hare had enough of this 
stuff," cried the man whose arm Piedro hehl. 
"Come away,"-ancl he hurried fonrards. 

This man was one of the rillains against ,rhom 
the honest orator expressed such indignation. 
He was one of those with ,i·l10m Piedro got 
acquainted during the time that he was living 
extravagantly upon the money he gaiued Ly the 
sale of the stolen diamond cross. That robbery was 
not disco,·cred, and his success, as he called it, 
hardened him in guilt; he was both umrilling 
and unable to withdraw himself from the bad 
company ,rith whom J1is ill-gotten wealth con .. 
nectccl him. He did not consider that bad com­
JJany leads to the gallows:* The uni,·crsal 
confusion which follo"·ecl the eruption of l\Iount 
Ves11\'i11s was to these villains a time of rejoicing. 
No sooner ,ms any wealthy house Jrno,rn to IJe 
forsaken hy the possessors, than it was infested 
by these rol"brrs. Nu sooner clid Piedro's com-

La mala compagnia e qnella che mena nomini alla furr:i, 

r 

'•' 

·I, 

llf 
<, I 



'l'IIE LITTLE l\IERCIIAN'l'S. Ut3 
panion lKar of the rich furniture, plate, &c. 
which the imprudent orator liad described as 
belonging to the count di F * *'s villa, than he 
longed to make himself master of the whole. '' It 
is a pity," said Piedro, "that the count has sent 
Francisco, with his servants, down to guard it." 
"And who is this Francisco, of whom you seem 
to stand in such mre ? '' "A boy, a young lacl 
only, of about my own age, but I know him to 
be sturdily honest; the servants we might cor­
rnpt; but e,·en the old proverb of 'Angle with 
a silver hook,'* won't hold good with him." 
" And if he cannot be won with fair means, he 
must be conquered by foul/' said the desperate 
villain ; " but if ,re offer liim rather more than 
1 he count has already promised, for his sliare of 
the booty, of course he will consult at once his 
safety and his interest." "No," said Piedro, 
"that is not his nature: I know him from a child, 
and ,re hacl better think of some other house for 
to-night's business. "None other; none but this," 
cried his companion with an oath.-•' My rnirnl 
is determined upon this, and you must obey your 
leacler ;-recollect the fate of him who failed m<' 
yeskrday." The person, to whom he alluded, 
was one· of the gang of robbers who ha<1 heen 

"' PC',;r:11· C'OI h:-trno <l'argC'nlo. 
H>L. IT, 
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assassinated by his companions, for hesitating to 
commit some crime suggested by their leader. 
No tyranny is so dreadful as that which is exer­
cised by villains over their young accomplices, 
who become their slaves. Pieclro, who was of a 
cowardly nature, trembled at the threatening 
countenance of his captain, and promised sub­
mission. In the course of the morning inc1uiries 
were made secretly amongst the count's senants; 
and the tn·o men, who were engaged to sit up at 
the rilla that night along with Francisco, " ·ere 
bribed to second the vie,rs of this gang of 
thieves. It was agreed, that about midnight the 
robbers should be led into the house-that Fran­
cisco should be tied hand and foot, whilst they 
carried off their booty. " He is a stubborn 
chap, though so young, I understand," said the 
captain of the robbers to his men ; " but we 
carry poniards, and know how to use them. 
Piedro, you look pale-you don't require to be 
reminded of what I said to you, when ,re were 
alone just now? " 

Piedro's voice failed; and some of his com­
rades obse1Ted that he was young and new to 
the business. The captain, who, from being J1i.:; 
pretended friend during his \"realthy days, had 
of late become his tyrant, cast a stern loo], at 

PiNlro, ,md hid hilll J>,-.. s11re to l,~ ;,,t tliP ol,1 
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Jew's, which was the place of meeting, in the 
dm,k of the c,·ening: after saying this he de­
parted. Piedro, when he ,ras alone, tried to 
collect his thoughts-all his thoughts were full 
of horror. " \Vhere am I ? " said he to him­
self; " what am I about? Diel I understand 
rightly what he said about poniards ?-Fran­
cisco ! Oh ! Francisco! excellent, kind, gener­
ous Francisco! yes, I recollect your look when 
you held the bunch of grapes to my lips as I sat 
by the sea-shore deserted by all the \l'Orlcl ; and 
now, what friends luwe I? robbers and-" tlie 
word murderers he conlcl not utter ; he again 
rccolle<.;tc•d what had been said about poniards, 
and the longer his mind fixed upon the words, 
and the looks that accompanied them, the more 
he was shocked. He could not doubt. but that 
it was the serious intention of his accomplices to 
nrnrder Fraucisco, if he should make any resist­
ance. Pieclro had at this moment no friend in 
the world to whom he could apply for advice or 
assi;;tane;e; his ,rretched father ,lied, some ,reeks 
Lefore this time, in a fit of intoxication. Piedro 
,\·alkc(l up and down the street, scarce] y capable 
of tl1inking, rnuch less of coming to any rational 
resolution-the hours passed cl\\'ay, the sh,ulo,rs 
of' tlie l1ou~cs lenf.!thrncd under· his foot teps; 
the crcning came on, and when it grew du:sk, 
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after hesitating in great agony of mind for some 
time, his fear of the robber's Yengeance pre­
\·ailecl m·er erery other feeling, and he ,rent at 
the appointed hour to the place of meeting. The 
place of meeting was at the house of tha,t Jew 
to whom he, sereral months before, sold the 
diamond cross-that cross which he thought 
himself so lucky to have stolen, and to ha,·e dis­
posed of undetected, was, in fact, the cause of 
liis being in his present dreadful situation. It 
was at the Jew's that he connected him elf with 
this gang of robbers, to whom he was now be­
come an absolute slare. « 0 that I dared to 
disobey!" said he to himself, with a deep sigh, 
as he knocked soft] y at the back door of the 
Jew's house. The back door opened into a 
narrow unfrequented street, and some small 
rooms at this side of the house were set apart 
for the reception of guests who desired to have 
their business kept secret. These rooms were 
separated by a dark passage from the rest of the 
house, and numbers of pcrple came to the shop 
in the front of the house, which looked into a 
creditable street, without knowing any thing 
more, from the ostensible appearance of the shop, 
than that it was a kind of pa;wnbroker's~ where ,il<l clothes, olcl iron, and all sorts nf refose 
goods, might be di~poscd of com·enicntl_r. ..\t 
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the moment Piedro knocked at the back door, 
the front shop was full of customers; and the 
Jew's boy, whose office it was to attend to these 
signals, let Pieclro in, told him that none of his 
comrades were yet come, and left him in a room 
by himself. He was pale, and trembling, and 
felt a cold dew spread over him ; he had a 
leaden image of Saint Januarius tied round his 
11eck, which, in the midst of his wickedness, he 
superstitiously preserved as a sort of charm; and 
on this he kept his eyes stupidly fixed, as he sat 
alone in this gloomy place. He listened, from 
time to time, but he heard no noise at the side 
of the house where he "'as. His accomplices 
did not arrire, ancl, in a sort of impatient terror, 
the attendant upon an evil conscience, he flung 
open the door of his cell, and groped Lis ,my 
through the large passage which he lrnew led to 
the public shop-he longed to hear some noise., 
and to mix with the living. The Jew, when 
Picdro cntercrl the shop, was bargaining with a. 
poor thin-looking man, about some gunpowder. 

"I don't deny that it has been wet," said the 
man; "but since it was in the bucket of water 
it has been carefully dried. I tell \"<Hl the simple 
truth; so soon after the grn~d crnption of 
Mount \'c::.m·iu.), the people of Naples will not 
ta::,te firework::.. 1\1 y poor little rocket::;, and eve11 
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my Catherine's-wheels) will have no effect: I 
am glad to part with aJI I liaYe in this line of 
business. A few days ago I had fine things in 
readiness for tl1c Countess di F.'s birth-day) 
which lrns to have been celebrated at the connt's villa." 
friend? 

" \Vhy do you fix your eyes on me) 
What is your discourse to me?" said Piedro) who imagined that the man fixed his 

eyes 11pon him as he mentioned the name of the 
connt's villa. "I did not know that I fixed my 
eyes upon you ; I was thinking of my fire­
works/' said the man simply: "but now that I 
do look at you, and hear yom· mice, I recollect 
having had the pleasure of seeing you before." 
'' \Vhen? where? " said Piedro. " A great while ago; no wonder you ha,·e forgotten me," 
said the man : " but I can recal the night to your recollection-you were in the street with 
me the night I let off that unlucky rod:et which frightened the horses, and was the cause 
of overturning a lady's coach. Don't you re­
member the circumstance?'' "I liave a con. 
fused recollection of some such thing," saicl 
Piedro, in great cmbana sment) and he looked 
suspil'iou ly at this man, in doubt whether he 
was cunning, aIHl wantecl to sound him, or 
whether he was so simple as he appeared. ' ' You c1id not perhaps hca1·J then/' c.:o11tim1c:d 

.. 
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the man, u that there was a great scarr,h made, 
after the m:ertnrn, for a fine diamond cross, be­
longing to the lady in the carriage? That lad r, 
thc,ugh I did not lmow it till lately, was the 
Countess di F." " I know nothing of the mat­
ter," interrupted Piedro, in great agitation. His 
confusion was so marked, that the fire,vork 
rnaker could not amid taking notice of it, and 
a silence of some moments ensued. The Jew, 
more practised in dissimulation than Piedro, 
cndcarnured to turn the man's attention back to 
his rockets and his gunpowder, agreed to take 
the gunpowder, paid for it in haste, and was, 
though apparent] y unconcerned, eager to get rid 
of him. But this was not so easily done; tl1C' 
man's curiosity was excited, and his suspicions of 
Piedro were increased erery moment by all the 
dark changes of his countenance. Piedro, over­
powered with the sense of guilt, surprised at the 
unexpected mention of the diamond cross, and 
of the Count di F.'s villa, stood like one con­
victed, and seemed fixed to the spot, ,vithout 
power of motion. " I want to look at the old 
cambric that you sai<l you had-that would do 
for making-that you could let me lrnve cheap, 
for artificial flowers," said the firework maker to 
the J cw ; ancl a he spoke his eye from time to 
time looked to,rarcb Picdru. Pi~clru foll for tl1e 

' 
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leaden 1111age of the saint, which he wore round 
his neck; the string which held it cracked, and 
broke with the pull he gave it. This slight cir­
cumstance affected his terrified and superstitious 
mind more than all the rest. He imagined that 
at this moment his fate was decided; that Saint 
Januarius deserted him, and that he ,ras undone. 
He precipitately followed the poor firework man 
the instant he left the shop, and seizing hold of 
his arm, whispered, " I must speak to yon." 
"Speak then," said the man, astonished. "Not 
here, this way," said }1e, drawing him towards 
the dark passage; "what I have to say must 
not be orerhearcl. You arc going to tl1c Count 
di F.'s, are not you?" "I am," said the man. 
Ile was going there to speak to the countess about some artificial flowers, but Picdro thought J1e 
,ras going to speak to her about the diamond 
cross. " You arc going to gi re information against me? Nay, hear me, I confess that I 
purloined a diamond cross ; but I can do the 
count a great ~ervice, upon condition that he 
pardons me. His villa. is to be attacked this 
night by four well-armed men; they will set 
out fire hours hence; I am compelled, under the 
threat of as-;assination, to accompany them, but 
I fiha ll do 1w more. I throw myself upon tire 
count'::; rncrcy Ila5tcn to him-we h,n-c no 

I• 
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time to lose." The poor man, who heard this 
confession, escaped from Piedro the moment he 
loosed his arm. With all possible expedition he 
ran to the count's palace in Naples, and related 
to him all that had been said by Piedro. Some 
of the count's servants on whom he could most 
depend were at a distant part of the city, attend­
ing their mistress; but the English gentleman 
offered the services of his man Arthur. Arthur 
no sooner heard the business, and understood 
that Francisco was in danger, than he armed 
himself "\Vithout saying one ·word, saddled l1is 
English horse, and was ready to depart before 
any one else had finished their exclamations and 
conjectures. " But we are not to set out yet, it 
is but four miles to Torre Del Greco: the sbirri 
(officers of justice) are summoned-they are to 
go with us; we must wait for them." They 
w·aited, much against Arthur's inclination, a 
considerable time for these sbirri. At length 
they set out, and just as they Teached the villa, 
the flash of a pistol was seen from one of the 
apartments in the house. The robbers were 
there-this pistol was snapped by their captain 
at poor Francisco, ,rho had b1·a\·c l )' asserted that 
he would, as long as he had life, defend the pro-
11erty committed to his care. 'The pistol missed 
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tire, for it was charged Yrith some of the damaged 1w,rder, which the Jew had bought that ercn­:ing from the firework maker, and which he had sold as e"-cellent immediately aftenrnrds to his farnurite customers, the robbers who met at his l1ouse. Arthur, as soon as he percci\·ed the flash of the piece, pressed forward through all the apartments, follo,red by the count's serrnnts and the officers of justice; at the appearance., the sudden appearance of so many armed men., the robbers stood dismayed. Arthur eagerly .:hook Francisco's hand, congratulating him upon his safety, and did not pcrccire, till he had gi\·en l1im se,·eral rougl1 friendly shakes, that his arm ,ms wounded, and that he was paJe ,-rith the loss of Llood. cc It is not much, only a slight 1rnuncl," sai<l Francisco; cc one that 1 s110u1c! liare c,caped, if I had been upon my guard ; Lut the sight of a face I little e.spectcd to ,ce in such compai1y took from me all presence of mind; and one of the ruffian~ stabbed me here in the arm. wJ1ilst I t(lod in st11pid a·tonishment." 
'· Oh! take me to pri:::,un ! take me to pri "on ! I am m:>an· of life-I am a wretch not fit to Ji 1·c ! " tried Picc1ro, holding his hands to he tied b\' the sbirri. 

He ,ra::, taken tu pri on tlic next rnornmf! : 

,. 
I 
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and as he passed through the streets of NapleR 
he ,ras met by sereral of those who had known 
l1im when he was a child. "Aye," said they, 
as he went by, " his father encouraged him in 
cheating when he was but a child; and see 
what he's come to now he is a man ! " He was 
ordered to remain twelve months in solitary 
confinement. His captain and his accomplices 
,vere sent to the galleys, and the Jew was 
banished from Naples. And now, having gotten 
these vi11ains out of our way, let us return to 
honest Francisco. His wound was soon healed. 
Arthm was no bad surgeon, for he let his patient 
get well as fast a:; he pleased ; and Carlo arnl 
Rosetta nursed him with so much kindness, that 
he Yrns almost sorry to find himself perfectly 
recovered. "Now that you are able to go out," 
said Francisco's father to him, "you must come 
and look at my new house, my dear son." "Your 
new house, father ? '' " Yes, son, and a charm­
ing one it is, and a handsome piece of land near 
it: all at a safe distance, too, from Mount Vesu­
vius; and can you guess how I came by it?­
it was gi,·en to me for having a good son." 
" Yes," cried Carlo, " the inhabitants of Rcsina, 
ancl several who had property near Torre del 
Greco, an<l whm:e houc::ec; c1nd li,·es were saved 
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by your intrepidity in canying the materials for 
the fireworks and the gunpowder out of this 
dangerous µlace, ,rent in a body to the duke, 
and requested that he would mention your name 
and these facts to the king, who, amongst the 
grants he has made to the sufferers by the late 
emption of l\Iount Vesm·iu , lias been pleaseu to 
s1y, that he gi,·es this house and garden to your 
father, because you ha,·e sa\·ecl the property and 
Ji,·es of many of his subjects." 

The value of a handsome portion of the furni­
ture, plate, &c. in tlie Count di F.'s villa, was? 
according to the Count's promise, giren to him; 
and this money he dirided bebrcen his own 
family and that of tl1e good carpenter, who first 
put a pencil into his hanck Arthur would not 
accept of any present from him. To ::.\Ir.-, 
tl1e English gentleman, he offered one of hi.' 
own drawings-a fruit-piece. "I Jike tl1is very 
well," said Artliur, as he examined the draw­
ing, " but I should like this melon better if it 
was a little bruised. It is now three years ago 
since I was going to buy that bruised melon 
from you: you sho\red me your honest nature 
then, though you \rer<' but a Loy, and I ha,·e 
found you the same HC'r i--i11c0. .A good begin­
ning make~ a good C'ncling-1111 hollC'st boy will 
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ma1rn an honest man, and honesty is the best 
policy, as you h,rve prored to all who wanted 

the proof, I hope." "Yes," added Francisco's 

father, " I think it is pretty plain that Piedro 

the Cunning has not managed quite so well as 
Francisco the Honest." 

(J 
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LvcY, daughter to the Justice. 
Mns. BusTLE, landlady ef tlze Saracen's I-lead. 
JUSTICE HEADSTRONG. 
OLD l\1AN. 
\VILLIAM, a Servant. 

SCE ... E I. 

The house ([/-'Justice Headstrong-a lzall. Lucy 
watering sonie myrtles-a servant behind the 
scenes is heard lo say-

I TELL you my master is not up-you can't see him; so go about your business, I say. 
Lucy. Whom are you speaking to, 1Villiam ? lVho's that? 
Will. Only an old man, miss, with a com­

plaint for my master. 
Luc,.11. Oh, then don't send him away-don't send him away. 
fVill. But master has not had his chocolate, ma'am. He \,·un't sec anybody e\·er before he 

drinks his chocolate, you know, ma'am. 
Lucy. But let the old man then come in here 

' l . 
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-perhaps he can wait a little while-call 

him. (Exit Servant.) 

(Luc!} sings, and goes on rvatering her 
myrtles-the servant shows in the 

Old Alan.) 
1Vill. You can't sec my master this hour, but 

miss will let you stay here. 
Lucy (aside). Poor old man, how he trembles 

as he walks! (Aloud.) Sit down, sit clown, my 
father will see you soon ; pray sit down. 

(Ile hesitates, she pushes a chair to­
wards him.) 

Lucy. Pray sit c1o'1·n. (He sits d01vn.) 
Old Man. You are very good, miss; very 

good. (Lucy goes to her myrtles again.) 

Lucy. Ah! I'm afraid this poor myrtle is 

quite dead-quite dead. 
(The Old Jlan sighs, anrl she turns rnwzd.) 

Lucy (aside). I wonder what can make him 

sigh so !-(Aloud.) My father won't make you 

wait long. 
Old ]I. 0 ma'am, as long as he pleases­

I'm in no haste-no ha tc: it's only a small 
matter. 

Lucy. But does a small matter m:ike you sigh 
o? 

Old V. Ah, miss; because, though it is a 

mall matter in itself, it is not a small matter to 
o2 
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me (sighing again); it was my aU, and I're 
Jost it. 

Luc!/. ,v1iat do you mean? ,vhat ham you 
lost ? 

Old 111. ,vhy, miss-but I won't trouble you 
about it. 

Lucy. But it won't trouble me at all-I 
mean, I wish to hear it-so tell it me. 

Old M. ,vhy, miss, I slept last night at tl1e 
inn here in town-the Saracen's Head-­

Luc!} (interrupts him). Hark, there is my 
father coming down stairs; fo11ow me-you may 
tell me your story as we go along. 

Old ]'l. I slept at the Saracen's Head, miss, 
and- ( Exit talking.) 

SCENE II. 

Justice Hcadslrong's Study. 

(He appears in liis night-gown and cap, willt las 
gouty foot upon a stool-a table and chocolate 
beside him-Lucy is leaning on the arm ef hi::. 
rhair.) 

Just. \Vell, well, rny darling, presently-I'll 
see him presently. 

Luc!), ·whilst you are drinking your choco,. 
late, papa? 

,, 
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Just. No, no, no-I never see anybody till I 
have done my chocolate, darling. (He tastes !tis 
chocolate.) There's no sugar in this, child. 

Luc,1J, Yes, indeed, papa. 
Just. No, child-there's no sugar, I tell you -that's poz ! 
Luc!J, Ob, but, papa, I assure you I put in two lumps myself. 
Just. There's no sugar, I say-why will you 

contradict me, child, for ever ?-There's no sugar, I say. 

(Luc!/ leans over him pla.11.fully, and 
?Vith his tea-spoon pulls out two 
lumps ef sugar.) 

Luc!J, \Vhat's this, papa? 
Just. Pshaw! pshaw! pshaw! it is not melted, 

child-it is the same as no sugar. Oh, my foot, 
girl ! my foot-you kill me-go, go, I'm busy­
J',,e business to do. Go an<l send \ViUiam to 
me ; do you hear, love? 

Luc.1/• And the old man, papa? 
Just. ,vhat old man? I tell you what, I've 

been plagued erer since I was awake, and before 
I was awake, about that old man. If he can't 
·\\'ait, let him go about hi business-don't you 
know, child, I neYer see any body till I'\·e drank 
my choc:olate; ancl I never will, if it wa a duke, 
that's poz ! \\'by, it ha:::i but just struck fo·clrc; 

o3 
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if I1e can't wait, lie can go about his lmsmcss, 
can't he? 

Lucy. 0 sir, he can wait. It was not he 
who was impatient: ( she comes back pla!Jfull!J) 
it was only I, papa; don't be angry. 

Just. Well-well, well (finishing llis cup ef 
clwcolate, ancl pushing the dish mva!J) ; and at 
any rate there was not sugar enough-send 
,villiam, send ,villiam, child, and I'll finish my 
o\\·n business, and then-

(E.1:it Luc!} dancing, "And then l­
aud then!") 

JUSTICE, alone. 

Oh this foot of mine! (lrvinges)-oh this foot! 
Aye, if Dr. Sparerib could cure one of tl1e gout, 
then, indeed, I should think something of him­
but, as to my le.wing off my bottle of port, it's 
nonsense, it's all nonsense, I can't do it-I 
can't, and I won't for all the Dr. Spareribs in 
Christendom, that's poz ! 

Enter \V ILLIA:II. 

Just. ,villiam-oh ! aye-hey-what answer, 
pray, did you bring from the Saracen's IIcacl?­
Did you see ::Urs. Bustle her elf, as I bid you? 

1Vil/. Y cs> siJ'; I saw the lancllacl y herself­
: he said 5he would come UJ> in1mediately, sir. 

B 
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Just. Ali, tl,at's ,rell-immcdiately? 
lVill. Y cs, sir, and I hear her voice below 

now. 

Just. 0 show her up, show l\Irs. Bustle in. 

Enter l\1Rs. BUSTLE, the landlady ef the 
Saracen's Head. 

Land. Good-morrow to your worship !-I'm 
glad to sec your worship look so purely-I came 
up with all speed (taking breath). Our pie is 
in the °'·en-that was what you sent for me 
about, I take it. 

Just. True-true; sit c.1own, good Mr.s. 
Bustle, pray--

Land. 0 your warship's always very good 
(settling her apron) ; I came up just as I \l"aS, 
only threw my shawl over me-I thought your 
worship ,rould excuse-I'm quite, as it were, 
rejoiced to see your worship look so purely, and 
to tind you up so hearty-

Just. 0, I'm very hearty (coughing), always 
hearty and thankful for it-I hope to see many 
Christmas doings yet, l\Irs. Bustle-and so our 
pie is in the oven, I think you say? 

Land. Iu the O\'en, it is-I put it in with 
rny own hands, and, if we have but good luck 
in the baking, it will be as pretty a goose-pic,­
thuugh I tiay it that should nut bay it,-as pretty 
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a goose-pie as crcr your worship set your eye 
upon. 

Just. v·rill you take a gla s of any thing this 
morning, 1\Irs. Bustle ?-I hare some mce 
usquebaugh. 

Land. 0 no, your worship !-I thank your 
worship, though, as much as if I took it; but I 
just took my luncheon before I came up, or, 
more proper, 1ll!J sand1Vicli, I should ay, for the 
fashion's sake, to be sure. A luncheon won't go 
dmn1 with nobody now-a-day (lauglzs)-I ex• 
pect hostler and boots will he calling for their 
sand,riches just now (laughs again)-I'm sure 
I beg your worship' pardon for mentioning a 
luncheon. 

Just. 0 i\Irs. Bustle, the word's a good word, 
for it means a good thing, ha! ha! ha! (pulls 
out his walch)-but, pray, is it luncheon time? 
1Vhy, it's past one, I dec1are, and I thought I 
was up in remarkably good time, too. 

Land. \Yell, and to be sure, so it was remark. 
ably good time for .1.1our 1vorship; but folks in 
our ,ray must be np by time , you know-I've 
hecn np and about the c se\·en hour ! 

Just. (stretching.) 8c\·en hour ! 
Land . .,_\.ye, iadccd, eight I might ~ay, for 

I'm an early little hody, thongh I :::;ay it that 
·liould nut ::iay it-I am an early little lwdy. 

l 
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Just. An early little body, as you say, Mrs. 

BustJe = so I shall have my goose-pie for dinner, hey? 

Land. For dinner, as sure as the clock strikes 
four ; but I mustn't stay prating, for it may be 
spoiling if I'm away-so I must wish your wor­ship a good morning. (She curtsies.) 

Just. No ceremony, no ceremony, good l\Irs. Bustle; your servant. 

Enter "\VrLLIAnr, to take mva!J tile clwcolale-tlze 
Landlacl!J is putting on her shmvl. 

Just. You may let that man know, William, 
t1rnt I have despatched my 01vn business, and I 
am at leisure for his now-(taking a pinch ef 
sm!ffj-hum-pray, William! (Justice leans 
bacl. gravel!}) what sort of a looking fellow is he, pray? 

TVill. Mo:st like a sort of a travelling man, in my opinion, sir,-or something that way I take it. 

( At these ruords the Landlad!J turns 
round inquisitively, aud dela!Js, that 
she ma!J listen ,wftilst she is putting 
on and pinning her slwn•l.) 

Just. Hum-a sort of a tra,·elling man­
lium-lay my books out open at the title Ya­
p-rant; and, "\Yilliarn, tell the cook that Mrs. 
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Bustle promises me the goose-pie for dinner­
four o'clock1 do you hear? And show the old 
man m now. 

( The Landlad!J looks eagerly towards 
ilie door as it opens1 and exclaims-) 

Land. l\Iy old gentleman1 as I hope to 
breathe! 

Euier the OLD MAx. 

( Lucy .follo1Vs the Old 1llan on lip-toe-the 
Justice leans back1 and looks consequential­
the Landlad!J sets her arms a-lcimbo; the Old 
A1.an starts as he sees lier.) 
Just. "\Vhat stops you1 friend? Come forward 1 if you please. 
Land. (advancing.) S01 sir! is it you1 sir? 

Aye1 you little loo]l'.ed1 I warrant ye1 to meet me 
11ere with hi worship; but there yon reckoned 
without your host-out of the frying-pan into 
the fire. 

Just. "\Vhat is all this? ,vhat is this? 
Land. (rulining on.) None of your flummery 

stuff will go clown with his worship no more 
than with me1 I girn ye warning-so you may 
go further and fare worse; and spare your 
breath to cool your porridge. 

Just. (1ravcs lzis hand 1Vi!h dig11if.1J·) ..\Irs. 
Tiu::.tle) good ::.\Irs. Eustle1 remember where you 
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are-silence! silence !-Corne forward, sir, and 
let me hear what you lrnve to say. 

( T'!te Old J."lian comes forrvard.) 
Just. 1Vho, and what may you he, friend: 

and what is your business with me? 
Land. Sir, if your worship will give me 

1eave-(Justice makes a sign to her to be silent.) 
Old JJ[. Please your worship, I am an old soldier. 
Land. (interrupting.) An old hypocrite, say. 
Just. l\Irs. Bustle, pray-I desire-let the man speak. 
Old ][. For these two years past-ever since, 

please your worship-I wasn't able to work any 
longer,-for in my youth I did work as well as the best of them. 

Land. (eager lo interrupt.) You work-you­
Just. Let him finish his story, I say. 
Luc!/. Aye, do, do, papa, speak for him. Pray, l\frs. Bustle-
Land. (turning sudden~lj round to Luc!/.) 

Miss !-A good morrow to you, ma'am-I hum­
bly beg your apologies for not seeing you sooner, miss Lucy. 

(Justice nods lo the Old Man, ?Vho goes on.) 
Old .1..1[. But, please your worship, it pleased 

God to take away the use of my left arm, and 
since that I hare never been able to work. 
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Land. Flummery ! flummery ! 
Just. (angrily.) l\Irs. Bustle, I ha,·e desired 

silence, and I will have itJ that's poz ! You 
shaJl have your turn presently. 

Old IV[. For these two years past-for ,rhy 
should I be ashamed to tell the truth-I ham 
lived upon charity, and I scraped together a 
guinea and a halfJ and upwards; and I was 
tra,·e11ing with it to my grandson, in the north, 
with him to end my days-but (siglzing)-

Just. But what? ProceedJ prayJ to the point. 
Old M. But last night I slept here in to,rnJ 

please your worshipJ at the Saracen's Head. 
Land. ( in a rage.) At the Saracen's Head ! 

Yes, forsoothJ none such ever slept at the 
Saracen's Head afore, or ever shall after, as long 
as my name's BustleJ and the Saracen's Head is 
the Saracen's Head. 

Just. Again! again!-Mrs. Landlady, this is 
downright-I have said you should speak pre­
sently-he shall speak first, since I've said it, 
that's poz ! Speak onJ friend : you slept hist 
night at the Saracen's Head. 

Old M. Yes, please your worship, and I 
accuse nobody; but at night I had my little­
money safe, and in the morniug it was gone. 

Land. Gone! gone indeed in my honsc ! and 

this is the way I'm to Le treated' ic:; it so ? I 
'I 
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couldn't but speak, please your worship, to such an inhuman-like, out-o'-the-way, scandalous charge, if King George, and all the Royal Family, were sitting in your worship's chair, besides you, to silence me. ( Turning to tlte Old 1llan.) And this is your gratitude, forsooth ! Didn't you tell me, that any hole in my house ,ras good enough for you, yon wheedling hypo­crite? and my thanks is to call me and mine a pack of thieves. 
Old J.11. 0 no, no, no, no-a pack of thieves by no means! 
Land. Aye, I thought when I came to speak we should hare you upon your marrow-bones m-

Just. (imperious(y.) Silence! five times have I commanded silence, and five times in vain; and I won't command any thing five times in vain, that's poz ! 
Land. (in a pet, aside.) Old Poz !-(Aloud.) Then, your worship, I don't sec any business I have to be waiting here-the folks will want me at home. (Returning and ?Vltispering.) SliaJI I send the goose-pie up, your worship, if it's readv? 

Just. (1Vitlt magnauimi!!J.) I care not for the goose-pie, 1\Irs. Bustle-do not talk to me of O'Oose-pics-tliis is no place to talk of pies. VOL. I!. 
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Land. 0, for that matter, your ,rnrahip knows best to be sure. (E,r:it Landlcul!JJ angr!),) 

SCEXE III. 
J usTICE HEADS'l'ROXG, OLD l\IAi\", and Lucy. 

Luc.lJ• .AhJ now I'm glad he can speak-now tell papa ; and you need not be afraid to .:;peak to him, for be is very good-natured-don't con­tradict him though, becau e be told me not. Just. 0 darling, you shall contradict me as often as you please-only not before l're drank my chocolate, child-hey! Go on, my good friend j you see ,,·hat it is to li-1:e in Old Eng­JandJ where, thank Hearen, the poorest of his Maje ty's subjects may ha,·e justi(:c, and speak his mincl before the first man in the land. Xow speak on, and you hear she tells you you need not be afraid of me. Speak on. 
Old JI. I thank your worship, I'm sure. Just. Thank me ! for what, sir? I won't he thanked fol' doing justice) sir j so-but explain this matter. You lost your moner, hey, at tl1e Saracen's Head-you had it safo last night, hey ?-and you rnis:;ed it this morning? Arc you sure yon hacl it safo at 11iglit? 

Old .:..11. 0, plca~e your wor::-hip, <1uite sure, 
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for I took it out and looked at it just before I 
said my prayers. 

Just. You did-did ye so-hum ! pray, my 
good friend, ,,here might you put your money 
when you went to bed? 

Old nl. Please your worship, where I always 
put it-ahrnys-in my tobacco-box. 

Just. Your tobacco-box! I nc\·er heard of 
such a thing-to make a strong box of a tobacco­
box-ha ! ha! ha !-hum-and you say the box 
and all was gone in the morning. 

Old Jl. Ko, please your worship, no, not the 
box, the box was ne\·er stirred from the place 
,rhcre I put it. They left me the box. 

Just. Tut, tut, tnt, man !-took the money 
ancl left the box; I'll never believe tlial; I'll 
ne\·er belicre that any one cou1cl be such a fool. 
Tut, tut! the thing's impossible: it's well you 
are not upon oath. 

Old JI. If I ,ms, please your worship, I 
should say the Srune, for it is the truth. 

Just. Don't tell me, don't tell me; I say the 
thing is irnpos~ible. 

Old .1lI. Please your ,rorship, here's the box. 
Just . (aucs 011 ll'itlwut lookincr al it.) ..L Ton-~ ~ 

sense ! non~ense ! it's no snrh thing it's no such 
thing-, I say-no man m)Ulcl take the money, 
and Icare the tobacc0-box, I ,ron't Lclic,·e it-

P 2 
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nothing sliall make me believe it ever-that's 
poz. 

Luc!/ (takes t!te box, and holds it up before her 
Jatlter's eJes.) You did not see the bo:x, did 
you, papa? 

Just. Yes, yes, yes, child-nonsense ! it's all 
a lie from beginning to end. A man who tells 
one lie will tell a hundred-all a lie !-all a lie! 

Old M. If your worship would give me 1eave­
Jusl. Sir-it does not signify-it does not 

signify; I've said it, I've said it, and that's 
enough to convince me; and I'll tell you more, 
if my Lord Chief Justice of England told it to 
me, I ,rould not believe it-that's poz ! 

Luc!} (still playing rvitli lite box.) But how 
comes the box here, I wonder? 

Just. Pshaw! pshaw! pshaw! darling ;-go 
to your dolls, darling, and don't be positive-go 
to your dolls, and don't talk of what you don't 
understand. "'\iVhat can you understand, I want 
to know, of the law? 

Lucy. No, papa, I didn't mean about the 
Jaw; but. about the box: because, if the man had 
taken it, how could it be here, you know, papa? 

Just. Hey, hey, what? "'\iVhy, ,rhat I say is 
this, that I don't dispute that that box, that you 
hold in your hands, is a box; nay, for aught I 
know, it may be a tobacco-box-but it's clear to 

J 
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me, that if they left the box. tl1ey did not take 
the money-and how do you dare, sir, to come 
before Justice Headstrong with a lie in your 
mouth ?-recollect yonrself, I'll give you time 
to recollect yourself. 

(A pause.) 

Just. "relJ, sir, and what do you say now 
about the box? 

Old J',1. Please your worship, with submis­
sion, I can say nothing but what I said before. 

Just. ,vhat, contradict me again, after I gave 
ye time to recollect yoursclf-J'ye done with ye, 
I have done: contradict me as often as you 
please, but you cannot impose upon me; I defy 
you to impose upon me! 

Old Al. Impose! 
Just. I know the law-I know the law! and 

I'll make you know it, too-one hour, I'll give 
yon to recollect yourself, and if you don't give 
up this idle story,-I'Il-I'll commit you as a 
vagrant-that's poz !-go, go, for the present. 
""'illiam, take him into the servant's hall, <lo 
you hear ?-"\Vhat, take the money, and learn 
the box !-I'll never belie,·e it, tliat's poz ! 

( Luc!} .speaks lo lite Old JJ an as he is 
goi11g oJJ:) 

LNC!J, Don't uc frightened! don't be frightened 
I' J 
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-I mean, if you tell the truth, never be 
frightened. 

Old 1\1. If I tell the truth-(lurning up !tis 
eJcs.) (Old n1an is still held back by Luc!),) 

Luc,y. One moment-ans,rer me one question 
-because of something that just came into my 
head. ,vas the box shut fast ,rhen you left it? 

Old 111. No, miss, no !-open; it ,ras open, 
for I could not find the lid in the dark-my 
candle went out.-Jf I tell the truth-oh ! 

(E:cil.) 

SCENE IV. 
Justice's Study-the Justice is 'JVriting. 

Old .1.ll. ,vell ! I shall ha....-e but few days 
more miserv in this ,rnrlcl ! 

Just. (lo;ks up.) ·why! ,rhy-why then, why 
,rill you be so positire to persist in a lie? Take 
the money and leave the box ! ob tinatc block­
head! II~rc vVilliam (showing the committal), 
take this old gentleman to Hol<lfast, the con­
:;table, and give him this warrant. 

Enter Lucy, running, out qf breath. 
Lucij, I',·c found it! I're found it! I've found 

it! II~rc, old man, here's your money-here it 

I. 
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is all-a guinea and a half, and a shilling and a 
sixpence,-just as he said, papa. 

Enter LANDLADY. 

Land. 0 la ! your worship, did you ever hear 
the like? 

Just. I've heard nothing, yet, that I can un­
derstand. First, ha,·e you secured the thief, I 
say? 

Lucy (makes signs to the Landlady to be 
,-,i/ent). Yes, yes, yes! ,ve have him safe-we 
have him prisoner. Shall he come in, papa? 

Just. Y cs, child, by all means ; and now I 
shall hear what possessed him to leave the box­
I don't understand-there's something deep in 
all this,-I don't understand it. Now I do 
desire, l\lrs. Landlady, nobody may speak a 
single word, whilst I am cross-examining the 
thief. ( Landlad!J puts her finger upon lier 

lips-Every body lool.:s eagerly to­
wards tlie door.) 

Re-enler LucY, 1vit!t a huge 1vicker cage in !ter 
hand, containing a magpie-the Justice drops 
the commiltal out of his hand. 
Just. Hey! " ·hat, .i\Irs. Landlady! the old 

magpie ! hey ! 
Land . . Aye, your ,rorship, my old magpie-
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who'd have thought it-Miss was very clever; 
it was she caught the thief. i\liss was very 
cle,·cr. 

Old 11.J. Very good ! very good ! 
Just. Aye, darling! her father's own child! 

How was it, child ?-Caught the thief n,itli lite 
rnainour, hey ! Tell us all-I will hear all­
that's poz ! 

Luc!/. O, then, first I must tell you how I 
came to suspect Mr. :Magpie. Do you remem­
ber, papa, tha.t day last summer, that I went 
with you to the bowling-green of the Saracen's 
Head? 

Land. 0, of all days in the year-but I ask 
pardon, miss. 

Luc!J. \Vell, that day I l1eard my uncle and 
another gentleman telling stories of magpies 
hiding money; and they laid a wager about this 
old magpie-and they tried him-they put a 
shilling upon the table, and he ran away with it, 
and hid it-so I thought that he might do so 
again, you know, this time. 

Just. Right, right; it's a pity, child, you are 
not upon the bench; ha! ha! ha! 

Luc!J, And when I went to his old 11iding­
place, there it was-but you see, papa, he did 
not take the box. 

Just. Xo. no, no ! !Jccau::;c the thief wa::; a 

I 
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magpie-no man would have taken the money, 
and left the box. You see I was right-no man 
would have left the box, hey? 

Lucy. Certainly not, I suppose; but I'm so 
Yery glad, old man, that you have gotten your 
money. 

Just. "\Vell, then, child, l1ere, tal.e my purse, 
and add that to it. "\Ve were a Ii ttle too hasty 
with the committal-hey? 

Land. Aye, and I fear I was so, too; but 
when one is touched about the credit of one's 
house, one's apt to speak warmly. 

Olcl .M. 0, I'm the happiest old man ali,·e ! 
You are all com·inced I told you no lies. Say 
no more-say no more-I am the happiest man! 
l\Iiss, yon hare made me the happiest man alive! 
Bless you for it ! 

Land. "\Vcll, now, I']l tell you what-I know 
,rl1at I think-you must keep that there mag­
pie, and make a show of him, and I warrant 
he'll bring you many an honest penny-for it's 
a !rue story, and folks will like to hear it, I 
hope -

Just. (eagerly.) And, friend, do you hear, 
you'll dine here to-day-you'll dine here; ,re 
h,:n-e some excellent ale-I ,rill haYe you drink 
my 11ealth, that's poz !-hey, yoll'll drink my 
health, "'on't you, hey? 
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Old 111. (bo,vs.) 0, and the young lady's, if 
you please. 

Just. AyeJ aye, drink her J1ealth-sbe <lc­
serves it--ayeJ drink my darling's health. 

Land. And, please your worshipJ it's the right 
timeJ I believeJ to speak of the goose-pie now; 
and a charming pie it isJ and it's on the table. 

Trill. And Mr. SmackJ the curate, a11cl 'squire 
Solid, and the doctorJ sirJ are comeJ and dinner 
is npon the table. 

Just. Then let us say no more-but do justice 
immediately to the goose-pie-and; darling, put 
me in minrl to tell this story after dinner. 

(After the!J go out, the Justice slops.) 
'' Tell this story" -I don't know whether it 

teJJ's well for me-but I'll nG-rer be positirn any 
more-tlwt' s poz. 

1 ,, 
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CHAPTER I. 

l\ln. and l\Irs. Montague spent the summer of 
the year17D5 at Clifton, ,rith their son Frederick, 
and their t\rn daughters, Sophia and Marianne. 
They had taken much care of the education of 
their children, nor Irere they ever tempted by 
any motive of personal convenience, or temporary 
amusement, to hazard the permanent happiness 
of their pupils. 

Sensible of the extreme importance of early 
impressions, and of the powerful influence of ex­
ternal circumstances in forming the character 
and the manners, they were now anxious that 
the variety of new ideas, and new· objects, whid1 
would strike the mirnls of their children, shoul<L 
appear in a just point of vie,r. 

« Let children sec, and judge for themseh·es," 
is often iuconsideratel y said. \Yhere children sec 
only a part, they cannot judge of the ,rhole; and 
from the superficial vie,\- which they can hm·e in 
short visits and desultory conversation , thcy~c:u 
form only a false estimate of the objects oflmm:m 
happiness, a false notion of the natme of -ocicty, 
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and false opinions of characters. For these 
reasons Mr. and l\Irs. Montague ·were particu­
larly cautious in the choice of their acquaintance, 
as they were well aware, that whate,·er passed 
in conrersation before their children became part 
of their education. When they came to Clifton, 
they \rished to have a house entirely to tliem­
seh·es; but as they came late in the season, almost 
all the lodging houses were full, and for a few 
weeks they were obliged to remain in a house, 
in which some of the apartments were already 
occupied. 

During the first fortnight, they scarce] y saw or 
heard anything of one of the families, who 
lodged on the same floor with them. An elderly 
quaker, with his sister Birtha, were their silent 
neighbours. The blooming complexion of the 
lady had indeed attracted the attention of the 
children, as they caught a glimpse of her face, 
when she was getting into her carriage to go out 
upon the Downs. They conlcl scarcely belierc, 
that she came to the Wells on account of her 
health. Besides her blooming complexion, the 
delicate white of her garments bad struck them 
,rith admiration, and they observed, that her 
brother careful! y guarded these from the wheel 
of the carriage, as he handed her in. From this 
circnmstancc, and from the benerolent countc-
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nance of the old gentleman, they concluded that 
lie was very fond of his sister-that they were 
certainly very happy, only they never spoke, and 
could be seen but for a moment. 

Not so the maiden lady who occupied the 
<rrouncl floor.-On the stairs, in the passages, at 
lier window, she was continually visible ; and 
she seemed to possess the art of being present in 
all these places at once. Her voice was eter­
nally to be heard, and it was not particularly 
melodious. The very first day she met Mrs. 
Montague's children on the stairs, she stopped to 
te]l l\farianne, that she was a charming dear ! 
and a charming little dear ! to kiss her, to 
inquire her name, and to inform her that her 
own name was " l\lrs. Theresa Tattle; " a cir­
cumstance of which there was little danger of 
their long remaining in ignorance, for in the 
course of one morning at least twenty single, 
and as many double raps at the door, were suc­
ceeded by vociferations of "l\'.Irs. Theresa Ta.ttle's 
servant!"-" Mrs. Theresa Tattle at home!"­
" Mrs. Theresa Tattle not at l1ome ! " 

No per on at the 1Vells w·as oftene1· at home 
and abroad than l\Irs. Tattle! She had, as she 
deemed it, the happiness to hare a most extensive 
acquaintance residing at Clifton. She had for 
years kept a register of arrivals. She regularly 

YOL. II. Q 
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consulted the subscriptions to the c;rculating 
libraries, and the lists at the Ball and the Pump­
rooms; so that, v,ith a memory unencumbered 
with literature, and free from all domestic cares, 
she contri red to retain a most astonishing and 
correct list of births, deaths, and rnarfr1ges, 
together ,rith all the anecdotes, amusing, in­
structive, or scandalous, which are necessary to 
the conversation of a water-drinking place, and 
essential to the character of a a very pleasant 
woman." 

a A very pleasant "·oman," Mrs. Tattle was 
usually called ; and consciom, of her accomplish­
ments, she \ms eager to introduce herself to the 
acquai11tance of her new neighbours; ha,·ing, 
with her ordinary expedition, collected from 
their serrnnts, by means of her own, all that 
could be kno,vn, or rather all that could be told 
about them. The name of l\lontague, at all 
erents, she knew ·,1•as a good name, and justified 
her courting this acquaintance. She courted it 
first by nods, and becks, and smiles, at :\IariannC', 
whenerer she met her; and ;\farianne, who was 
a ,·ery little girl, began pre. ently to nod and 
smile in return; persuaded that a lady who 

smiled so much could not be ill-natured. EC'­
sideq, l\lrs. 'fheresa':a; parlour t1oor ,ras :-ometime:-; 
lrft more than half open to afford a rjc,r of a 

I?-
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green parrot. Marianne sometimes passed very 
slowly by this door. One morning it was left 
quite wide open; she stopped to say, "Pretty 
Poll," and immediately :Mrs. Tattle begged she 
would do her the honour to walk in and see 
"Pretty Poll ; " at the same time taking the 
liberty to offer her a piece of iced plum cake. 

The next day :\frs. Theresa Tattle did herself 
the honour to Yrnit upon l\Irs. :Montague, " to 
apologize for the liberty she had taken, in in­
viting _jfrs. l\Iontaguc's charming l\Iiss l\larianue 
into her apartment to sec Pretty Poll; and for 
the still greater liberty sl1e had taken in offering 
her a piece of plum cake, inconsiderate creature 
that she was ! " ·hich might possibly have dis­
agreed with her, and -u·hich certainly were 
liberties she never should ha,·e been induced to 
take, if he had not been unaccountably be­
witched by Miss Marianne's triking, though 
highly flattering resemblance, to a young gentle­
man, an officer, with whom she had danced; she 
,ms sorry to ay, now nearly t,Yelve years ago, 
at the races in --shire, of the name of Mon­
tague, a most respectable young man, and of a 
most re pcctable family, ,rith which, in a remote 
degree, she might presume to say, she herself 
wa:; someway co1111cctcd, h;n·ing the honour to be 
nearly related to the Joneses of Mcrioncthshire, 

Q2 
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who were cousins to the Mainwarings of Bed­
fordshire1 who married into the family of the 
Griffithses1 the eldest branch of which, she 
understood, had the honour to be cousin-ger­
man to Mr. l\lontague1 on which account she had 
been impatient to pay a visit so likely to be pro­
ductive of most agreeable consequences, in the 
acquisition of an acquaintance rrhose society 
must do her infinite honour." 

Having thus happily accomplished her first 
visit1 there seemed little probability of escaping 
1\1rs. Tattle's farther acquaintance. In the course 
of the first week1 she only hinted to Mr. Mon­
tague1 that << some people thought his system of 
education rather odd; that she should be obliged 
to him1 if he would1 some time or other1 when 
he had nothing else to do1 just sit down and 
make her understand bis notions, that she might 
Jia.-e something to say to her acguaintance1 as 
she always wished to have1 Yrhcn she heard any 
friend attacked1 or any friend's opinions." 

l\Ir. Montague declining to sit do,rn arnl make 
this lady understand a system of education only 
to gi.-e her something to say, and showing unac­
countable indifference about the attacks ,yith 
which he was threatened, l\Irs. Tattle next ad­
dressed herself to l\Irs. J\Iontague1 prophesying in 
a most serious whisper << that the charming ~liss 

l' 
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Marianne would shortly and inevitably grow 
quite crooked, if she were not immediately pro­
Yide<l with a back-board, a French dancing-mas­
ter, and a pair of stocks." This alarming whisper 
could not, howe,,er, have a permanent effect upon 
Mrs. l\Iontague's understanding, because three 
clays afterwards, l\Irs. Theresa, upon the most 
anxious inspection, mistook the hip and shoulder 
which should have been the highest. This 
danger vanishing, l\Irs. Tattle presently, with a 
rueful length of face and formal preface, "hesi­
tated to assure Mrs. Montague, that she was 
greatly distressed about her daughter Sophy; 
that she was conrinced her lungs were affee;ted; 
and that she certainly ought to drink the waters 
mori1ing and e,·ening; and above all things must 
keep one of the patirosa lozenges constantly in 
lier mouth, and directly consult Dr. Cardamum

3 the best physician in the world, and the person 
she ,rould send for herself upon her death-bed; 
because, to her certain knowledge, he had reco­
vered a young lady, a relation of lier om1, after 
:she had lost one ,rbole globe of her lungs." 

The medical opinion of a lady of so much ana­
tomical prec:ision could not have much weight; 
nor was this uni rersal adviser more successful in 
an attempt to intro.Ince a tutor to Frederick, 
who, ~he apprehended, mnst ,rant one to perfocl 
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him in the Latin and Greek, and dead languages, 
of which, she observed, it would be impertinent 
for a woman to talk; only she might venture to 
repeat what she had heard said by good autho­
l'ity, that a competency of the dead tongues could 
be had nowhere but at.a public school, or else 
from a prirnte tutor who had been abroad (after 
the advantage of a classical education, finished 
in one of the universities) with a' good family, 
without which introduction it was idle to think 
of reaping solid advantages from any continental 
tour; all which requisites she could, from per­
sonal knowledge, aver concentrated in the gen­
tleman she had the honour to recommend, as 
having been tutor to a young nobleman, who 
had now no farther occasion for him, being, 
unfortunately for himself and his family, killed 
in an untimely duel. 

All her suggestions being lost upon these un­
thinking parents, Mrs. Theresa Tattlc's powers 
were next tried upon the children, and presently 
her success was apparent. On Sophy, indeed, 
she could not make any impression, though she 
had expended on her some of her finest strokes 
of flattery. Sophy, though very desirous of the 
approbation of her friends, was not Yery desirous 
to win the favour of strangers. She was about 
thirteen, that dangerous age at which ill-eclu-
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cated girls, in their anxiety to display their ac­
complishments, are apt to become dependent for 
applause upon the praise of ~very idle visitor; 
,rhen the habits not being formed, and the 
attention being suddenly turned to dress and 
manners, girls are apt to affect and imitate, in­
rliscriminatel y, every thing that they fancy to be 
agreeable. 

Sophy, whose taste had been cultivated at the 
same time ·with her powers of reasoning, was not 
liable to fall into these errors; she found that 
she could please those whom she wished to 
please, without affecting to be any thing but 
what she really was; and her friends listened to 
what she said, though sl1e nc,,er repeated the 
sentiments, or adopted the phrases, which she 
might easily have caught from the conversation 
of those who were older or more fashionable 
than herself. This word "fashionable," l\1rs. 
Theresa Tattle knew had usua11 y a great effect 
even at thirteen; but she had not observed that 
it had much po,,er upon Sophy; nor were her 
documents concerning grace and manners much 
attended to. Iler mother had taught Sophy, 
that it was best to let herself alone, and not to 
distort either her person or her mind in acquiring 
grimace, which nothing but the fashion of the 
moment can support, and which is always de-
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tected and despised by people of real good sense 
and politeness. 

'' Bless me ! " said 11rs. Tattle to herself) '' if 
I had such a. tall daughter) and so unformed, 
before my eyes from morning to night, it would 
certainly break 111y poor heart. Thank heaven, 
I am not a mother! Miss l\larianne for me, if I 
,ras ! " 

::.\Ii s :\Jarianne had heard so often from l\Irs. 
Tattle that she was Yery charming, that she 
could not help beliering it: and from being a 
-rery pleasing, unaffected little girl) she in a 
s~1ort time grew so conceited, that she could 
neither speak, look, rno,·e, nor be silent, ,rithout 
imagmrng that e,·cry body ,,as, or ought to be, 
looking at liel'; and when Mrs. Theresa saw 
that Mrs. Monfagne looked ,·ery grave upon 
these occa ions) she, to repair the ill she had 
done, would say, after praising l\Iarianne's 11air 
or her eyes, '' 0, but little ladies should never 
think about their beauty, you know; nobody 
lores anybody, you know, for being hand ome, 
but for being good." People mu3t think children 
are ,·cry silly, or else they can nc\·er ha,·e re­
flected 11pon the nature of belief in their o,rn 
minds if they imagine that children ,rill be­
liern the ,1·or<l that arc said to tliem, by ,ra} 
of moral, ,rhcn the countenance, manner, and 
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every concomitant circumstance tell them a dif­
ferent tale. Children are excellent physiogno­
rnists; they quickly learn the universal language 
of looks, and what is said ef them always makes 
a greater impression than what is said to them; 
a truth of which those prudent people surely 
cannot be aware) who comfort themselves, ancl 
apologise to parents by saying) "0) but I would 
not say so and so to the child." 

M1·s. Theresa had seldom said to Frederick 
l\Iontague, "that he had a vast deal of drollery, 
and was a most incomparable mimic:'' but she 
had said so of him in whispers, wl,ich magnified 
the sound to his imagination, if not to his ear. 
He was a boy of much vivacity, and had consi­
derable abilities ; but his appetite for vulgar 
praise had not yet been surfeited; even l\'.Irs. 
Theresa Tattle's flattery pleased him, and he 
exerted himself for her entertainment so much) 
that he became quite a buffoon. Instead of ob­
serving characters and manners, that he might 
judge of them and form his own, he now 
watc.:hed every person he saw, that he might 
detect some foible, or catch some singularity in 
their gesture or pronunciation, which he might 
successfully mimic. 

Alarmed by the rapid progress of these evils, 
Mr. and l\lrs. Montagne, who, from the first day 
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that they had been honoured with Mrs. Tattle's 
Yisit, had begun to look out for new lodgings, 
were no\v extremely impatient to decamp. They 
,,ere not people who, from the ,,eak fear of 
offending a silly acquaintance, would hazard the 
happiHess of their family. They had heard of a 

house in the country which was likely to suit 
them, and they determined to go directly to look 
at it. As they were to be absent all day, they 
foresaw their officious neighbour would probably 
interfere with their children. They dicl not 
choose to exact any promise from them ,rhich 
they might be tempted to break, and therefore 
t liey on! y said at parting, a If l\lrs. Theresa 
Tattle should ask you to come to her, do as you 
think proper." 

Scarcely had Mrs. 1\fontague's carriage gone 
out of hearing, when a note was brought, di­
rected to a Frederick 1\Iontague, junior, Esq." 
which he immediately opened, and read as 
follows:-

" Mrs. Theresa Tattle presents lier very best 
compliments to the entertaining 1\Ir. Frederick 
Montague; she hopes he ,rill haye the charity 
to drink tea with her this erening, and bring his 
cliarming sister Marianne with him, as l\Irs. 
Theresa will be quite alone ,rith a. shocking 
]1cad-acl1c, and is sensible her ne1Tes are affected, 

•t 
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and Dr. Carchmum says, that ( especially in 
Mrs. T. T.'s case) it is downright death to 
nervous patients to be alone an instant; she 
therefore trusts Mr. Frederick will not refuse to 
come ancl make her laugh. 

" l\lrs. Tlieresa has taken ca1·c to provide a 
few macaroons for her little favourite, who said 
she was particularly fond of them the other day. 

" Mrs. Theresa hopes they will all come at 
six, or before, not forgetting miss Sophy, if she 
will condescend to be of the party." 

At the first reading of this note, "the enter­
taining" Mr. Frederick, and the "charming" 
miss Marianne, laughed heartily, and looked at 
Sophy as if they were afraid that she should 
think it possible they could like such gross flat­
tery; but upon a second perusal, Marianne 
oLserved, that it certainly was good-natured of 
Mrs. Theresa to remember the macaroons; and 
Frederick allowed that it was "Tong to laugh at 
the poor woman because she had the head-ache. 
Then twisting the note in his fingers, he ap­
pealed to Sophy; "'Nell, Sophy, leave off draw­
ing for an instant, and tell us what answer can 
we send?" "Can l we can send what answer 
we please." "Y cs, I kno,v tl1at," said Frederick; 
" I ,l·ould refuse if I could, but we ought not t~ 
do any thing rude, should "'e? So I think we 
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might as well go. Hey! because we could not 

refuse, if we would, I say." 
" You ham made such confusion," replied 

Sophy," between' couldn't,' and' wouldn't,' and 
' shouldn't,' that I can't understand you; surely 

they are a1l different things." 
"Different! no," criecl Frederick, " could, 

would, should, might, and ought, are all the 
same thing in the Latin grammar; all of them 

signs of the potential mood, you know." 
Sophy, whose powers of reasoning were not 

to be confounded even by q11otations from the 
Latin grammar, looked up soberly from her 
draw·ing, and answ·ered, "That ,·ery likely those 
words might be signs of the same thing in the 
Latin gramm~r, but that she believed they 

meant perfect! y different things in real life. 
" That's just as people please," said her 

sophistical brother, " you know words mean 
nothing in themselves. If I choose to call my 
hat my cadwa1lader, you would understand me 
just as well, after I had once explained it to 
you, that by cad,rallader I meant this black 
thing that I put upon my head; cachrnllader arnl 
hat would then be just the same thing to you." 

" Then ,rh} hare t ,Yo words for the same 
thing?" said Sophy; and \rhat ha · this to do 
with could and should? You wanted to prore-" 

1ft 
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" I wanted to prove," interru1Jted Frederick, 
H that it's not worth while to dispute for two 
hours about two words. Do keep to the point, 
Sophy, and don't dispute with me." 

" I was not disputing, I was reasoning." 
"Well, reasoning or disputing. ,v omen have 

no business to do either; for how should they 
know how to chop logic like men ? " 

At this contemptuous sarcasm upon l1er sex, 
Soph y's colour rose. " There!" cried Frederick, 
exulting, "now we shall sec a philosopheress in 
a passion ; I'd give six.pence, half price for a 
harlequin entertainment, to see Sophy in a 
passion. Now, l\farianne, look at her brush 
dabbling so fast in the ,rnter ! " 

Sophy, who could not easily bear to be laugl1ed 
at, with some little indignation said, " Brother, 
I wish--," "There! there ! " cried Frederick, 
pointing to the colour which rose in her cheeks 
almost to her temples; "Rising! rising! rising ! 
Look at the thermometer. Blood heat! Blood ! 
Fever beat ! Boiling water lieat ! l\Iarianne." 

"Then," said Sophy, smiling, " you should 
stand a little farther off, both of you; lea,·e the 
thermometer to itself a little while; girn it time 
to cool. It will come down to Temperate by the 
time you look again." 

'' 0 brother," cried Marianne, " she's so good. 
YOL. II. R 
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lrnmour'tl don't trase her any more; ancl don't 
draw heads upon her paper; and don't stretch 
her rubber out; and don't let us dirty any more 
of her brushes. See ! the sides of her tumbler 
are all manner of colours." 

"0, I only mixed red, blue, green, and yel­
low, to show you, l\Iarianne, that all colours 
mixed together make white. But she is tempe­
rate now, and I won't plague her; she shall chop 
logic if she likes it, though she is a "·oman." 

"Bnt that's not fair, brother," said l\Iarianne, 
"to say 'woman' in that way. I'm sure Sophy 
found out how to tie that difficult knot, which 
papa sho,ved to us yesterday, long before you 
did, though you are a man.'' "Not Jong," said 
Frederick ; " besides, that was only a conjuring 
trick." 

" It was very ingenious though," said l\Iari­
anne, " and papa said so; and, besides, she 
understood the rule of three, which ,ms no con­
juring trick, better than you did, though she is a 
woman; and she may reason, too, mamma say~." 

"Very well, let her reason away," said the 
provoking ·wit : "all I have to say is, she'll 
never be able to make a pudding." "'Why not, 
pray, brother?" inquired Sophy, lool:ing up 
again ,·ery gravely. " \V}1y, you kno,v papa 
himself) the other day at dinner, said that that 

,, 
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woman wlio talks Greek and Latin as well as I 
do, is a fool after all ; and that she had better 
have learned something useful; and Mrs. Tattle 
said she'd answer for it she did not know how to 
make a pudding." " ,v ell, but I am not talking Greek and Latin, 
am I?" 

"No, but you are drawing, and that's the 
same thing." 

"The same thing! 0 Frederick ! " said little 
Marianne, laughing. 

" You may laugh, but I say it is the same sort 
of thing. \Vomen that are always drawing and 
reasoning, never know how to make puddings; 
l\lrs. Theresa Tattle said so, when I showed her 
Sophy's beautiful drawing yesterday." 

" l\Irs. Theresa Tattle might say so," replied 
Sophy calmly, "but I do not perceive the reason, 
brother, why drawing should prevent me from 
learning how to make a pudding." 

<< '\Vell, I say, you'll never learn to make a 
good pudding." 

<< I have learned," continued Sophy, who was 
mixing her colours, " to mix such and such 
colours together to make the colour that I want; 
and why should I not be able to learn to mix 
flour, and butter, and sugar, and egg together, to 
make the' paste that I want ? " 

ll 2 
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"0, but mixing will never do, unless you 
know the quantities, like a cook; and you would 
never learn the right quantities." 

a How did the cook learn them ? cannot I 
learn them as she did?" 

a Yes, but you'd never do it exactly, and 
mind the spoonfuls right, by the receipt, like a 
cook, exactly." 

" Indeed ! indeed l but she would," cried 
:.'\farianne eagerly, " and a great deal more 
exactly, for mamma has taught her to weigh and 
measure things very carefuJly; and when I ,ms 
ill, she always weighed my bark so nicely, and 
dropped my drops so carefully; not like the 
cook. When mamma took me down to see her 
make a cake once, I saw her spoonfuls, and her 
ounces, and her handfuls; she dashed and 
splashed without minding exactness, or the 
receipt, or any thing. I'm sure Sophy would 
make a much better pudding, if exactness only 
is wanting." 

'' \Yell, granting that she could make the best 
pudding in the whole world, what does that 
signify? I say she never would ; so it comes to 
the same thing." 

"Nerer .rould ! how can you tell that, 
brother?" 

" ,vhy now look at lier, with her Looks, and 
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her <1r,mings, snd all this apparatus; do you 
t11ink she would ever jump up, ,1-ith all her 
nicety too, and put by all these things, to go 
clown into the greasy kitchen, and plump up to 
the elbows in suet, like a cook, for a plum­
pudding?" 

" I need not plump up to the elbows, bro­
ther," said Sophy, smiling; "nor is it necessary 
that I should be a cook; but if it were necessary, 
I hope I should be able to make a pudding." 

" Yes, yes, yes," cried Marianne, warmly, 
" she would jump up and put by all her things 
in a minute if it was necessary, and run down 
stairs and up again 1ike lightning, or do any 
thing tliat was ever so disagreeable to he1·, eren 
about the suet, with all her nicety, brother, I 
assure you, as she used to do any thing, erery 
thing for me, when I was ill last winter. 0 
brother, she can do any thing; and she could 
make the best plu111-pndding in the whole world, 
I'm sure, in a minute, if it were necessary." 
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CHAPTER II. 

A K~OCK at the door from l\Irs. Theresa Tattle's 
servant recalled ~larianne to the business of the 
day. 

« There)" said Frederick) « we bare sent no 
answer all this time. It's necessary to think of 
that in a minute." 

The serrnnt came with bis mistress's compli­
ments, to let the young ladies and :Mr. Fre­
derick know) that she lras ·waiting tea for them. 

a"\"\",. aiting ! then we must go," said Frederick. 
The serrnnt opened the door ,1·iderJ to let 

him pass) and Marianne thought she mu t fol-
low her brother; ·o they went down stairs 
together) ,rhilst Sophy gare her mrn me sage to 
the ~errant) and quiet] y staid. at her u ual occu­
pations. 

Mrs. Tattle "Was seated at her tea-table) ,rith 
a large plate of macaroons beside her) when 
Frederick and ~1arianne entered. She was 
<(delighted " they were come) and <( griered" 
not to sec miss Sophy along ·with them. ~lari­
aunc colc11.1rcc1 a little; for thougl1 ~lie had pre-

F 
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cipitate1y follo,red her bother, and though 11e 
had quieted her conscience for a moment, by 
saying, "You know papa and mamma told us to 
do what we thought best," yet she did not feel 
qnite pleased with herself; and it was not till 
after Mrs. Theresa had exhausted all her com­
pliments, and half her macaroons, that she could 
restore her spirits to their usual height. 

"Come, Mr. Frederick," said she, after tea, 
"you promised to make me laugh; and nobody 
can make me laugh so well as yourself." 

" 0 brother," said Marianne, "show Mrs. 
Theresa Dr. Carbuncle eating his dinner, and 
I'll be Mrs. Carbuncle." 

]larianne. Now, my dear, what shall I help 
yon to? 

Frederic!.-. l\I y dear! she never calls him my 
clear, you know, but ahvays doctor. 

Jiar. "\Vell, then, doctor, what ,,ill you eat 
to-day? 

Fred. Eat, madam! eat! nothing! nothing! 
I don't see any thing here that I ran eat, 

' maam. 
]lar. Here's eels, sir; let me help you to 

some eel-stewed eel, sir-you used to be fond 
of ste,red eel. 

Fred. used, ma'am, used ! But I'm sick of 
stc\l'ccl ccb. You would tire one of any thing. 
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Am I to see nothing but eels? Ancl what's this 
at the bottom ? 

Jlar. l\Iutton, doctor, roast mutton; if you'll 
be sn good as to cut it. 

Fred. Cut it, ma'am, I can't cut it, I say: it's 
as hard as a deal board. You might as well tell 
me to cut the table, ma'am. 1\Iutton, indeed! 
not a bit of fat. Roast mutton, indeed ! not a 
drop of gravy. Mutton, truly! quite a cinder. 
I'Jl have none of it. Here, take it ,may; take 
it down stairs to the cook. It's a ,·cry hard 
case, l\Irs. Carbuncle, that I can ne,·er hare a 
bit of anycbing tbat I can cat at my own 
table, l\h'-. Car1 "ncle, since I was married, 
ma'am, I that am the easiest man in the whole 
world to please about my dinner. It's really 
,ery extraordinary, .Mrs. Carbuncle ! 1Vhat 
ha,e you at that corner there, under the 
co,·er? 

},Jar. Patties, sir; oyster patties. 
Fred. Patties, ma'am! kick:ihaws ! I have 

kickshaws. Not worth putting under a ro,·cr, 
ma'am. And why have not you glass cover:;, 
that one may see one', dinner before one, before 
it grows cold w·ith asking ,p1e-.;tion ,, .:Hrs. Car­
lmncle, and lifting up corers? But nohocly ha: 
any ~cn::;c: and J :,cc 111J .rater-plates a11~· ,,here 
latch·. 
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Mar. Do, pray, doctor, let me help you to a 
bit of chicken before it gets cold, my dear. 

Fred. (aside.) "My dear" again, Marianne! 
.lvl.ar. Yes, brother, because she is frightened, 

you know, and Mrs. Carbuncle always says "my 
dear" to him when she's frigh~ened, and looks 
so pale from side to side, and sometimes she cries 
before dinner's done, and then all the company 
are quite silent, and don't know what to do. 

"0, such a little creature! to have so much 
sense, too!" exclai.med Mrs. Th_erera, with rap­
ture. "Mr. Frederick, you'll mdrn me die with 
laughing ! Pray go on, Dr. Carbuncle." 

Fred. WeJI, ma'am, then if I must eat some­
thing, send me a bit of fowl; a leg and wing, 
the liver-wing, and a bit of the breast, oyster 
sauce, and a slice of that ham, if you please, 
ma'am. (Dr. Carbuncle eats voraciousl!J, with 

liis head down to liis plate, and, 
dropping the sauce, he buttons up his 
coat tight across the breast.) 

Fred. Here-a plate, knife, and fork-bit o• 
bread-a glass of Dorchester ale! 

"0, admirable ! '' exclaimed Mrs. Tattle, 
clapping her hands. 

"Now, brother, suppose that it is after 
dinner," said i\Jarianne, "and show us how the 
doctor goes to sleep." 
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Frederick threw himself back m an arm­
chair, leaning l1is head back, with his mouth 
open, snoring; nodded from time to time, 
crossed an<l uncrossed his legs, tried to a,raken 
l1imself by twitching his ,rig, settling his collar, 
bloffing his nose, and rapping on the lid of his 
snuff-box. 

All which infinitely diverted Mrs. Tattle, 
who, ,rhen she could stop herself from laughing, 
declared "it made her sigh, too, to think of the 
life poor .Mrs. Carbuncle led with that man, and 
all for nothing, too; for her jointure lras no­
thing, next to nothing, though a great thing, to 
be sure, her friends thought, for her, when she 
was only Sa1Jy Ridger,ay, before she ,vas mar­
ried. Such a wife as she makes/' continued 
.Mrs. Theresa, lifting up her hands and eyes to 
heaven, "and so much as she ha gone through, 
the brute ought to be ashamed of him elf, if he 
docs not leave her something extraordinary in 
J1is ,rill; for turn it ,rhich ,ray she may, she 
can never keep a carriage, or live like any 
body else, on her jointure, after all, she tells 
me, poor soul! .A sad prospect after her hus­
band's death to look forward to, instead of being 
comfortable, as her friends expected .; and she, 
poor yonng thi11g, knowing nu better ,rhen the} 
marriccl her! Pr0ple should look into these 
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things beforehand, or never marry at all, I say, 
miss l\larianne." 

l\Iiss Marianne, who did not clear] y compre­
hend this affair of the jointure, or the reason 
why l\Irs. Carbuncle would be so unhappy after 
11er husband's death, turned to Frederick, who 
was at that instant studying 1\Irs. Theresa as a 
future character to mimic. "Brother," said 
lUarianne, "now sing an Italian song for us 
like mi s Croker. Pray, miss Croker, favour us 
with a song. l\Irs. Theresa Tattle has never 
l1ad tbe pleasure of hearing you sing-she's 
quite impatient to hear you sing." 

"Yes; indetd I am," said 1\lrs. Theresa. 
Frederick put his hands before him affectedly; 

"0 indeed, ma'am ! indeed, ladies! I really am 
so hoarse, it distresses me so to be pressed to 
sing; besides, upon my word, I harn quite left 
off singing. I've nerer sung once, except for 
very particular people, this "·inter." 

Jlar. But l\Irs. Theresa Tattle is a very par­
ticular person; I'm sure you'll sing for her. 

Fred. Certainly, ma'am, I allow you use a 
powerful argument; but I a sure you now, I 
would do my best tu oblige you, but I absolutely 
have forgotten all my English songs. Nobody 
hears any thing but Italian now, and I have 
been so giddy as to leare my Italian music he-
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l1ind me. Besides) I make it a rule nerer to 
1iazard myself without an accompaniment. 

Mar. 0 try miss Croker for once. 

[ Frederic!c sings) after much preludi11g.] 
Violante in the pantry, 
Gnawing of a mutton-bone ; 

How she gnaw'd it ! 
How she claw'd it! 

When she founcl herself alone. 

" Charming!" exclaimed l\Irs. Tattle; "su 
like miss Croker) I'm sure I sha1l think of you, 
l\Ir. Frederick, when I hear her asked to sing 
again. Her mice, however) introduces her to 
very pleasant parties, and she's a girl that's rery 
much taken notice of, and I don't doubt will go 
off vastly n-e]J. She's a particular favourite of 
rnineJ you must know; and I mean to do lier a 
piece of service the first opportunity, by saying 
something or other, that shall go round to her 
relations in Northumberland, and make tliem 
do something for her; as well they may, for 
they are all rolling in goldJ and won't gii·e her 
a penny." 

.1vlar. Now, brother) read the newspaper like 
counsellor Puff. 

" 0, pray do, Mr. Frederick, for I declare I 
admire you of all thin~r, ! you arc ~p1ite your~rl f 
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to-night. Here's a newspaper) sir. Pray let us 
lia\'e counsellor Puff. It's not late." 

[ Frederick reads in a pompous voice.] 
"As a delicate white hand has ever been 

deemed a distinguishing ornament in either sex, 
l\Iessrs. Valiant and Wise conceive it to be their 
duty to take the earliest opportunity to advertise 
the nobility and gen try of Great Britain in general, 
and their friends in particular, that they have 
now ready for sale, as usual, at the Hippocrates' 
Head, a fresh assortment of new-invented, much­
admired primrose soap.-To prevent impositions 
and counterfeits, the public are requested to take 
notice, that the only genuine primrose-soap is 
stamped on the outside, ' Valiant and Wise.'" 

" 0 you mo t incomparable mimic! 'tis abso­
lutely the counsellor him elf. I absolutely must 
how you, some clay, to my friend lady Battersby; 

you'd absolutely make her die with laughing; 
and she'd quite adore you," said l\Irs. Theresa, 
who wa well aware that e,·ery pause must be 
filled with flattery. "Pray go onJ pray go on: 
I hall ne,·er be tired, if I were to sit looking at 
you these hundred year ." 

Stimulated by these plaudits, Frederick pro­
ceeded to show how colonel Epaulette blew hi. 
nose, fiouri~hec1 hi - cambric handkerchief, bmrell 
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to lady Di. Perilrinkle, and admired her work, 
saying, "Done by no hands, as you may guess, 
but those of Fairly Fair."-"\Vhilst lady Di., he 
obserred, simpered so prettily, and took herself 
so quietly for Fairly Fair, not perceiving that 
the colonel was admiring his own nails all the 
while. 

Next to colonel Epaulette, Frederick, at l\la­
rianne's particular desire, came into the room 
like sir Charles Slang. 

"Very well, brother," cried she, u your hand 
down to the ,ery bottom of your pocket, and your 
other shoulder up to your ear; but you are not 
quite ,voodcn enough, and you should walk as if 
your hip ,ras out of joint.-There, now·, Mrs. 
Tattle, are not those good eyes? They stare 
so like his, without seeming to see any thing all 
the ,d1ile." 

" Excellent! admirable! Mr. Frederick; I must 
say, you are the best mimic of your age I e,·er 
saw, and I'm sure lady Battersby will think so 
too. That is sir Charles to the Yery life. But 
with all that, you must know, he's a mighty 
pleasant, fa hionable young man, when you 
come to know him, and has a great deal of sewe 
under all that, and is of a very good family, the 
Slangs, you kno\r, Sir Charles will come into a 
fine fortune himself next year, if he um hep 
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clear of gambling, which, I hear, is his foible, 
poor young man! Pray go on; I interrupt you, 
l\Ir. Frederick." 

"Now, brother," said lUarianne. 
"No, Marianne, I can do no more; I'm quite 

tired, and I will do no more,'' said Frederick, 
stretching himself at full length upon a sofa. 

E,en in the midst of laughter, and whilst the 
voice of flattery yet sounded in his ear, Frede­
rick felt sad, displeased with himself, and dis­
gusted with l\Irs. Theresa. 

",vhat a deep sigh was there ! " said Mrs. 
Theresa; ",Yhat can make you sigh so bitterly? 
You, ,rho make e,·erybody else laugh. 0, such 
another sigh again! " 

a .Marianne," cried Frederick, (( do you re4 

member the man in the mask?" 
<< "\Vhat man in the mask, brother? " 
« The man-the actor-the buffoon, that my 

father told us of, who used to cry behind the 
mask, that made everybody else laugh ." 

«Cry! bless me," saidl\Ir . Theresa,« mighty 
odcl ! very extraordinary! bnt one can't be sur­
prised at meeting with extraordinary characters 
among~t that race of people, actors by profession, 
you know-who are brought up from the egg to 
make their fortune, or at least their bread, by 
their oddities. But, my deal' :\1 r. Frederick, 
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you are quite pale, quite exhausted-no wonder 
-what will you have ?-a glass of cowslip­
wine? " 

a Ono, thank you, ma'am," said Frederick. 
"0 yes; indeed you must not leave me with­

out taking something; and Miss Marianne must 
Jiare another macaroon: I insist upon it," said 
Mrs. Theresa, ringing the bell. "It is not late, 
and my man Christopher ,Yill bring up the 
cowslip-wine in a minute." 

a But, Sophy! and papa and mamma, you 
Jmmr, will come home just now," said l\Ia­
nanne. 

" 0, Miss Sophy has her books and draw­
ings; you know she's never afraid of being 
alone; besides, to-night it was her own choice; 
and as to your papa ancl mamma, they won't be 
liome to-night, I'm pretty sme; for a gentle­
man, \T·ho had it from their own authority, told 
me wl1ere they were going, which is farther off 
than they think, but they did not consult me; 
and I fancy they'll be obliged to sleep out; so 
you need not be in a hurry about them. vVe'JJ 
have candles." 

The door opened just as l\Ir.. Tattle was 
going to ring the bell again for candle , and the 
{'0,1·:;Jip-winc. <c Christopher! Christopher!" 
said ;\lrs. Theresa, who was ~tanding at the fire, 
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with her back to the door when it opened, 
"Christopher! pray bring--Do you hear?" 
but no Christopher answered ; and, upon turn­
ing round, Mrs. Tattle, instead of Christopher, 
beheld two little black figures which stood per­
fectly still and silent. It was so dark, that their 
forms coulJ scarcely be discerned. 

"In the name of Heaven! who and ·what 
may you be? Speak, I conjure you ! What 

;i " me ye. 
" The cl1imney-s,reepers, ma'am, an' please 

your ladyship." 
"Chimney-s,;reepers ! " repeated Frederick 

a nd l\:Iarianne, bursting out a laughing. 
"Chimney-sweepers!" repeated l\1rs. Theresa, 

provoked at the recollection of her late solemn 
address to them. "Chimney-sweepers! and 
L-> t1lcl not you say so a little sooner? And pray 
what brings you here, gentlemen, at this time of 
night? " 

'' The bell rang, ma'am," answered a squeak-. . 
mg YOlCe. 

"The bell rang! yes, for Christopher. The 
boy's mad, or drunk." 

"l\Ia'arn," said the tallest of the chimnev­
:;"·eepers, who had not yet sr,okcn, and who now 
began in a rery blnnt J1Hm11er- ·' l\Ia'am, your 
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brother desired us to come up wl1en the bell 
rang; so we did." 

"1\Iy brother? I have no brother., dunce," 
said Mrs. Theresa. 

":Jlr. Eden, madam." 
0, ho ! " said l\Irs. Tattle, in a more com­

placent tone, '' the boy takes me for Miss Bertha 
Eden, I perceive;" and, flattered to be taken in 
the dark by a chimney-sweeper for a young and 
lrnndsome lady, l\lrs. Theresa laughed, and in­
formed him "that they had mistaken the room; 
that they must go up another pair of stairs, and 
turn to the left." 

The chimney-sweeper with the squeaking 
Yoice bowed, thanked her ladyship for this in­
formation, said, "Good night to ye, quality;" 
and they lJoth moved tow·ardt> the door. 

"Stay," said :i.\Irs. Tattle, whose curiosity was 
excited; "what can the Eden ,rant with chim­
ney-sweepers at this time o'night, I ,ronder? 
Christopher, did you hear any thing about it?" 
said the lady to her footman, ,rho ffa now light­
ing the candles. 

"Upon my word, ma'am," said the servant, "I 
can't ay, but I'll step down below and enquire; 
I heard them talJ.ing about it in tlie kitchen, but 
I only got a word here and there., for I was hunt-
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ing for tl1e snuff-dish; as I knew it must be for 
candles, when I heard the bell ring, ma'am; so I 
thought to find the snu.ff-<lish before I answered 
the bell,-for I knew it must be for candles you 
rang. But, if you please, I'll step down now, 
ma'am, and see about the chimney-sweeps." 

" Yes, step down, do; and, Christopher, bring 
up the cowslip-wine, and some more macaroons 
for my little l\larianne." 

l\Iarianne withdrew rather coldly from a kiss 
which l\Irs. Tattle was going to give her; for she 
was somewhat surprised at the familiarity with 
whic11 th is lady ta1 keel to her footman. She had 
not been used to these manners in her father and 
mother, and she did not like them. 

""'\Vell," said Mrs. Tattle to Christopher, who 
,ras now returned, "what is the news?" 

« .1\Ia'am, the little fellow with the squeaking 
mice has been telling me the whole story. The 
other morning, ma'am, early, he and the other 
were clown the hill, sweeping in Paradise-row; 
t hose chimneys, they say, are difficult; and the 
square fellow, ma'am, the biggest of the two boys, 
got ,-vedged in the chimney; the other little fel­
low was up at the top at the time, and he heard 
the cry, but in his fright and all he did not know 
what to do, ma'am,-for he looked about from the 
top of the chimney, and not a ~oul could he sec 
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stirring but a few that he could not make mind 
his screech,-the boy within almost stifling, too. 
So he screeched, and screeched all he could, and 
by the greatest chance in life, ma'am, old l\Ir. 
Eden was just going down the hill to fetch his 
morning walk." 

«Aye,' interrupted :i\lrs. Theresa, "friend 
Ephraim is one of yonr early risers." 

""'\Vell," said .Marianne, impatiently. 
"So, ma'am, hearing the screech, he turns and 

secs the sw·eep, and the moment he understands 
the matter-" 

« I'm sure he must have taken some time to 
understand it," interposed l\Irs. Tattle, « for 
he's the slowest creature breathing, and the 
deafest in company. Go on, Christopher. So 
t he sweep did make him hear?" 

"So he says, ma'am j and so the old gentleman 
went in and pulled the boy out of the chimney, 
with much ado, ma'am." 

"Bless me ! " exclaimecl l\Irs. Theresa j "but 
did old Eel en go up the chimney himself after the 
boy, wig and .JI? " 

"\Vhy, ma'am," said Christopher, with a look 
of great delight, "that ,ms all as one, a" the 
very 'den ti cal words I put to the boy myself, when 
he tclled me his story. Bnt, ma'am, th:it "·as 
wliat I ,·uuldn't get 'Jllf nf liirn 11eith"1·. right/_,·, 
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for he is a churl; the big boy that was stuck in 
the chimney, I mean; for when I put the question 
to him about the wig, laughing-like, he wouldn't 
take it laughing-like at all, but would only make 
answer to us like a bear, ' He saved my life, 
that's all I know; '-and this over again, ma'am, 
to all the kitchen round, that cross-q11estioned 
him. So, when I finds him so stupid and ill­
mannered like ( for I offered him a shilling, 
ma'am, myself, to tell about the wig), but he put 
it Lack in a ways that did not become such as he, 
to no lady's butler, ma'am; whereupon I turns to 
the slim fellow, and he's smarterer, and more 
mannerly, ma'am, with a tongue in his head for 
l1is betters, but he could not resolrn me my ques .. 
tion neither, for he was up at the top of the 
chimney the best part o' the time: and when he 
came dmrn ::.\Ir. Eden had his wig on, but had 
l1is arm a1l bare and bloody, ma'am." 

"Poor l\lr. Eden l" exclaimed Marianne. 
"0 miss," continued the servant, " and the 

chimney-s,,eep himself was so bruised, and must 
lrnxe been killed ." 

"\Vell, well! but he's ali re nolr; go on with 
your story, Christopher," saicl i\Irs. T. "Chim­
ney-sweepers get ,-rcdged in chimneys e,·cry day, 
it's part of their tracle, and it's a happy thing 
when they come off with a few brui es. To be 
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sure," added she, observing that both Frederick 
and Marianne looked displeased at this speech, 
"to be sure, if one may believe this story, there 
was some real danger." 

"Real danger! yes, indeed," said l\farianne; 
"and I'm sure I think ;\,fr. Eden was very a " goo . 

" Certainly, it was a most commendable action, 
and quite providential; so I shall take an oppor­
tunity of saying, when I tell the story in all com­
panies; and the boy may thank his kind stars, 
I'm sure, to the end of his days, for such an es­
cape.-But pray, Christopher," said she, per­
sisting in her conversation with Christopher, 
who ,ms now laying the cloth for supper, « Pray, 
which house was it in Paradise-row? where the 
Eagles or the miss Ropers lodge? or which?" 

"It was at my lady Battersby's, ma'am." 
"Ha! ha!" cried 1\Irs. Theresa, "I thought 

we should get to the bottom of the affair at last. 
This is excellent. This will make an admirable 
story for my lady Battersby the next time I see 
her. These quakers are so sly !-Old Eden, I 
know, has long wanted to get himself introduced 
in that house, and a charming charitable expe­
dient he hit upon! My lady Battersby will en­
j oy this, of all things." 
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CH APT ER III. 

"N01v," continued l\lrs. Theresa, turning to 
Frederick, as soon as the serrnnt had left the 
room, "now, Mr. Frederick l\Iontague, I have a 
favour-such a favour-to ask of you ; it's a 
favour which only you can grant; you have such 
talents, arnl would do the thing so admirably! and 
my lady Battersby would quite adore you for it. 
She will do me the honour to be here to spend an 
e,·ening to-morrO\r. I'm convinced Mr. and l\Irs. 
Montagne will find themselves obliged to stay 
out another day, and I so long to show you off 
to her ladyship; and your doctor Carbuncle, and 
your counsellor Puff, and your miss Croker, and 
all your charming characters. You must let me 
introduce you to her ladyship to-morrow even­
ing. Promise me." 

" 0, ma'am," said Frederick, " I cannot 
}ffOmise you any such thing, indeed. I am 

much obliged to you; but I cannot come, 
indeed." 

"""hy not, my dear sir? " 7hy not? You rlo1L't 
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think I mean you should promise, if you arc cer­
tain your papa and rnamma. will be home." 

'' If they do come home I will ask them about 
it," said Frederick, hesitating; for though be by 
no means wished to accept the invitation, he had 
not yet acquired the necessary po,ver of saying 
NO, decidedly. 

"Ask them ! " repeated ::.\Irs. Theresa; '' my 
dear sir, at your age, must you ask your papa and 
mamma about such things?" 

"Must! no, ma'am," said Frederick, "but I 
said I ,i ould; I know I need not, because my 
father and mother always let me judge for my­
self about erery thing almost." 

"And about this I am sure/' cried l\Jariannc; 
'' papa and mamnJa, you knO\r, ju t as they were 
going away, said, 'If ::Hrs. Theresa asks you to 
come, do as you think best.'" 

""\VellJ then/' said Mrs. Theresa; "you know 
it rests with yourselres; if you may <lo as you 
please." 

"To be sure I mar; madam/' said Frederick, 
colouring from that species of emotion which is 
justly called false shame, and ,rhich often 
conquers real hame; "to be sure, ma'am; I may 
do as I please.'' 

" Then I may maii:e sure of you," said .\Ir::. 
Theresa; '' for now it woul<l be downright rndc~ 
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ncss, to tell a lady you won't do as she pleases. 
l\fr. Frederick l\Iontague, I'm sure, is too well­
bred a young gentleman to do so im1Jolite, so 
ungalJant a thing ! " 

The jargon of politeness and gallantry is fre­
quently brought by the silly acquaintance of 
young people to confuse their simple morality 
and clear good sense. A new and unintelligible 
system is presented to them in a language foreign 
to their understanding, and wntradictory to 
their feelings. They hesitate between new 
motives and old principles; from the fear of 
being thought ignorant, they become affected; 
and from the dread of being thought to be 
children, act like fools. But all this they feel 
only when they are in the company of such 
people as l\Irs. Theresa Tattle. 

"Ma'am," Frederick began, " I don't mean to 
be rude; but I hope you'll excuse me from coming 
to drink tea with you to-morrow, because my 
father and mother are not acquainted with lady 
Battersby, and may be they might not like--" 

"Take care, take care," said Mrs. Theresa, 
laughing at his perplexity: "you want to get off 
from obliging me, and you don't know how. You 
had very nearly made a most shocking blunder in 
putting it all upon poor lady Battersby. Now 
you know it's impossible l\1r. and Mrs. l\lontag1w 

YOL. II. 
'l' 



206 THE nlDIIC. 

could have in nature the slightest objection to 
my introducing you to my lady Battersby at my 
own house; for don't you know, that, besides 
her ladyship's many unexceptionable qualities, 
which one need not talk of, she is cousin but 
once removed to the Trotters of Lancashire,­
your mother's great farnurites? And there is 
not a person at the \Vells, I'll venture to say, 
could be of more ad vantage to your sister Sophy, 
in the way of partners, when she comes to go to 
the balls, which it's to be supposed she will some 
time or other; and as you are so good a brother, 
that's a thing to be looked to, you know. Be­
sides, as to yourself, there's nothing her ladyship 
delights in so much as in a good mimic; and 
she'll quite adore you!" 

" But I don't want her to adore me, ma'am," 
said Frederick, bluntly; then, correcting him­
self, added, c< I mean for being a mimic." 

",vhy not, my love? Bet"·cen friends, can 
there be any harm in showing one's talents,­
you that have such talents to show? She'll keep 
your secret, I'll answer for her; and," added 
she, '' you needn't be afraid of her criticism,­
for, bet,veen you and I, she's no great critic; RO 

you'll come. ,v ell, thank you, that's settled. 
How you have made me beg and pray ! but you 
know your own ndne, J se~,-as you enter-
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taining people always do. One must ask a wit, 
like a fine singer, so often. vVell, but now for 
the favour I was going to a3k you." 

Frederick looked surprised; for he thought 
that the favour of his company was what she 
meant; hut she explained herself farther. 

" The old quaker who lodges above, old 
Ephraim Eden, my lady Battersby and I have 
so much dfrersion about him; l1e is the best 
character, the oddest creature ! If you were but 
to see him come into the rooms ,vith those stiff 
skirts, or walking with his eternal sister Bertha, 
and his everlasting broad-brimmed hat,-one 
knmrs him a. mile off! But then his voice, and 
way, and all together, if one could get them to 
the life, they'd be better than any thing on the 
stage; better e,·en than any thing I've seen to­
night; and I think you'd make a capital quaker 
for my lady Battersby; but then the thing is, 
one can ne,er get to hear the old quiz talk. 
Now you who luwe so much invention and cle­
Yerness-I ha,·e no invention myself-but could 
not you hit upon some way of getting to see him, 
so that you might get him by heart? I'm sure 
you, who arc so quick, would only want to see 
him, and hear him for half a minute, to be able 
to take him off, so as to kill one with laughing. 
But I ha,·e no irn-ention." 



208 'rJIE 1\IDIIC. 

"0, as to tl1e im·ention," said Frederick, "I 
know an admirable way of doing the thing, if 
that was all; but then remember, I don't say I 
,, ill do the thing, for I will not. But I know a 
way of getting up into his room, and seeing him, 
,ritliont his knO\ring I was there." 

'' 0 tell it me, you charming, clever creature!" 
" But remember, I do not say I will do it." 
""\Ve1J, \Tell, let us hear it, and }OU sl1all do 

as you please afterwards." 
'' Merciful goodness!" exclaimed Mrs. Tattle, 

" do my cars deceire me? I declare I looked 
round, and thought the squeaking chimney­
s,rceper ,ras in the room." 

"So did I, Frederick, I declare," cried Mari­
anne, laughing; " I never heard any thing so 
lili:e his voice in my life." 

Frederick imitated the squeaking mice of this 
cliimney-sweeper to great perfection. 

"Now," continued he, "this fellow is just 
rny height; the old quaker,-if my face were 
blackened, and if I ,rere to change clothes with 
the chimney-swecper,-I'Jl answer for it, would 
ne,·e1· know me." 

'' 0, it's an admirable invention! I give you 
infinite credit for it!" exclaimed l\Irs. Theresa. 
"It ~hall, it must 1Jc done: I']! ring, and liare 
tJw fr.JJow up tlii::; minute." 
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" 0 no ; do not ring/' said Frederick, stop­
ping her hand, " I don't mean to do it. You 
know you promised that I should do as I pleased; 
I only told you my invention." 

"VI ell, well, but only let me ring, and ask 
whether the chimney-sweepers are below; you 
shall do as you please afterwards.'' 

" Christopher, shut the door; Christopher," 
said she to the servant, who came up when she 
rang, "pray are the s,reeps gone yet? " 

"No, ma'am." 
" But ham they been up to old Eden yet?" 
" 0 no, ma'am; nor be not to go till the bell 

rings ; for miss Bertha, ma'am, was asleep, 
laying dmrn, and her brother wouldn't have her 
wakened on no account whatsomen~r; he came 
down his self to the kitchen to the s,veeps, 
though; but wouldn't have, as I heard him say, 
l1is sister waked for no account. But mis3 Ber­
tha's bell will ring, when she awakens, for the 
s,reeps, ma'am ; 'twas she wanted to see the boy 
as her brother saved, and I suppose sent for 'em 
to giYe 'em something charitable, ma'am." 

'' "\V ell, never mind your suppositions," said 
Mrs. Theresa; "nm down this very minute to 
the little squeaking chimney-sweep, and send 
11im up to me. Quick, but don't let the other 
1:icar rnmc up wilh hi111." 

l'J 
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Cl1ristopher: who had curiosity as well as his 
mistress, lrhcn he returned with the chimney­
s,reeper, prolonged his own stay in the room, by 
sweeping the hearth, throwing down the tongs 
ancl shovel, and picking them up again. 

" That will do, Christopher; Christopher, 
that will do, I say,'' Mrs. Theresa. repeated in 
ntin. She was obliged to say, '' Christopher, 
you may go," before he would depart. 

"Now," said she to Frederick, "step in here 
to the next room with this candle, and you'll be 
equipped in an instant. Only just change 
clothes with the boy; only just let me see what 
a charming cliimney-sn·eeper you'd make; you 
shall do as you please afterwards." 

"\Veil, I'll only change clothes with him, 
just to shO\v you for one minute." 

" But," said l\Iarianne to Mrs. Theresa, 
whilst Frederick was changing his clothes, 
"I think Frederick is right about-" 

" About ,vhat, love ? " 
"I think he is in the right not to go up, 

tbough he can do it so easily, to see that gentle­
man, I mean on purpose to mimic and laugh at 
him a;tenvards: I don't think that would be 
(1uitc right.'' 

"1.Vhy, pray, miss -:\Iarianne?" 
"1.Vhy, bccam,e he is so gond-natnrcc1 i1J !ti:, 

si::;t<T. He mmld 11ot Jct her !Jc mikcucd.·' 
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a Dear) it's easy to be good in such little 
things; and he won't have long to be good to 
lier neither; for I don't think she'll trouble him 
long in this world) any how.'' 

"vVhat do you mean P" said .Marianne. 
" That she'll die, child.'' 
" Die ! die with that beautiful colour in I1er 

checks! How sorry her poor, poor brother wi11 
be ! But she will not die, I'm sure, for she 
walks about, and runs up stairs so lightly! 0 
you must be quite entirely mistaken, I hope." 

a If I'm mistaken, Dr. Panado Cardamum's 
mistaken, too, then, that's my comfort. He 
says, unless the waters \rork a miracle, she 
stands a bad chance ; and she won't follow my 
a<hice, and consult the doctor for her health.'' 

" IIc would frighten her to death) perhaps," 
said 2.\Iarianne. "I hope Frederick won't go up 
t o di turb her." 

"Lud, child, you arc turned simpleton all of 
a sudden ; how can your brother disturb her 
more than the real chimney-sweeper?" 

"But I don't think it's right," persisted Ma­
r ianne, a ar.d I shall tell him so." 

" Nay, miss l\Iarianne, I don't commend yon 
now ; young ladies should not be so forward to 
g i \'C opinions and ad viec to their elder brothers 
unasked ; aad l\lr. Frederi ck and I , I presume, 
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must know what's right, as well as miss Mari­
anne. Hush ! here he is! 0 the capital figure ! " 
cried i\Irs. Theresa. "Bram, bravo! " cried 
she, as Frederick entered in the chimney­
sweeper's dress; and as he spol.-:e, saying, "I'm 
afraid, please your ladyship, to dirt your lady­
ship's carpet," .,he broke out into immoderate 
raptures, calling him "her charming chimney­
s,...-eeper ! " and repeating that she knew before­
hand the character ,rould do for him. 

She instantly rang the beli, in spite of all ex­
postulation-ordered Christopher to send up the 
other chimney-sweeper-triumphed in obserring, 
that Christopher did not in the least kno,v 
Frederick ,,hen he came into the room; and 
offered to lay any wager that the other chimney-
\Jecper Yroulcl mistake him for hi:s companion.­

And 30 he did; and "·hen Frederick spoke, the 
-.oice ,ms so rery like, that it was scarcely pos­
sible that he should ham pcrcei\·ed the difference. 

l\larianne ,ras di,·erted by thi~ scene; but 
she started when in the mid t of it they heard a 
bell ring. 

(( That's the ladv's bell, and we must go,'' 
said the blunt chimney-sweeper." 

'' Go, then, about your bu::iness, and here's a 
shilli11g- fol' you to d,:ink, my honest fellow. I 
did not tnm~- you ffere so ml;ch hruised rrhen I 
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fi'rst saw you-I won't detain you. Go," said 
he, pushing Frederick towards the door. 

l\Iarianne sprang forward to speak to him ; 
but l\Irs. Theresa kept her off, and, though 
Frederick resisted, the lady shut the door upon 
him by superior force; and, having locked it, 
there was no retreat. 

l\frs. Tattle and l\Iarianne waited impatiently 
for Frederick's return. 

" I hear them," cried Marianne, " I hear 
them coming down stairs." 

They listened again, and all was silent. 
At length they heard suddenly a great noise 

of many steps, and many voices in confusion in 
t he hall. 

" Merciful ! " exclaimed Mrs. Theresa, " it 
mu t be your father and mother come back." 

l\1 arianne ran to unlock the room-door, and 
'\Ir -. Theresa followed her into the hall. 

The hall was rather dark, but under the lamp 
a crowd of people; all the servants in the 
house were gathered together. 

As Mrs. Theresa approached, the crowd opened 
in silence, and she beheld in the midst Frederick, 
blood .:;treaming from his face; his head was 
held Ly Christopher, and the chimney-sweeper 
wa ' holclin~ a basin for him. 

<.. 

" ::Ucrciful ! what will become of me? " ex-



21-1 'l'IlE JII,IIIC. 

claimed l\Jrs. Theresa. a Bleeding! l1e'l1 bleed 
to death ! Can nobody think of any thing that 
lr ill stop blood in a minute? A key, a large key 
clO\rn his back; a key-lrns nobody a key? 1.\Ir. 
and }1rs. 1Iontagne will be here before he has 
done bleeding. A key! cobwebs ! a puff-ball ! 
for mercy's sake! Can nobody th ink of any 
thing that ,,·ill stop blood in a minute? Gracious 
me ! he'll bleed to death, I beliere." 

"He'll bleed to death ! 0 my brother!" cried 
l\Iariannc, catching liold of the ·words; and, 
terrified, she ran up stairs, crying, " Sophy, 0 
Sophy! come down this minute, or he'll be 
t1ead ! my brother's bleeding to death. Sophy! 
Sophy ! come clo,m, or he'll be dead." 

a Let go the bajn, you," said Christopher, 
pu1ling the basin out of th~ chimney-sweeper's 
liand, who had all this time stood in silence, "you 
are not fit to hold the basin for a gentleman." 

« Let him hold it/' said Frederick, '' l1c did 
not mean to hurt me ." 

a That's more than he deserves. I'm certain 
sm e l1e might have known Yrell enough it was 
1\lr. Frederick all the time, and he'd no business 
to go to fight-such a one as he-with a gentle-

" man. 
"I dicl not know he was a gentleman," :::-aid the 

chimney-sweeper; ,,- 11cm- cnul<l I?" 
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"How could he, indeed? " sai<l Frederick ; 
·, he shall hold the basin." 

"Gracious me! I'm glad to hea1· him speak 
like himself again, at any rate," cried :Mrs. The­
resa. " Ancl hei'e comes miss Sophy, too." 

" Sophy ! " cried Frederick. " 0 Sophy ! 
don't you come-don't look at me, you'll despise 
me." 

" l\I y brother !-'Nhere ! where ! " said Sophy, 
looking, as she thought, at the t,rn chimney­
sweepers. 

" It's Frederick," said l\Iarianne j " that's my 
brother." 

"l\liss Sophy, don't be alarmed," Mrs. Theresa 
began, "but gracious goodness, I wish miss 
Bertha--" 

At this iustant a female figure in white ap­
peared upon the stairs; she passed swiftly on 
whilst every one gave way before her. 

"0 miss Bertha! criecl Mrs. Theresa, catch­
ing hold of her gown to stop he1·, as she came 
near Frederick. " 0 miss Eden, your beautiful 
India muslin! take care of the chimney-sweeper, 
for heaven's sake." But she pressed forwards. 

"It's my brother! will he die? " cried ~Ia­
rianne, thro,;ying her arms round her, and looking 
up as if to a being of a superior order; cc will he 
bleed to dcat h ? " 
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" No, my Jore ! " answered a sweet voice; "do 
not frighten thyself." 

"I've done bleeding," said Frederick. 
" Dear me, miss Marianne, if you would not 

make such a rout," cried Mrs. Tattle. "l\liss 
Bertha, it's nothing but a frolic. You see l\1r. 
Frederick Montague only in a masquerade dress. 
Nothing in the world but a frolic, ma'am. You 
see he stops bleeding. I was frightened out of 
my wits at first; I thought it was his eye, but I 
see it is only his nose; all's well that ends well. 
Mr. Frederick, we'll keep your counsel. Pray, 
ma'am, Jet us ask no questions; it's only a boyish 
frolic. Come, Mr. Frederick, this way, into my 
room, and I'll give you a towel, and some clean 
water, and you can get rid of this masquera<1e 
dress. Make haste, for fear your father and 
mother should pop in upon us." 

•< Do not be afraid of thy father and mother,­
they are surely thy best friends," said a mild 
voice. It was the voice of an elderly gentleman, 
who now stood behind Frederick. 

<• 0 sir! 0 Mr. Eden!" said Frederick, turn• 
ing to him. 

"Don't betray me! for goodness' sake; say no­
thing about me," ~vhispered Mrs. Tattle. 

"l'm not thinking abo1-it you. Let me speak," 
cried he, pushing a,ray lier hand, which stopped 
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his mouth. a I shall say nothing about you, I 
promise you," said Frederick, with a look of 
contempt. 

"No, but for your own sake, my dear sir, 
your papa and mamma ! Bless me ! is not that 
Mrs. l\Iontague's carriage?" 

" My brother, ma'am," said Sophy, " is not 
afraid of my father and mother's coming back. 
Let him speak-he was going to speak the 
truth." 

" To be sure, miss Sophy, I wouldn't hinder 
him from speaking the truth; but it's not proper, 
I presume, ma'am, to speak truth at all times, 
and in all places, and before e,·ery body, servants 
and all. I only wanted, ma'am, to hinder your 
brother from exposing himself. A hall, I ap­
prehend, is not a proper place for explanations." 

" Here," said l\Ir. Eden, opening the door of 
his room, which was on the opposite side of the 
hall to l\'Irs. Tattle's. " Herc is a place," said 
he to Frederick, "where thou mayst speak the 
truth at all times, and before every body." 

"Nay, my room's at Mr. Frederick l\1ontague's 
service, and my door's open too. This ,ray, 
pray,'' said she, pulling his arm. 

But Frederick broke from her, and followed 
lVfr. Eden. 

YOL. II. u 
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" 0 sir, ,rill you forgire me?" cried he. 
"Forgi,·e thee!-and Yrhat ha,·e I to forgi1·e?" 
a Forgi1·e, brother, without asking ,Yhat," 

said Bertha, smiling. 
"He shall lrnow all!" criccl Frederick; '' all 

that concerns myself, I mean. Sir, I disguised 
myself in this dress; I came up to yonr room to­
night on purpose to see you, without your know­
ing it, that I might mimic yon. The chimney­
s,reeper, where is he?" said Frederick, looking 
round, and he ran into the hall to see for him­
" }Hay lie come in? he may-he is a brave, an 
honest, good, grateful boy. He never guessed 
who I ,ms: after we left you, we \vent do,rn to 
the kitchen together, and there I, fool that I ,ras, 
for the pleasure of making Mr. Christopher and 
the servants laugh, began to mimic you. This 
boy saicl, he w·ould not stand by- and hear you 
laughed at ;-that you had saved his life ;-that 
I ought to be ashamed of myself ;-that yon had 
jnst given me Jialf-a-crown ;-and so you had:­
but I ,f·ent on, and told him, I'd knock him clown 
if he said another word. He did; I gaYe the 
first blow·-,re fought-I came to the grounc1-
t11e serrnnts pulJecl me up again. They found 
out, I don't know how, that I was not a chimncy­
s,reeper-the rest you saw. And now can you 

f,, 
' 

l. 
lit, 



TIIE l\Ill\IIC, 219 

forgive me, sir?" said Frederick to l\Ir. Eclen, 
seizing hold of his hand. 

" The other band, friend," said the quaker, 
gently withdrawing his right hand, which e,·ery 
body now ob:-,;e1Ted was much swelled, and put­
ting it into his bosom again-" This and wel­
come," offering his other band to Frederick, and 
shaking his with a mile. 

"0 that other hand ! " said Frederick, " that 
was hurt, I remember. How ill I ha,·c bchaYcd 
-extremely ill. But this is a lesson that I shall 
never forget as long as I live. I hope for the 
future I shall behave like a gentleman." 

"And like a man-and like a good man, I am 

sure thou wilt," saill the good quaker, shaking 
Frederick's hand affectionately, "or I am much 
mi taken, friend, in that black countenance." 

" You arc not mistaken," cried 1\Iarianne ; 
" Frederick will ne,·er be persuaded again by 
any 1Jo,1y to do what he docs not think right; 
and, now·, brother, you may wash your black 
countenance." 

Just when Frederick had gotten rid of half hb 
black countenance, a double knock ,,as heard at 
the door. It was i\lr. and l\Irs. i\Iontaguc. 

"\\'hat "ill you do now? " n hispcrcd Mrs. 
Theresa to Frederich., as his father and mother 
rame into the room. 

u 2 
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a A chimney-sweeper! covered with Llood ! ,, 
exclaimed l\Ir. and l\Irs. Montague. 

a Father, I am Frederick," said he, stepping 
forwards to,rards them, as they stood in asto­
nishment. 

" Frederick! my son!" 
<< Yes, mother, I'm not hurt half so much as 

I deserve; I'Jl tell you--" 
« Nay," interrupted Bertha, << let my brother· 

tell the story this time-thou hast told it once, 
and tolcl it we1l-no one but my brother could 
tell it better." 

a A story ne,·er te11s so Yrell the second time, 
to be sure," said Mrs. Theresa, '' but l\Ir. Eden 
will certainly make the best of it." 

"\Vithout taking any notice of Mrs. Tattle, or 
lier apprehensive looks, l\Ir. Eden explained all 
that he knew of the affair in a few ,1·ords. "Your 
son," concluded he, "will quickly put off this 
dirty dress-the dress hath not stained the mind 
-that is fair and honourable. "\Vhen he felt 
himself in the wrong, he said so; nor was he in 
haste to conceal his mhenture from his father; 
this made me think well of both father and son. 
-I speak plainly friend, for that is best. But 
,diat is become of the other cl1imney-s,reeper? 
he ,rill ,rant to go home," said l\Ir. Eden, turn­
ing to :i\lrs. Theresa. 
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Without making any reply, she hurried ouL 
of the room as fast as possible, and returned in 
a few moments, with a look of extreme conster­
nation. 

"Here is a catastrophe indeed !-now, indeed, 
Mr. Frederick, your papa and mamma have rea­
son to be angry. A new suit of clothes !-the 
bare-faced villain !-gone-no sign of them in 
my closet, or any where-the door was locked­
he must have gone up the chimney, out upon the 
leads, and so escaped; but Christopher is after 
him. I protest, l\'Irs. Montague, you take it too 
quictly.-Tbe wretch !-a new suit of clothes, 
blue coat and buff waistcoat.-! never hcarcl of 
such a thing !-I declare, Mr. l\Iontague, you 
arc vastly good now, not to be in a passion," 
added Mrs. Theresa. 

" Madam," replied l\lr. l\1ontague, with a look 
of much civil contempt, " I think the loss of a 
suit of clothes, and even the disgrace that my son 
has been brought to this evening, fortunate cir­
cumstances in his education. He will, I am pcr­
sumlcd, j u<lge and c1ct for himself more wisely in 
future; nor will he be tempted to offend against 
humanity, for the sake of being called " The 
best mimic: in the world." 

u 3 
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PART I. 

l\Ins. TEMPLE l1ad two daughters, Emma and 

Helen; she had taken a great deal of care oi 

their education, and d1ey were very fond of theil' 

mother, and particularly happy whenever she 

had leisure to com·erse with them : they used 

to tell her every thing that they thought and 

felt; so that she had it in her po,rer early to 

correct, or rather to teach them to correct, any 

little faults in their disposition, and to rectify 

those errors of ju<lgment to which young people, 

from want of experience, arc so li'ablc. 
Mrs. Temple Ji,·ecl in the country, and her 

society was composed of a few intimate friends, 

sl1c wished, especially during the education of her 

children, to a,·oid the numerous inconveniences of 

what is called an extensive acquaintance. How­

ever, as her children grew older, it was necessary 

that they should be accustomed to see a ,·ariety 

of characters, and still more necessary that they 

should learn to judge of them. There ,ms littlG 
danger of Emma's being hmt by the first imprc~• 
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sions of new facts and new ideas: but Helen, of 
a more vi rncious temper, had not yet acquired he1· 
sister's good sense. We must observe that Helen 
was a little disposed to be fond of novelty, and 
sometimes formed a prodigiously high opinion of 
persons whom she had seen but for a few hours. 
"Not to admire," was an art which she had to 
]earn. 

\Vhen Helen was between eleven and twelve 
years old, Jad y S ,11; #.' "' returned from abroad, 
and came to reside at her country seat, which was 
very near Mrs. Temple's. 'I'he lady had a daugh­
ter, lady Augusta, who was a little older than 
Helen. One morning a fine carriage drove to 
the door) and lady S ii, >if iii and her daughter 
were announced.-We shall not say any thing 
at present of either of the ladies, except that 
Helen ,ras much delighted with them, ancl 
talked of nothing else to her sister all the rest 
of the day. 

'I'he next morning, as these two sisters were 
sitting at work in their mother's dressing-room, 
the follO\Ying con \·ersation began : 

"Sister, do you like pink or blue the brst?" 
said Helen. 

a I don't know; blue, I think." 
'· 0 blue, to Le sure. Mother, which do you 

like best? " 
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""\-Vhy 'tis a question of such importance, I 
must hare time to deliberate; I am afraid I like 
pink the best." 

"Pink! dear, that's very odd !-But, rnamma, 
didn't you think yesterday that lady Augusta's 
sash was a remarkably pretty pale blue?" 

"Yes; I thought it was -rery pretty; but as 
I have seen a great many such sashes, I <licl not 
think it ,ms any thing ·rnry remarkable." 

"\Vell, perhaps it \\'as not remarkably pretty; 
but you'll allow, ma'am, that it ,ms -rery well 
put on." 

"It was put 011 as other sashes arc, as well as 
I remember." 

"I like lady Augusta exceef1ingl y, mother." 
"\\'hat! because she has a blue sa::.h?" 
,: No, I'm not quite so silly as that," said 

Helen, laughing; " not because she has a blue 
sash." 

"\Vhy then did you like her ?-because it mts 
well put on?" 

" 0, no, no." 
"\Vh y then?" 
"\Vhy ! mamma, ,rhy do you a. k why ?-I 

can't tell why.-You know one often likes and 
di::.likcs people at fir;:it "·itl10ut exactly knu,ring 
why." 

' 011 '! whom <lo yu~l mean by PlH.!:" 

H 
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" l\I yself, and e,·ery body." 
"You, perhaps, but not everybody; for only 

silly peop1e like and dis1ikc without any reason.'' 
" But I hope I'm not one of the silJy people; 

I only meant that I had no thought about it: I 
dare say, if I were to think about it, I should be 
able to give you a great many reasons." 

" I shall be contented with one good one, 
Helen." 

""\Vell then, ma'am, in the first place I liked 
her because she wa:; so good-humoured.'' 

"You saw her but for one half hour. Arc 
you sure that she is good-humoured? " 

"No, ma'am! but I'm sure she looked very 
good-humoured." 

"That's another affair; ho,-rerer, I acknow­
ledge it is reasonable, to fee1 disposed to like any 
one who has a good-humoured countenance, be­
cause the temper has, I bclieYe, a Ycry strong in­
fl ucnce upon certain muscles of the face; and, 
Ile1cn, though you arc no great physiognomist, 
we will take it for granted that you arc not mis­
taken; now I did not think Jady Augusta, had 
a remarkably good-tempered countenance, but I 
hope that I am mistaken. \Va this yonr only 
reason for liking lier exceedingly?" 

"No, not my only reason; I liked her­
because -- because -- indeed, ma'am," &lid 
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Helen) growing a little impatient at finding her­
self unable to arrange her o,rn ideas) "indeed, 
ma'am, I don't just remember any thing in parti­
cular, but I know I thought her Yery agreeable 
altogether." 

"Saying that you think a person very agree­
able alLoge!her, may be a common mode of expres­
sion; but I am obliged to inform you) that it is 
no reason, nor do I exactly comprehend wliat it 
means, unless it means, in other words) that you 
don't choose to be at the trouble of thinking. I 
am sadly afraid, Helen, that you must be content 
at last to be ranked among the silly ones, who 
Jike and dislike without knowing why.-Hey, 
Helen?" 

"0 no, indeed, mother," said Helen, putting 
down her work. 

"My clear, I am sorry to distress you; but 
what arc become of the great man!J good rea­
sons?" 

"0, I have them still; but then I'm afraitl to 
tell them, because Emma will laugh at me." 

"No, indeed, I won't laugh," said Emma­
'' besides) if you please, I can go away." 

"No, no, sit still; I will tell them clirectly.­
\Vhy, mother, you know) before ·we saw Jacly 
Augusta, every body told us how pretty, and ac­
complished, and agreeable she was." 
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"Ercry body !-nobody that I remember," 
said Emma, "but l\Irs. II. and Miss K." 

"0, indeed, sister, and lady M. too." 
(' Well, and lady M., that makes three.'' 
"But are three 11eople every body?'' 
a No, to be sure," said Helen, a little discon­

certed; (( but you promised not to laugh at me, 
Emma.-IIo,vever, mother, without joking, I 
am sure lady Augusta is very accomplished at 
least. Do you know, ma'am, she has a French 
goycrness ? But I forget her name." 

"Never mind her name, it is little to the pur­
pose." 

" 0, but I recollect it now; mademoiselic 
Panache." 

a \Vhy undoubtedly lady Augusta's having a 
Frcnrl1 go,·erness, and her name being made­
moiselle Panache, are incontro,·ertible proofs of 
the excellence of her education. But I think yon 
sai(l you were sure that she was Yery accom­
plished; what do you mean by accomplished? '' 

(( Why, that he dances extremely we11, and 
that she speaks French and Italian, and that she 
draws exceedingly well indeed: takes lil,cnesscs, 
rnamma ! likenesses in miniature, mother!" 

"You saw them, I ~upposc?" 
"Saw them! Xo, I did not sec them, but I 

heard of them." 
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"That's a singular method of judging of pic­
tures." 

"But., howe·rer, she certainly plays.axtremely 
well upon the piirno-forte, ancl understands music 
perfect] y. I have a particular reason for know­
ing this, however." 

"You did not hear her play?" 
"No; but I saw an Italian song written in 

her own hand, and she told me she set it to music 
herself." 

"You saw her music, and heard of her draw­
ings ;-excellent proofs!-"\Vell, but her danc-
• ? " mg. 

"'\Vhy, she told me the name of her dancing 
master, and it sounded like a foreign name." 

<< So, I suppose, he must be a good one," said 
Emma, laughing. 

« But, seriously, I do bcliere she is sensible." 
""\Vell: your cause of belief?" 
« Why, I asked her if she 11ad read much his­

tory, and she answered, < a lillle;' but I saw by 
her look, she meant a great deal. 1\Tay, Emma, 
you are laughing now; I saw you smile." 

a Forgive her, Helen, indeed it was very diffi­
cult. to help it," said :Mrs. Temple. 

"'\Vell, mother," said Helen,« I beliere I have 
been a little hasty in my judgment, and all my 
<rood reasons arc redt1cccl to nothing: I da re say 

t ,, 
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.tll this time lady Augusta is ,·ery ignorant, and 
rery ill-natured." 

"Nay; now you are going into the opposite 
extreme; it is possible, she may have all the ac­
complishments, and good qualities, which you 
first imagined her to ha,·e: I only meant to show 
you, that you had no proofs of them hitherto." 

"But surely, mother, it ·would be but good­
natured, to believe a stranger to be amiable and 
sensible, when we know nothing to the contrary. 
Strangers may be as good as the people we have 
known all our lives; so it would be very hard 
upon them, and very silly in us too, if we were 
to take it for granted they were every thing that 
was bad, merely because they were strangers." 

"You do not yet reason ,rith perfect accuracy, 
Helen: is there no difference bebvcen thinking 
people every thing that is good and amiable, 
and taking it for granted that they are every 
thing that is bad?" 

"But then, mother, what can one do ?-To 
be always doubting and doubting is very dis­
agreeable; and at fir t, when one knows nothing 
ef a person, how can we judge?" 

" There is no necessity, that I can perceive, 
for your judging of people's characters the very 
instant they come into a room, which I sup­
pose is what you mean by 'at first.' And though 
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it be disagreeable to be al 1Vays 'doubting and 
doubting,' yet it is what i\·e must submit to 
patiently, Helen, unless we would submit to the 
consequences of deciding ill; which, let me 
assure you, my little daughter, are infinitely 
more disagreeable." 

a Then_," saicl Helen, "I had better doubt and 
dou btalittle longer, mother, about lady Augusta.'' 

Here the com·ersation ended. A few days 
after,-rards lady Augusta came ,rith her mo­
ther, to dine at l\Irs. Temple's. For the first 
hour Helen kept her resolution, and with some 
difficulty maintained her mind in the painful, 
philosophic state of doubt; but the second hour 
Helen thought, that it ,rould be unjust to doubt 
any longer; especially as lady Augusta Jiad just 
shown her a French poc:ket-fan, and at the very 
same time obse1Tecl to Emma, that her sister's 
hair was a true auburn colour. 

In the e,·ening, after t11ey had returned from 
a ,ralk, they ,,ent into l\Irs. Temple's dressing­
roorn, to look at a certain black japanned cabinet, 
in ,rhich Helen kept some dried specimens of 
plants, and other curious things. Half the 
drawers in this cabinet "·ere hers, and tlie other 
ha1f her sister's. .Kow Emma, though she ,ras 
sufficiently obliging and polite to,rnrds her new 
acquaintance, was by no means enchanted with 
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her ; nor did she feel the least disposition sud­
denly to contract a friendship with a person she 
liad seen but a few hours. This reserre, Helen 
thought, showed some want of feeling, and 
seemed determined to make amends for it by 
the warmth and frankness of her own manners. 
She opened all the rlra\\·ers of the cabinet; and 
·whilst lady Augusta looked and admired, Helen 
,ratched her eye, as Aboulcasem, in the Persian 
Tales, watched the eye of the stranger, to whom 
he was displaying his treasures. Helen, it seems, 
liad read the story, wl1ich had left a deep im­
pression upon her imagination; and she had 
long determined, on the first convenient oppor­
tunity, to imitate the conduct of the "generous 
Persian." Immediately, therefore, upon ob­
serving that any thing struck her guest's fancy, 
she withdrew it, and secretly set it apart for her 
as Abonlca em set apart the slam, and the cup, 
and the peacock. At night, when lady Augusta 
was preparing to depart, Helen slipped out of the 
room, packecl up tl1e things, and as Aboulcasem 
wrote a scroll with his presents, she thought it 
necessary to accompany hers with a billet. All 
this being accomplished with much celerity, and 
some trepidation, she hurried clo,rn stairs, gave 
her packet to one of the scn-auts, ancl saw it 
lodged in lady S * * *'s carriage. 

X 9 -
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When the visit was ended, ancl Helen arn1 
Emma had retired to their own room at night, 

they began to talk instead of going to s1cep.­
" ,v e1l, sister," said Helen, '' and what did yon 

gire to lady Augusta?" 
"I ! nothing." 
cc Nothing!" repe~tecl Ilelen, in a triumphant 

tone; " then she will not think you very gene­

rous." 
"I do not want her to think me very gene-

rous," saicl Emma, laughing ;-cc neither do I 

think, that giving presents to strangers is always 

a proof of generosity." 
cc Strangers or no strangers, that makes no 

difference; for surely a person's giving away any 
thing that they like themselves, is a pretty cer­

tain proof, Emma, of their generosity." 
cc Not quite so certain," replied Emma; "at 

least I mean a~ far as I can judge of my own 
mind; I know I ha,·e sometimes given things 

away that I liked myself, merely because I was 
ashamed to refuse; now I should not call that 
generosity, but weaJmess; and besides, I think 
it does make a great deal of difference, Helen, 
whether you mean to speak of strangers or 
friends. I am sure, at this instant, if there is 
any thing of mine in that black cabinet that you 
wish for, Helen, I'll give it you with the great• 

est pleasure." 
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c( And not to lady Augusta?" 
"No; I could not <lo both: and do you think 

I would make no distinction between a person I 
Lave lirecl "·ith and loved for years, and a 
stranger whom I know and care very little 
about?" 

Helen was touched by this speech, especially 
as she entirely be]ie,·ecl her sister; for Emma 
was not one who made sentimental speeches. 

A short time after this visit, l\Irs. Temple 
took her t\rn daughters with her to dine at 
lady S * ~ >¥i's. As they happened to go rather 
earlier than usual, they found nobody in the 
drawing-room but the French governess, made­
moiselle Panache. Helen, it seems, had con­
ceived a very sublime idea of a French go­
verness; and when she first came into the room, 
she looked up to mademoiselle Panache with a 
mixture of a,ve and admiration. Mademoiselle 
was not much tronhlecl with any of that 
awkward reserve, which seems in England 
sometimes to keep strangers at bay for the first 
<1uartcr of an hour of their acquaintance . She 
conl<l not, it is true, speak English rery fluently, 
but this only increased her desire to speak it; 
and between two languages she founcl means, 
with some difficnlty, to express herself. The 
com·er::iation, after the usual preliminary rni-

x 3 
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things had been gone orcr, turned upon France> 
and French literature; Mrs. Temple said she 
was going to purchase some French books for 
lier <laugh tei's, and very politely begged to know 
what authors mademoiselle would particularly 
recommend. " Vat anteurs ! you do me much 
Jw11our, madame-Vat auteurs ! why, mesde­
moiselles, there's Telemaque and Belisaire." 

Helen and Emma had read Teiernaque aud 
Belisaire, so mademoiselle was obliged to think 
again~" Allendez ! " cried she, putting her fore 
finger in an attitude of recollection. But 
the result of all her recoIJection was still 
"Belisaire" and " Telemaque;" and an Abbe's 
book, whose name she could not remember, 
though she remembered perfectly well that the 
vork ,1·as published "l'an mille six cents qua/re 
vingls dix." 

Helen could scarcely forbear smiling, so mucI, 
was her awe and admiration of a French go­
verness abated. Mts. Temple, to reliere made­
moiselle from the perplexity of searching for 
the Abbe's name, and to avoid the hazard of 
going out of her circle of French literatme, 
mentioned Gil Blas; and observed, that, though 
it was a book uni,·crsally put into the hands of 
very young people, she thought niademoiselle 
judged well in preferring -
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n Oh ! " interrupted mademoisellcJ "Jc me 
lrouve bien lteureuse- I am quite happy) madame) 
to be of your way of linking-I would nner go 
to choose to put Gil Blas into no pupil's of 
rnine's hands, until they were perfectly mistress 
of de idiom de la langue." 

It ·1ras not the idiom, but the morality of the 
book to ,d1ich Mrs. Temple had allmled; but 
that, it was very plain, occupied no part of 
mademoiselle Panache's attention; her object 
was solely to teach her pupil French. ".1vlais 
pour rniladi Augusta," cried she, u c' est vraime1tl 
un petit prodige ! You, madame, you are a 
judge. On le voit bien. You know lww much 
difficile it be, to compose French poesie, because 
qf de rl1ymes, de masculin, feminin, de neulrc 
genre ef noun sztbJtantivc and adjective, all to be 
consider in spite ef de sense in our rh!Jmes. Je 
ne m'explique pas. }dais cu.fin-de natives 
llzemselves very few come to write passably in 
voesie ,· except it be your great poets by prqfes­
sion. Cepenclant, madame, miladi Augusta, I 
spca!c de truth, not one 1vord ef lies, miladi 
Augusta 1vrite poesie Just the same 1Vith prose. 
Veritableme1tl comme w1 auge ! Et puis," con­
tinued mademoiselle Panache---

But ~he was interrupted by the entrance of the 
( little angel" and her mother. Lady Augusta 
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wore a rose-coloured sash to-day, and Helen no 
longer preferred blue to pink. Not long after 
they ·were seated, lady S ii, $ ~ obsened, that 
l1er daughter's face was burned by being opposite 
to the fire; and, after betraying some symptoms 
of anxiety, cried-<' mademoiselle, why n-ill you 
always let Augusta sit so near the fire? l\Iy 
dear, l10w can you bear to burn your face so? 
Do be so good) for rn y sake, to take a screen." 

"There is no screen in the room, ma'am, I 
believe," said the young Ja<l y, rnoYing, or seem­
ing to rno~·e, her chair three quarters of an inch 
backwards. 

"No screen!" said lady S * lit- ;;;, looking 
round; "I thought, mademoiselle, your screens 
were finished." 

" Olt oui, madame, dey befiitish; but I forget 
to malce elem come do7Vn stairs." 

"I hate embroidered screens," obsc1Ted lady 
S * * -Y.·, turning away her head; "for one is 
always afraid to use them." 

Mademoiselle immediately rose to fetch one of 
hers. 

"}le vous derange;:. pas, mademoiselle," said 
lady S * * *, carelessly; and whilst she was 
out· of the room, tu;·ning to 1\Irs. Temple, 
" Hare you ::i. French gon!rness? " said sl1c; 
' ' I think you told me not ." 
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"No," said l\1rs. Temple, " I ham no 
thoughts of any governess for my daughters." 

" vVhy, indeed, I don't know but you are 
quite right, for they are sad plagues to have in 
one's house; besides, I believe, too, in general, 
they are a sad set of people. But what can one 
do, you know? One must submit to all that; 
for they tell me there's no other way of securing 
to one's children a good French pronunciation. 
How will you manage about that?" 

" Helen and Emma," said 1'1 rs. Temple, 
" read and understand French as well as I could 
wish, and, if ever they go to France, I hope 
they will be able to catch the accent, as I h:1ve 
never suffered them to acquire any fixed bad 
habits of speal,ing it." 

"O," said lady S "" * *, "bad habits are what 
I dread of all things for Augusta ; J assure you 
I was particularly nice about the choice of a, 

governess for her; so many of these sort of 
veoplc come over here from Switzerland, or the 
French provinces, antl speak a horrid jargon. 
It's ·rery difficult to meet with a person you 
could entirely depend upvn." 

"Very difficult, indeed," said Mrs. Temple. 
" However," continued her ladyship, " I 

think myself most exceedingly fortunate; I am 
absolute] y certain that mademoiselle Panache 
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comes from Paris, and was born and cclucatecl 
there; so I feel quite at ease; and as to th e 
rest," said she, 10\i·ering her Yoice, but on] y 
lowering it sufficiently to fix lady ·A11 g11::;ta' ::; 
attention-" as to the rest, I shall part ,rith her 
when my daughter is a year or two older; so 
you know, she can do no great harm. Besides," 
said she, spea,king loucler, " I real] y have great 
confidence in her, and Augusta and she seem to 
agree vastly well." 

"0 yes," said lady Augusta, " mademoiselle 
is exceedingly good-natured; I am sure I like 
lier rnst1y." 

",v ell, that's the chief thing; I would work 
upon a child's sensibility; that's my notion of 
education/' Si.ticl lady S ;;_, ->t- ~ to lUrs. Temple, 
affecting a sweet smile. " Take care of the 
heart, at any rate-there I'm sure, at least, I 
may depend on mademoiselle Panache, for she is 
the best creature in the world ! I've the highest 
opinion of her: not that I would trust my own 
judgment, but she was most exceedingly well 
rccommendecl to me." 

Mademoiselle Panache came into the room 
again just as lady S ,"t, >,,; ,If finished her last sen­
tence; she brougl1t one of her o,rn worked screens 
in her hand. Helen looked at lady Augusta, 
expecting that she would at least liarn gone to 
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meet her governess; but the young lady never 
offered to rise from her seat; and when poor 
mademoiselle presented the screen to her, she re­
ceived it with the utmost nonchalance, only inter­
rupting her conversation by a slight bm,v of the 
head. Helen and Emma looked down, feeling 
both ashamed and shocked at manners which they 
could neither think kind nor polite. However, 
it ,ms no ,rnncler that the pupil should not be 
scrupulously respectful towards a governess 
,rhom her mother treated like a waiting-maid. 

l\Iore carriages now came to the door, and the 
room was soon filled with company. The young 
ladies dined at the side-table with mademoiselle 
Panache ; and dming dinner Emma and Helen 
<1uite won her heart.-Voilr'i cles demoiselles des 
plus polies ! " she said with emphasis; and it is 
true that they were particularly careful to treat 
her with the greatest attention and respect, not 
only from their general habits of good breeding, 
and from a sense of propriety, bnt from a feeling 
of pity and generosity: they could not bear to 
think that a person should be treated ,Yith neg­
lect or insolence mere] y because her situation and rank happened to be inferior. 

:\1aclemoiselle, pleased with their manners, was 
1>articular1 y ofliciou in entertaining them ; and 
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when the rest of the company sat do,rn to cards, 
she offered to show them the house, which was 
large and magnificent. 

Helen and Emma \l'ere rery glad to be relieved 
from their seats beside the card-table, and from 
perpetua11y hearing of trumps, odd tricks, and 
lrnnours; so that they eagerly accepted made .. 
moiselle's proposal. 

The last room which they went into ,-ras lady 
Augusta's apartment, in which her writing-desk, 
her drawing-box, and her piano-forte stood. It 
was very elegantly furnished; and at one end 
was a handsome book-case, which immediately 
attracted Helen and Emma's attention. Not 
lady Augusta's; her attention, the moment she 
came into the room, was attracted by a hat, which 
mademoiselle had been making up in the morn­
ing, and which lay half-finished upon the sofa. 
a '''ell, rea1ly this is elegant!" said she; acer­
tainly, mademoiselle, you have the best taste in 
the world !-Isn't it a beautiful hat?" said she, 
appealing to Helen and Emma. 

"0 yes," replied Helen instantly; for as she 
w·as no great judge, she was afraid to hazard her 
opinion, and thought it safest to acquiesce in lady 
Augusta's. Emma, on the contra1-y, who did not 
think the hat particularly pretty, and who dared 
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to think for herself, ,ms silent; and certainly it 
requires no common sliare of strength of mind to 
dare to think for one's self about a hat. 

In the mean time mademoiselle put the finish­
ing stroke to her ,rnrk ; and, observing that the 
colour of the ribbon would become Helen's com­
plexion. "Ji erveiileusement ! permitlez, mademoi­
selle," said she, putting it lightly upon her head, 
Qu' el!e est channante ! Qu' elle est bien connne 9a ! 
-Quite another tiug ! mademoiselle !Jelen est 
clwrmanle!" cried the governess with enthu­
tiasm; and her pupil echoecl her exclamations with 
ct1ual enthusiam, till Helen would absolutely 
hare been persuaded that some sudden metamor­
Jlhosis had taken place in her appearance, if her 
sister's composure had not happily preser,ed her 
in her sober sen cs. She could not, howerer, 
help feeling a ensible diminution of merit and 
happiness wl1en the hat was lifted off her head. 

'' What a rcrr pretty-coloured ribancl l " saicl he. 

"That's pi tachio colour," said lady Augusta. 
·' Pi tachio colour l" repeated Helen, with admiration. 

"Pistachio colour l" repeated her sister, coolly; 
" I did not know that ,,a the name of the co­lour." 

u Bon Dieu ! "saicl mademoiselle, lifting np her 
YOT,. II. 
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hands and eyes to heaven ; " Bon Dietl .1 not 

kno1v de pislachea colour ! " 
Emma, neither humbled nor shocked at her 

own ignorance, simply saicl to herself, " Surely 

it is no crime not to know a narne." But made­

moiselle's abhorrent and amazed look produted 

a very different effect upon Helen's imagination; 

she felt all the anguish of false shame, that dan­

gerous infirmity of weak minds. 
" Bon ! " said mademoiselle Panache to her­

self, observing the impression ,rhich she made; 

" Voile) ttn bon sujel au rnoins." And she pro­

ceeded, with more officiousness, perhaps, than 

politeness, to reform certain mimtlice in Helen's 

dress, which were not precise} yadjusted according 

to what she called tlte mode; she having the mis­

fortune to be possessed of that intolerant spirit 

which admits but of one moue; a spirit which 

is common to all persons w·ho have seen but little 

of the world or of good company; and who, con­

sequently, cannot conceire the liberality of senti­

ment, upon all matters of taste and fashion, which 

distinguishes well-bred and ,rell educated people. 
" Pardonnez, mademoiselle Helen," said she ; 

""Petmellez "-altering thingsto her fancy-·'un 

JJelit plus-cl un pctil plus; oui, comme ra­

comme ra-Bicn ! Bien! Ah, non ! r'cla esl 

vilain-aJfren:t ! 1\Lais !enc;.,, toujours co11w1c 
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9a ; resouvenez vous bien, mademoiselle. Ah, 
bo1t ! vous voild, mise d quatre eping1es ! " 

"A quatre epingles ! " repeated Helen to her­
self. "Surely," thought Emma, " that is a vul­
gar expression; mademoiselle is not as elegant 
in her taste for language as for dress." Indeed 
two or three technical expressions, which after­
wards escaped from this lady, joined to the pro­
digious knowledge she displayed of the names, 
qualities, and value of ribands, gauzes, feathers, 
&c., had excited a strong suspicion in Emma's 
mind, that mademoiselle Panache herself might 
possibly have had the honour to be a milliner. 

The following incident sufficiently confirmed 
her suspicious:-'-Vhilst mademoiselle was dress­
ing ancl undressing Helen, she regularly carried 
crery pin which sbe took out to het· mouth. 

Helen did notperceire this manceuvre,it being 
performed with habitual celerity; but, seeing 
that ail the pins were vanished, she first glanced 
her eye upon the table, and then on the grouncl, 
and still not seeing her pins, she felt in her pocket 
for her pincushion, ancl presented it. "J'en ai 
assez, bien obligee, mademoiselle~·" and from some 
secret receptacle in her mouth she produced first 
one pin, then another, till Emma counted seven­
teen, to her utter astonishment, more, certainly, 
than any mouth could contain but a milliner's. 

y 2 
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Unfortunately, ho,~·ere1·, in mademoiselle's 
haste to speak, a pin and an exclamation, contend­
ing in her mouth, impeded her utterance, and 
put her in imminent danger of choking. They 
all looked frightened. " Qu' avez vous done!" 
cried she, recorering herself with admirable dex­
terity. '' Qu'avez vous clone! Ce n'est rien! Ah, 
si vous aviez vue mademoiselle Alexandre ! Ah! 
clat 1vouldfrighlen you, indeed! l,rlany de time I see 
her put one tirty,forty, fifty-aye, one lmndreil, 
i1vo hundred-in her mouth-and she all de time 
laugh, talk, eat, drinTc, sleep mid dem, and no 
harm, non obstant, never happen mademoiselle 
Alexandre." 

"And who is mademoiselle Alexandre?" said' 
Emma. 

"Eh, done !-fameuse marehande de modes­
rue St. Honore-rivale celebre de mademoiselle 
Baulara." 

(( Yes, I know!" said lady Augusta, delighted 
to appear to know the name of two French mil­
liners, ,rithout in the least suspecting that sl1c 
had the honour to ha,·e a third for a governess. 

Emma smilecl, but was silent. She fortunately 
possessecl a sound discriminating ~mderstanding ; 
obser,ing and judging for herself, it "as not ea y 
to impose upon her by names and grimaces. 

It was remarkable, that mademoiselle Pana~f, .! 
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had never once attempted to alter any thing in 
Emma's dress, and directed very little of her 
conversation to her; seeming to have an intuitive 
perception, that she could make no impression; 
ancl lady Augusta, too, treated her with less 
familiarity, but with far more respect. 

"Dear Helen," said lady Augusta, for she 
seemed, to use her mrn expression, to have taken 
a great fancy to her ; " dear Helen, I hope you 
are to be at the ball at the races." 

'' I don't know," said Helen; "I believe my 
mother intends to be there." 

"Et vous?" said mademoiselle Panac11e, "you, 
to be sure, I hope ;-your mamma could not he 
so cruel as to lca,·e you at home ! une demoiselle 
faite comme vous ! " 

Helen had been quite indifferent about going 
to the ball till these words inspired her w·ith a 
violent desire to go there, or rather with a vio­
lent dread of the misfortune and disgrace of being 
left "at home." 

"\Ve shall, for fear of being tiresome, omit a 
long conversation which passed about the dress 
and necessary preparations for this ball. It is 
enough to say, that Helen was struck with despait­
at the idea, that her mother probably would not 
procure for her all the fine things which lady 
~\.ugu::ita had, and which mademoiselle assured 
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11er were absolutely necessary to her being "pre­
sentable." In particular her ambition was ex­

cited by a splendid watch-chain of her laclyship's, 
which lady Augusta assured her "there was no 
possibility of living without." 

Emma, ho,vever, reflecting that she had lived 

all her life without even wishing for a watch­
chain, was inclined to doubt the accuracy of her 
ladyship's assertion. 

In the mean time poor Helen fell into a pro­
found and somewhat painful rernrie. She stood, 
with the \\'atch-chain in her hand, ruminating 
upon the rnst, infinite number of things she 
wanted, to complete her happiness-things of 
which she had ne,·er thought before. Jncleed, 
during the short time she had been in the com­
pany of maclemoiselle Panache, a new ,vorld 
seemed to hare been opened to her imagination 
-new wants, new ,vishes, new notions of right 

and wrong, and a total! y new idea of excel­
lence and happiness had taken possession of her 
mind. 

So much mischief may be done by a silly 
gm·erness in a single quarter of an hour! But 
we are yet to see more of the genius of made­
moiselle Panache for education. It happened, 
that, while the young ladies \l·ere busily talking 
together, she had gut tu tlie other encl of the' 
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room, and was busily engaged at a looking-glass, 
receding and advancing by turns, to decide the 
exact distance at which rouge was liable to detec­
tion. Keeping her eye upon the mirror, she went 
backwards, and backwarder, till unluckily she 
chanced to set her foot upon lady Augusta's 
favourite little dog, who instantly sent forth a 
piteous yell. 

''Oh! my dog !-Oh! my dog!" exclaimed 
lady Augusta, running to the dog, and taking it 
into her hp-" Oh, clzere Fa1ifan!-where is it 
hurt, my poor, dear, sweet, darling little crea­
ture?" 

"Chere FarJan !" cried mademoiselle, kneel­
ing down, and kissing the offended paw·, "pm·­
donne;::, Fan.fan!" -and they continued caressing 
and pitying Fanfan, so as to give Helen a very 
exalted opinion of tlteir sensibility, and to make 
her ,riser si::.ter doubt of its sincerity. 

Longer would Fanfan have been deplored with 
all the pathos of feminine fondness, had not 
mademoiselle suddenly shrieked, and started up, 
«,Vhat's the matter ?-what's the matter?" cried 
they all at on<;e. The a/frighted governess pointed 
to her pupil's sash, exclaiming, "Regardez !­
regardez ! " There mts a moderate-sized spider 
upon the you11g lady' ' sa h. "La voiltt ! al,, la 
"nila 1

" cried sht', at an ,nrful distancr. 



24H lHADE~IOISELLE PANACHE. 

a It is only a spider," said Emma. 
"A spider!" said lady Augusta, ancl threw 

Fanfan from her lap as she rose; ""\Vhere ?­

where ?-on my sash!" 
" I'll shake it off," said Helen. 
" Oh ! shake it, shake it ! "-and she shook it 

l1erself, till the spider fell to the .ground, who 

seemed to be almost as much frightened as la<ly 

Augusta, and was making his way as fast as pos­

sible from the field of battle. 
"01t est il?-011, est il?-Levilain animal!" 

cried mademoiselle, aclrnncing.-" Ah, quc je 

l' ecraise au mains," said she, having her foot 

prepared. 
"Kill it !-0, mademoiselle, don't kill it," 

said Emma, stooping down to saYe it; " I'll 

put it out of the window this instant." 
" Ah ! how can you touch it ? " said lady 

Augusta with disgust, while Emma carried it 

carefully in her hand; and Helen, whose human­

ity was still proof against ma<lemoiselle Panache, 

ran to open the window. Just as they had got 

the poor spider out of the reach of its enemies, a 

sudden gust of wind blew it back again; it fell 

once more upon the floor. 
a 0, kill it!-kill it; any body ;-for heaven's 

sake, do kill it!" l\Iademoiselle pressed forward; 

and crushctl the aninul to death 
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"Is it de:id? quite dead," said her pupil, ap­
proaching timidly. 

" Avancez ! " said her governess, laughing­
" Que craignez vous done ~ Elle est 11wrte, Jc 
vous dis ." 

The young lady looked at the entrails of the 
spider, and was satisfied. 

So mue;h for a lesson on humanity. 
It was some time before the effects of this scene 

were effaced from the minds of either of the 
sisters; but at length a subject very interesting 
to Helen was started. Lady Augusta mentioned 
the little ebony box, which had been put into the 
coach, and miss Helen's very obliging note. 

Ho,f'ever, tl10ugh she affected to be pleased, 
it was evident, by the haughty carelessness of 
lier manner, whilst she returned her thanks, 
that she was rather offended than obliged by the 
present. 

Helen was surprised and mortified. The times, 
she percei ,·eel, ,rerc changed since the days of 
Aboulcasem. 

"I am particularly distressed," said lady 
Augusta, ,1'110 often a sumed the language of a 
woman; "I am particular] y distressed to rob you 
of your pretty prints; especially as my uncle has 
just sent me do,rn a set of Bartolozzi's from 
town." 
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'' But I hope, lady Augusta, yon liked the 
little prints which arc cut out. I think you said 
you wished for some such things, to put on a 
work-basket." 

a 0, yes; I'm sure I'm exceedingly obliged to 
you for remembering that-I had quite forgotten 
it; but I found some beautiful vignettes the other 
day in our French books, and I shall set about 
copying them for my basket directly. I'll show 
them to you, if you please," said she, going to the 
book-case. "Mademoiselle, do be so good as to 
reach for me those little books in the Morocco 
binding." 

l\Iademoiselle got upon a stool, and touched 
se,·eral books one after another, for she could not 
translate " Morocco binding." 

"Which did you mean ?-Dis-dis-dis, or 
dat ? " said she. 

"No, no-none of those, mademoiselle; not in 
that row.-Look just above your hand in the 
second row from the top." 

"0, no; not in clat row, I hope." 
"Why not there?" 
" 0, miladi Augusta, vous s9avez bien-ce 

sont lt't les livres difendus-I dare not touch 
one-Vous le s9avez bien, milacli, votre clzcre 

' ,, mere. 
" tliladi, vol1·e chere mere! " repeated the 
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young lady, mimicking her governess; "pooh, 
nonsense, give me the books." 

" Eh, non-absolument 11on-Croyez moi, ma­
demoiselle, de boo1" is 1wt good. Ce n' est pas 
comme ilfaut ! it is notfitfor young ladies-jar 
nobolflJ lo read." 

"How do you kno"' that so well, Made­
moiselle? " 

" N'importe," said mademoiselle, colouring; 
"N'impor!e-Je le s9ais. But not to talk ef dat, 
yozt know I cannot disobey miJadi; de row qf 
Romans she.forbid to be touch, on no accowd, b,y 
nobo~1J but herse{f in the house.-You know dis, 
mademoiselle Augusta,- So, en conscience," said 
she, descending from the stool-

" En conscience ! " repeated lady Augusta, 
with the impatient accent of one not used to be 
opposed, "I can't help admiring the tenderness of 
yonr conscience, mademoiselle Panache.-No,v, 
wo1lld you believe it? "continued she, turning to 
Emma and Helen, "now ,rnuld you believe it? 
l\Iademoiselle has had the second rnlume of that 
very book under her pillo"" this fortnight; I 
caught her reading itone morning, and that was 
what made me so anxious to see it; 01· else, ten 
to one, I never should ha,·e thought of the book; 
...,o en conscience! mademoiselle." 

:Mademoiselle coloured fmionsh·, .. 
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'' Jlais vraiment, miladi Augusta, vous me 
manquez en face ! " 

The young lady made no reply, but sprang 
upon the stool, to reach the books for herself; 
and the gorerness, deeming it prudent not to 
endanger her authority by an ineffectual truggle 
for ,·ictory, thought proper to sound a timely 
retreat. 

"Allons ! mademoiselle," cried she, "I fancy 
de tea 1Vait by dis time- descendons ,· " and 
she led the way.-Emma instantly followed 
her. 

" Stay a moment for me, Helen, my dear." 
Helen hesitated. 
" Then you ,rnn't take down the books? " 

said she. 
"Xay, one moment; ju t let me how you the 

vignette." 
""No, no-pray don't; mademoiselle said you 

must not." 
"Yes, she said I mu t not; but you see she 

went a\rny, tl1at I might; and o I will," said 
lady Augm,ta, jumping off the tool with the 
reel Look~ i11 her hand. "Xo\,, look here ." 

"0, no; I can't , tay, indeed ! " said Helen, 
pulling a,1·ay lier hand. 

"La! what a child you are ! " said lady 
Angnsta. lm~ghing; '' it rnamma sha'n't be angry 

.. 
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with it, she sha'n't. La ! what harm can there 
be in looking at a vignette ? " 

",vhy, to be sure there can be no harm in 
looking at a vignette;' said Helen, submitting 
from the same species of fa1se shame which had 
conquered her understanding before about the 
pistachio colour. 

" ,v ell, look ! " said lady Augusta, opening 
the book, "isn't this exceedingly pretty?" 

"Exceedingly pretty," said Helen, scarce see .. 
ing it; "now shall we go down?" 

" No, stay; as you think that pretty, I can 
show you a much prettier." 

",v ell only one, then." 
But when she had seen that, lady Augusta 

till said, "One other," and "one other," till she 
l1ad gone through a volume and a half: Helen all 
the while alternately hesitating and yielding, out 
of pure ,veakness and nzauvaise lzonte. 

The vignettes, in fact, were not extraordinarily 
beautiful; nor, if they had, would she have taken 
the least pleasure in seeing them in such a sur­
reptitious manner. She did not, however, see 
all the difficulties into which the first deviation 
from proper conduct would lead lier. Alas ! no 
one eyer can ! 

Just when they were within three leaves of the 
end of the last volume they heard voices upon 
the stairs.-" There's my mother l Thev're . . VOL. II. 

z 
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corning!-"\Vhat shall we do?'' cried lady 
Augusta; and though there could be "no hann 
in looking at a print," yet the colour now forsook 
lier <.;heek, and she stoorl the picture of guilt and 
cowardice. There was not time to put the books 
11p in their places. '\Vhat ,vas to be done? 

"Put them into our pockets," said lady 
Augusta. 

"0, no, no !-I won't-I can't-what mean• 
ness ! " 

"But you must. I can't get them both into 
mine," said lady Augusta, in great distress. 
"Dear, dear Helen, for my sake!" 

Helen trembled, and let lady Augusta put the 
book into her pocket. 

'' l\1y dear'' said Jadv S *;;; ,;. OJ)enino- the ) • , 1:> 

door just as this operation was effected, "we are 
come to see your room? will you let us in?" 

"0 certainly, nrndam," said lady Augusta, 
commanding a smile ; but Helen's face was 
covered with so deep a crimson, and she betrayed 
such evident symptoms of embarrassment, that 
her mother, who came up with the rest of the 
company, could not help taking notice of it. 

"Ar'n't you well, Helen, my dear?" said her 
mother. 

Helen attempted to answer. 
"Perhaps/' said lady Augusta, "it was the 

grapes after dinner which disagreed with you." 
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Helen refused the look of assent which was 
expected; and at this moment she felt the 
greatest contempt for lady Augusta, and terrol' 
to see herself led on step by step in deceit. 

" i\I y love, indeed you don't look well," said 
lady S ·'fi '* '·\ jn a tone of pity. 

'' It must be de grapes!" said Mademoiselle. 
"No, indeed," said Helen, who felt inexpres­

sible shame and anguish, "no, indeed, it is not 
the grapes;" turning away, and looking up to 
her mother with tears in her eyes. 

She was upon the point of producing the book 
before all the company; but lady Augusta pressed 
her arm, and she forbore,-for she thought it 
would be dishonourable to betray her. 

Mrs. Temple did not choose to question her 
daughter further at this time, an<l relieved her 
from confusion by turning to something else. 

As they went dmrn stairs to tea, lady Augusta 
with familiar fondness took Helen's hand. 

"You need not fear," said Helen, withdraw­
ing her hand coldly ; " I shall not betray you, 
Augusta." 

'' You'll promise me that? " 
"Y E:s," said Helen, with a feeling of contempt. 
After tea, lady Augusta was requested to sit 

clown to the pianoforte, and favour the company 
with au Italian song. She sat down, and played 
and sung with the greatest ease and gaiety 
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imaginable; whilst Helen, incapable of feeling, 

still more incapable of affecting gaiety, stood 

beside the harpsichord, her eyes bowed clown 

with << penetrative shame." 
« \Vhy do you look so woe-begone?" said 

lady Augusta, as she stooped for a music-book; 

« why don't you look as I clo?" 
« I can't," said Helen. 
Her ladyship did not feel the force of this 

ans"·er; for her mvn self-approbation could, it 

seems, be recovered at a very cheap rate; half­

a-clozen strangers listening, with unmeaning 

smiles and encomiums, to her execution of one 
of Clementi's lessons, '\\ere sufficient to satisfy 

l1er ambition. Nor is this surprising, when all 

her education had tended to teach her, that ,drnt 

are called accomplislnnents are superior to eYery 
thing else. Iler dra,rings were next to be pro­

duced and admired. The table was presently 
covered with fruit, flowers, landscapes, men's, 

women' -, and children's heads; ,Thilst :\Iade­

nwiselle was suffered to stand holding a large 

portfolio till she \Yas ready to faint; nor was 
she, perhaps, the only person in company who 

was secretly tirecl of the exhibition. 
These eternal exhibitions of accomplishments 

have of late become prirnte nuisances. Let young 
women cultirnte their tastes or their understand­
ings in any manner that can afford them agreeable 
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occupation_. or, in one word, that can make them 
Jrnppy; if they are wise, they will early make 
it their object to be permanently happy, and not 
merely to be admired for a few hours of their 
existence. 

All this time poor Helen could think of nothing 
but the book which she had been persuaded to 
secrete. It grew late in the evening, and Helen 
grew more and more uneasy at not having any 
opportunity of returning it. Lady Augusta was 
so busy talking and receiving compliments, that 
it ,ms impossible to catch her eye. 

At length Mrs. Temple's carriage was ordered; 
and now all the company were seated in form, 
and Helen saw with the greatest distress that she 
was further than ever from her purpose. She 
once had a mind to call her mother aside, and 
consult her; but that she could not do, on account 
of her promise. • 

The carriage eame to the door; and whilst 
Helen put on her cloak, Mademoise~le assisted 
her, so that she could not speak to lady Augusta. 
At last, when she was taking lea,e of her, she 
said, (( "\Viil you let me give you the book? "and 
half drew it from her pocket. 

(( 0 , goodness! not now; I can' t tal'-e it uow." 
'( lVhat shall I do with it?" 
(( "\Vhy take it home, and send it back directed 

z 3 
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to me-remember-by the first opportunity­
when you ham done with it." 

"Done with it !-I hare done with it.--In­
deed, lady Augusta, you must let me give it you 
now. " 

"Corne Helen, "·e are wamng for you, my 
dear;' said Mrs. Temple; antl Helen was hurriecl 
into the carriage with the book still in her pocket. 
Thus was she brought from one difficulty into 
another. 

Now she had promised her mother nerer to 
borrow any book without her knowledge; and 
certainly she had not tl1e slightest intention to 
forfeit her word, when she first was persuaded to 
look at the vignettes. a Oh," said she to herself, 
"where will all this end? \Vhat shall I do now? 
vVhy ,ms I so weak as to stay and look at the 
prints? And why did I fancy I should like lady 
Augusta, before I 1me1r anything of her? Oh , 
lrnw much I wish I had neve1· seen her!" 

Occupied by these thoughts all the way tl1cy 
were going home, Helen, ,re may imagine, <lid 
not appear as cheerful, or as much at case, as 
usual. Her mother and her sister were co1H"ers­
ing very agreeably; but if she had been asked 
when the carriage stopped, she could not have 
tolcl a single syllc1.blc of what they had been 
sa.ymg. 

II .. 
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Mrs. Temple perceived that something hung 

l1Cavy upon her daughter's mind; but trusting to 
lier long habits of candour and integrity, she was 
determined to leave her entirely at liberty; she 
therefore wished her a good night, without in­
quiring into the cause of her melancholy. 

Helen scarcely knew what it was to lie awake 
at night; she generally slept soundly from the 
moment she went to bed till the morning, and 
then wakened as gay as a lark; but now it was 
quite otherwise; she lay awake, uneasy and rest­
less, her pillow was wet with her tears; she 
turned from side to side, but in vain; it was the 
longest night she ever remembered; she wished a 
thousand times for morning; but when the morn­
ing came, she got up with a very heavy heart; all 
her usual occupations had lost their charms; and 
what she felt the most painful was, her mother's 
kind, open, unsuspicious manner. She had never, 
at least she had never for many years, broken 
her ,\·ord; she had long felt the pleasure of in­
tegrity, ancl knew how to estimate its loss. 

"And for what," said Helen to herself, "have 
I forfeited this pleasure ?-for nothing." 

But, besides thi , she was totally at :1 loss to 
know ,rhat step she was next to take; nor could 
she con ult the friends slie had ahntp, been ac­
cu1Storned to apply to for a<lri<.:e. Two ideas of 
honour, two incompatible ideas, ,rcre ::itn!ggling 
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in her n?ind. She thought that she should not 

betray her companion, and she knew she ought 

not to deceive her mother. She was fully re­

solved never to open the book "·hich she had in 

her pocket, but yet she was to keep it she knew 

not how long. Lady Augusta hacl desired her to 

send it home: but she did not see how this was 

to be accomplished, without haYing recourse to 

the secret assistance of serrnnts, a species of 

meanness to which she had never stooped. She 

thought she saw herself involved in inextricable 

clifiiculties. She knew not what to do; she laid. 

her head do\\·n upon her arms, and ·wept bitterly. 

Her mother just then came into the room­

" Helen, my dear," saitl she, without taking any 

notice of her tears, "here's a fan, which one of 

the servants just brought out of the carriage; I 
find it was left there by acciJ.ent all night. 

The man tells me, that mademoiselle Panache 

pnt it into the front pocket, and said it was a 

present from lady Augusta to miss Helen." It 

was a splendid French fan. 
"Oh," said Helen, "l can't take it! I can't take 

any present from lady Augusta-I wish--" 

" You wish, perhaps," said l\Irs. Temple, 

smiling, cc that you had not begun the traffic 

of presents ; but since you have, it would not be 

handsome, it would not bC' proper, to refu~c the 

fan." 

' I 
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" But I must-I will refuse it!" said Helen. 
"Oh, mother! you don't know how unhappy I 
am! "-She paused. cc Didn't you see that 
something was the matter, madam, when you 
came up yesterday into lady Augusta's room?" 

"Yes," said her mother, cc I did; but I did not 
choose to enquire the cause; I thought if you 
Imel wished I should know it, that you would 
Jiarn told it to me. You are now old enough, 
Helen, to be treated with confidence." 

"No," sai<l Helen, bursting into tears, "I am 
not-indeed I am not-I have-But,oh,mother! 
-the worst of all is, that I don't know whether 
I should tell you any thing about it or no-I 
ought not to betray any body, ought I?" 

" Certainly not: and as to me, the desire you 
uow show to be incere is enough ; you are per­
fcctl y at liberty: if I can assist to advise you, my 
dear, I will; but I do not ,rant to force any 
secret from you: do what you think right an<l 11 onourable." 

"But I ha-re done what is Ycry dishonourable," 
said Helen. "At lea t I nlcly tell you all that 
concernsmyself. lam afraid ,·ou will thinklhave . -broken rn) promise," said she, 1.lrawing the book 
from her pocket. " I haYe brought home this 
book." She paused, and eemed to wait for her 
mother' reproaches: but her mother was silent; 
.;he did not look angry, but surprised and sorry. 
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" Is this all you wished to say?" 
" All that I can say," replied Helen. "Per­

haps, if you heard the whole story, you might 
think me less to blame; but I cannot tell it to 
you. I hope you will not ask me any more." 

'' No," said her mother; "that, I assure you, 
I will not." 

"And now, mother, will you-and you'll set 
my heart at ease again-will you tell me what I 
shall do with the book?" 

" That I cannot possibly do. I cannot advise 
when I don't know the circumstances; I pity 
you, Helen, but I cannot help you; you must 
judge for yourself." 

Helen, after some deliberation, resolved to 
write a note to lady Augusta, and to ask her 
mother to send it. 

Her mother sent it without looking at the 
direction. 

" Oh, mother ! how good you are to me," 
said Helen. "And now, madam, what shall be 
my punishment?" 

" It will be a very severe punishment, I'm 
afraid _: but it is not in my power to help it: my 
confidence in you does not depend upon myself; 
it must always depend upon you." 

"Oh! ha,c I lost your confidence?" 
"Not lost_. but lessened it," said her motlier. 

' I cannot possibly feel the same confidence in 
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you now that I did yesterday morning; I cannot 
feel the same dependence upon a person who has 
deceived me, as upon one who never had-could you?" 

"No, certainly," said Helen, with a deep sigh. 
"0 h ! " said she to herself, " if lady Augusta 

knew the pain she has cost me !-But I'm sm·e, 
how·ever, she'll tell her mother all the affair, 
when she reads my note." 

Helen's note contained much eloquence and 
more simplicity; but as to the effect upon lady 
Augusta, she calculated ill. No ansrl'er was 
returned but a few ostensible lines :-a Lady 
Augusta's complihlents, and she was happy to 
hear miss Helen T. was better, &c."-And, 
strange to tell ! when they met about three weeks 
after at a ball in town, lady Augusta <lid not 
think proper to take any notice of Helen or 
Emma. She looked as if she had ne,er seen 
tl1em before, and by a haughty stare, for girls 
can stare now almost as well as women, cance1led 
ail her former expressions of friendship for her 
"dear Helen." It is to be observed, that she 
was now in company with two or three young 
ladies of higher rank, whom she thoug11t more 
fashionable, and consequently more amiable. 

l\Irs. Temple was by no means sorry to find 
this intimacy bet\rccn lady Augusta and her <laughter dissoh-ecl. 
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"I am sure the next time," said Helen, "I'll 
take care not to ]il.:e a stranger merely for haring 
a blue sash." 

"But, inJeecl," said Emma, "I do think 
mademoiselle Panache, from all I saw of her, is 
to blame for many of lady Augusta's defects." 

'' For all of them, I'll ans,rer for it," said 
Helen; "I lrould not have a French gorerness 
for the lrorld. La<lTr s ii<* lj; miaht well a,· J .' I:) J J they were a sad set of people." 

"That lras too general an expression, Helen," 
said .Mrs. Temple; "and it is neither wise nor 
just, to judge of any set of people by an indiri­
dual, ·whether that indiridual be good or bad.­
All French gorernesses are not like mademoiselle 
Panache." 

Helen corrected her expression; and said, 
"\Yell, I mean, I would not for the world have 
such a gorerncss as mademoiselle Panache!" 

[ The Second Pai·t of ,llademoiselle Panache is given in 
Jliss Edgeworth,',; '· ~lloral Tale~-."] 
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