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SEQUEL 

TO THE 

,vELL-SPENT HOUR. 

CHAPTER I. 

RENEWAL OF ACQUAINTANCE. 

IT is folu- years since I gave my young 
readers an account of some of the well-spent 
hours of Catharine Nelson. \Vhoeyer read 
that little book at that time must no,v be 
f01u- years older. To some the scene of ex­
istenc8 has changed ; but we believe they 
still live ; they have left this ,vorld of time, 
and entered upon a life that has no end. 
They now know, better than any of us, the 
true value of a well-spent hour, the unspeak­
able blessing of a well-spent life. 

B 
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There will be few of those who read this 
little Yolume, who, during the last four years, 
have not parted ou the \Ytty with some com­
panion and friend whom they loved. They 
hHve thus had the means of forming a juster 
estimation of the true value of life, of learning 
the great truth, that the length of our lfres i::; 
not the thing we should be anxious about, 
but simply tL.e manner in which we live; that 
an innocent heart, a knowledge of the cha­
racter of Jesus, a holy trust in God, can 
make the death-bed a peaceful and even a 
cheerful and happy place, not only to the 
youthful spirit that is entering the immediate 
presence of its heavenly Father, but to the 
sorrowing friend~ whom it leaves behind. 

It is a serious thought to us all, that we are 
four years older; and I feel authorized by the 
acquaintance my readers have made with me, 
to say a few word8 upon the; thoughts awak­
ened by this recollection. Let us ~it down, 
and talk, and think, and reason together. 
You are young, and I am comparatively old; 
but we must all ask ourselves the. same ques­
tions: Have we, clnring this time, acquired as 
much h·uowledge a::i we ha,·e had the means 
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of acquiring ? as much knowledge of God, 
of his glorious works, of bis holy will, as 
we could obtain? as much knowledge of 
Jesus and of his divine insh·uctions, as much 
knowledge of our own particular duties, as 
much knowledge of our own hearts and cha­
racters, of our own faults, of our own pow­
ers, of the means of doing good to others, and 
of their wants and of their rights ? 

Have we acted up to our knowledge of 
God and of our duty ? Are we more de­
vout, more obedient, more faithful in the 
performance of our duties ? Are we more 
lrnmb]e, more charitable, more just ? Are 
we more faithful followers of our Saviour? 
Has time passed over us like the invisible 
wind over a barren soil, bringing no fertility1 

nnd bearing away no fragrance? or has it 
·isited our souls like the breath of heaven 

upon a cultivated garden, waking the flowers, 
and passing away, laden with their sweet. 
perfume? 

Have those of us who have received pecu-= 
liar blessings during this time been as humble 
and grateful as we ought to be ? Have we 
remembered that the blessing of lengthened. 
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existence i:.; only a greater call npon us for 
faithfnlnessiu <luty; that all ·which we po;:;sessi:.; 
giYen us in trust, for the happiness of others 
as well as ourseh·es? HnYe those of us who 
hnYe met with sorrows and s.,vere trinb 
borne them with patience and cheerfnlness, 
remembering that it is a Father's hnnd \vhich 
has afflicted us, and that his love surronucls 
us as truly in our sorrows as in our joys? 

These are a few of the questions we should 
ask ourseh·es "hen reyiewing our past years. 
Probably not one of us can, if we are strict 
with ourseh·es, answer them in the affirma­
tive. But let us not despair of ourselves. 
If we have gained any thing, let us be thank­
ful to Him from whom come all our power;:;, 
for the streugth that he h~s given us ; and if 
we have lost this precious time aud gained 
nothing, still let us not despair ; though our 
contrition should be deep, though we should 
grieYe with our whole hearts for our ,vnstcd 
powers, wa:,;ted opportunities, wa:;ted time, 
v,·asted happiness, ::;till let u::; not despair. 
Let us resolve to redeem the time; let us prny 
to Goel for help ; let us begin this very clay, 
thb very hour, to spend life well. Let u:,; 
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send back no thoughts upon the past, but 
such as are necessary for a sincere repent­

ance ; let us fix our thoughts upon the pre­
sent, and upon the future which depends upon 
it. Let us not wait for some great occasion, 
or desire to perform some great and uncom­

mon action ; but let us, in the place in which 
we are, be the circle ever so small, with the 
means which we have, be they ever so few, 

without any delay, begin to do with all 
our might whatsoever good our hands find to 
do. This is the best possible preparation for 
usefulness and happiness in the present life, 
the only preparation for happiness in the life 
to come. 

There is in such a resolution, and in the 
life it would lead to, nothing of gloom ; on the 
contrary, the heartfelt satisfaction it will yield, 
will shed a new glory upon the whole visible 
world, and give a new relish to every innocent 

pleasure. 

" It is content of heart 

Gives nature power to please ; 

The mind that feels no smart 
Enli\'cns all it f!CCS ; 
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" Can make a wintry sky 
Seem bright as smiliug lllay, 

Aud evening's closing eye 
As peep of early day." 

The thought expressed in these lines of 
Co\C,·per, which I learned aud loYed when I 
was a child, and haYe so often repeated, re­
minds me of a Yery little boy, whose mother, 
being much occupied in the day, is in the 
habit of deYoting an hour iu the eYening, 
just before his bed-time, to hi:-:; particular 
amusement. Often when he asks for some 
attention which the want of time makes it 
necessary to refuse him, he says, with the 
assurance that it will then be granted, "\Yhcn 
e,·e11iug come;'' and vd1e11 he sees the dark­
ness approaching, he claps hi:-:; hancl::i a11d 
says, " X ow evening come ; '· and I cmmot 
but think how often his mother's heart must 
pray that the eYening hour will be thus e,·cr 
joyful to him, and that he may so spend his 
clay of life, that when its sun has set, and its 
last shadows close in around him, and he secs 
only the unknown stars of another "·orld, his 
!-:ipirit may rejoice and cry out with gladness, 
· Xow eyeuing come." 
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Dut I think I hear the young friends whom 
in imagination I am talking with, say, "But 
we vmnt to hear a1)out Catharine Nelson, her 
brother James, little Lucy, aud her cousin 
Julia. They also are four years older; what 
has happened to them? How will they an­
swer these hard questions that we have been 
putting to ourselves? Have they all grown 
wiser and better ? Has Julia cured her pet­
tishness and selfishness ? Is Catharine as 
good as she was ? And Nancy Leonard, 
what of her and her sick mother ?-Come, 
let us hear about them all." As I must ac­
knowledge I ha-:e tried your patience with 
something like a sermon, I will, without any 
further preface, tell you all that is to be told 
about Catharine N" elson and her friends; and 
let you judge for yourselves how lasting were 
the effects of her w·ell-spcnt hours. 
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CHAPTER IL 

REVERSE OF FORTUNE. 

\YE shall not give a direct answer to the 
questions we supposed our young friends to 
ask in the last chapter ; but, taking it for 
granted that Catharine and those co1mectccl 
with her are also fom· years older, we shall 
proceed in their very simple story, leaving it 
for our readers to judge for themseh·es what 
progress they ha·ve made. 

Catharine was now very nearly fourteen ; 
l\Ir . .1. T elson occupied the same house, and she 
and her mother were sitting together one 
afternoon in the library, ·when the followiug 
conversation passed between them: 

"A week from to-morrow, mother, will be 
my birth-day, and I shall be just fourteen 
years old. Julia told me to-day that she 
hoped I should have a little party, and that 
she meant to make me a birth-day present; 
what do you suppose she intenda to gi\·e me, 
and what do you think of my ]J.aviug a 
party?". 
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"I cannot help you to guess what Julia's 
present will be,'· answered iirs. Nelson ; 
and with regard to your party, my clear Ca­
tharine, perhaps you will not he disposed or 
able to haYe one." 

Catharine's mind at the moment was so 
full of other things that she did not fully 
attend to her mother's answer, or observe au 
expression of deep seriousness in her face ; 
nud she went on as follows : " I think, mo­
ther, it is altogether unuccessary for me to go 
any longer to school; l\Ir. ,Yilson says him­
self that I h:.ffe learned as much as he cnn 
teach me to advantage in his school; and as 
my quarter is up to-morrow, I think I had 
better uot go again." 

"I think so, too, my child,'' said her mo­
ther; "I am very glad that you htn-e improved 
the opportunity you have had of acquiring 
knO\vledge; it may he to you of eYen more 
Ynlue than you suppose, my chi1d." There 
was something of sadness, and a slight agi­
tation, that mingled with tlfo peeuliarly affec­
tionate tone of Yuice with whic:h l\Irs. Xelson 
answered Catharine. Cltlharine immediately 
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perceived it, and looked anxiously in her 
mother's face as if to inquire the cause of 
it; she then for the first time observed her 
Yery serious expression, and, with the con­
fidence of affection, which her mother had 
ahvays encouTaged, she earnestly askecl if 
any thing was the matter. 

"Yes, my dear, something is the matter," 
said her mother. 

" X o bad news from .James, I hope, 
mother?" 

" Ko, dear; it was only yesterday we re­
cci,·cd a letter from him, saying, that he ,vas 
,·cry well, an<l. that he liked his school very 
much ; aucl another from his master, saying, 
that he was one of the best boys in the 
school." As :Mrs. N cbon said this, her eyes 
filled with tears. 

"Father is well, and you, and Lucy, ancl 
James are well; ,vLat, then, cau make you sad, 
mother?" said Catharine. 

" Your father, Catharine, has met with 
great misfortmics in lmsiuess, au<l. lrns lo::::t aU 
his 11roperty '. '' 

"\•r rll, never mind tlwt, mother; ,ve cau 
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be happy even if we are poor ; we can all 
work, we can all do something; don't be sad 
about that, mother. Is that all ?" 

"I am not sad about that, my child; but 
your father thinks he must leave us; he has 
a proposal made to him by some friends, 
which, if he accepts it, will enable him to re­
trieve his losses ; but it will be necessary then, 
that he should pass two or three years, or 
perhaps more, in England." 

" And leave us all behind, mother ?" said 
CatL.anue. 

l\Irs. X clsoµ made no answer, and for a 
while they both remained silent. Catharine's 
mind was divided between her own sorrow at 
the thought of her father's leaving them, and 
her desire to comfort her mother. She looked 
up in her mother's face-she saw that her 
eyes were full of tears. She wanted to say 
something, but she knew not what to say, and 
she wept too. 

At this moment her father entered. He 
looked exhausted and sad, but perfectly calm 
and composed. He perceived that his wife 
and Catharine were in tears, and, without 
speaking, he placed himself upon the sofa 
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bct,Ycen them, taking a hnncl uf cnchj aucl 
they kept silence together for some minute;-;. 
At la:-:t he said, "I pen:ei,·e, Catharine, that 
your mother has told you of my misfortune. 
It is only misfortune; there has been nothing 
in what has happened that need make my 
children ashamed; my creditorti nrc now, uud 
I think eYer will be, among my best friends. 
D<1not weep, then; do not be troubled. You, 
Catharine, must now be your mother'::; great­
est earthly comfort; haYe a strong heart, and 
a cheerful conrage; in a few years, I hope, all 
will be well again. There is much to be 
done, many important things are to be at­
tended to, before I go away; and this in­
clulgence of s01-ro,v will unfit us all for the 
peiformance of present duty." 

.i\lr. X elson had addrcsspu Cathuriuc, be­
cause he feared he should lose his O'\Yu sclf­
coutroul if he spoke to her mother. Dnt his 
,Yords, and the example of his composure, 
had. the right effect upon both of them, 1111d it 
was uot long before they ,,·ere consulting to­
gether upon their foture plaus am1 present 
arrangement::;. 

It "·as decided that ~Ir::;. K elsou should 
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take a house in the country, in the neigh­
bourhood of James's school; that their house 
iu t0\n1, all the furniture, and whatever they 
could dispense with, should be sold, and that 
this, if possible, should be accomplished be­
fore l\Ir. Kelson's departure, which would 
take place in a fortnight. 

l\Ir. Kelson looked around the room at his 
handsome library. " It is hard," he said, 
" to part with our books, and they would be 
sud1 a_comfort to you all during my absence; 
but it must be so. But I think you, my dear 
Catharine, may retain the piano that your 
uncle gaYe you.': 

" Ko, father," said Catharine, "if you sell 
all your books, I will not be so selfish as to 
keep my piai:o. It is not necessary to my 
lrnppiuess that I should lrnYe a piano; mine 
is a Yery cxpeusiYe one, aucl is as good as 
wheu uncle gaYc it to me, and indeed, father, 
I caunot keep it ; I should not think it right 
to do so ; let that uc ::;old, too, father. Her 
father made no answer. After a silence of 
some minutes, Mr. Xclson said, "I Laye 
heard to-day of a house to let within half tt 

mile of J .. une::; s sd.1001 ; it is in good order 
C 
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and may he entered immediately. If you 
approve, my dear,'-' turning to his wife, "I 
will engage it, and by to-morrow week I think 
we may remo-ve into it. I should then have 
the comfort of seeing you established before 
I lea-ve you. The auction here might take 
place the day after we move, and then all 
things would be settled, and my mind would 
be easier ; is this possible, and do you like 
my plan?" 

lWrs. Nelson silently assented ; she could 
not trust herself to speak. ""\Yill it,'' he 
continued, "be too great an exertion for you 
to make all necessary arrangements in so 
short a time? '' " No, my dear," she an­
swered." 

"\Ve must try,'' he said, "to think only of 
the time when we shall meet again, and en­
dure this trial with cheerfulness." The truth 
was, that the consciousness which ].\Ir. ?\T elson 
felt, that he was making the greatest sacrifice 
in his power for the good of his family ; tlia t 
he was to leave his country, his home, forego 
e-very domestic comfort, and pnrt from all 
those he most truly lo-vecl in the world, for the 
sake of securing to them the means of Ii ving, 

,__, 
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and of paying his just debts,-this noble feel­

ing of self-sacrifice ga-ve him a new and un­

thought-of power to endure his trials with 

fortitude, and to act with a cheerful and con­

fiding cotuage. His wife and his children, for 

whom he was thus to labo11r and to suffer, had 

in fact a harder trial; they felt that it was for 

them he made these sacrifices. It seemed to 

l\Irs. Kelson as if she had not her share in 

the priYations and sufferings that were to be 

endured, and her noble soul felt half defraud­

ed of its rights. But when her powers of 

reasoning began to recover from the weaken­

ing effect of her grief at the thought of part­

ing from her husband, she saw that her trial 

called upon her for the exertion of as great 

though less conspicuous virtues ; and she vms 

satisfied that in the only strife she ever en­

gaged in, that of good works, she might attain 

her full share of sutccss and glory. She was 

not one ·who talked about duties, but who 

quietly performed them; not one who com­

plaiucc.1 of difficulties, but \\·ho resolutely 

stroye to oYercome them. Her great maxim 

was, to think no duty too great, and none too 

tritling. And when she thought of her:)elf 
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left alone, with very small means, aud her 
children to support and educate, she could uo 
longer undernllue her portion of the ar<lnous 
duties and trials arising from her hmlmnd's 
misfortunes. As these thoughts nrose in her 
mind, her courage arose too, and hefore the 
evening had passed, she had rcc:oYerccl the 
cheerful composure of her usual manner. 

But we must return to Catharine, whose 
thoughts were at first so full of her hirth-dny, 
and who soou forgot e,·ery thing but her fa­
ther· s and mother's troubles. 

" I am sure, father," said she, " that I 
could keep a school, at least if mother would 
take the superintendence of one. I could 
help her a great deal, and we might live Ycry 
economically; and could not you then stay at 
home with us ? ·' 

" I could not consent to be au idler,'' said 
her father, "and I could not help you much 
iu the school; and I have the menus offered 
me of gaiuiug a sufncient. sum to pay my 
debts. If your mother should think well of 
the plan of a school, all yon can :::o obtain, 
you want for yourselrns. I must go, my 
c:hild. I wish you would write a letter to 



REVERSE OF FORTUNE. 17 

James, telling him of all that has happened, 

and of our future plan::;; or, my little Lucy, 

as you are James's correspondent, suppose 

you write to him, and do not tell him a very 

sud story." 
Little Lucy, as her father commonly called 

her, had entered the room just after him, and 

had heard what he had said, but did not un­

derstand all that had passed, as she had not 

heard what her mother said to Catharine. 

" I do not know exactly what to tell James," 

said Lucy. " Tell him," said her father, 

"that I have lost all my money, and that I 

am going to England to get more ; that your 

mother and Kitty and you are going to re­

move into the country, within half a mile of 

him, and that then he can live at home ; and 

iliat we shall come out to-morrow week." 

" \Yhy, that is Catharine's birth-day," said 

Lucy. "Then it shall be a happy one," said 

er father ; " and tell James to come in the 

eYening, that we may keep the evening of her 

birth-day together.'' 
Lucy brought her little desk, her father 

mended her pen, and she sat down to write 

her letter. Let us peep over her shoulder 
c2 
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and read it; we may be sure that she ha::: no 
secrets in it. 

" Dear Jame::;, 

"Father says I must not tell you a sad 
story, and so I will uot; and yet it is sad, I 
think, quite sad. He is goiug to leave us, he 
is going to England, he is going in a fortnight. 
He has lost all his money, and he is going 
there, he says, to earn some more. I wish he 
would earn it here; I am sure that we had 
all rather be poor and liYe on nothing but 
bread and milk, than have him aw·ay from us. 
But he is going, and we are coming out to live 
in ~Ir. G.'s house, in the green lane, about 
half a mile from your school, and then you 
will be with us at night and at meal times ; 
but father will not be with us. I should like 
living in the country, but I do not like father'::; 
gomg away. 

" Ouly think, all our furuiturc aud father';:; 
library are to be sold '. I hope that l\li:-~ 
Edgeworth will not be sold ; aud }ct, though 
father gave me her storie;:;, I do not waat to 
keep them if father sells all hi · book:;; and 
besides, Catharine snys that her J)iano shall 
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be sold, so I onght not to want to keep my 
books. But if we should not have :Miss 
Edgeworth, theu, dear .James, we "-rill try to 
make up stories ourselves, as we used to do 
·when you were at home. 

"But dear father will not be with us to 
joke us about our stories, and to help us out 
,,;ith our plot i aud mother, she looks so sad ! 
Father says we must try to be tt comfort to 
her, and be as good us ,ve cnn; and so ·we 
will, .Tames, and then perhaps she ·will feel 
happy, though she cmi"t feel as happy, I am 
~ure, when father is away. 

" Bnt I hi.l\'c come to the bottom of my 
third page; my writiug is so large. So goou 
bye, dear ,James; father and mother and Ca­
tharine scud their lo, c to you. 

" Your affe~tio11ate sister, J 

"Lucy ~ ~ELSOX." 

It took Lucy the remainder of the evening 
to ,,·rite the above letter. She shewed it to her 
father. He smiled upon reading it, and said, 
"This will do very well, Lucy;'' and folclL'd 
and sealed it to send it to James the ne.·t 
morning-. 

'-' 
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CHAPTER III. 

PREPARATION FOR DEPARTURE. 

THE next morning found eyery individual 
of l\lr. Nelson's family employed in making 
preparations for the auction, and for their in­
tended removal. "'\Ye ·will suppose ourselves 
using the privilege of old friends, going from 
room to room and looking in upon them as 
they are occupied v,ith their respective duties. 
In one room two of the domestics were em­
ployed in taking down the glass and china, 
washing it, and then arranging it on a long 
table where it might shew to advantage. 
" This is the hardest work, " said Rachel, " I 
eyer did in this house." "Hard enough," 
said Patrick, "to see all this beautiful china 
and glass sold; much good may it do who­
ever buys it; I hope it will break before it is 
safely landed in their pantries." "Most like;, 
if it breaks, Patrick, it will be before it is 
safel!J landed, " said Rachel, who loYcd to 

notice poor Patrick's mistakes. "X ow, Ra­
chel," said Patrick, "that is just like your 
taking me up because I said that :\Irs. "!\T elson 
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desired that when the sugnr was all gone, 
you should tell her of it beforehand. You 
say snch things only for the sake of making 
me uneasy. X o body would know I was au 
Irishman if you \"\'Ould only just say nothing 
at all about it, and leaYe me alone to tell 
them myself.'' "\Yell, Patrick," saicl Rachel, 
"you'll not be long letting them know your­
self; but I'Ye nothing ngainst your being nn 

Irishman while you make my sister a good 
husbanc.l.'' 

"Oh, " s,1-id Patrick, after n short 8ilence, 
"oh, if i\Ir. l\cl8on only had all l1is money 
buc;k ngnin; but it is neYer worth while to re­
gret what we cannot help. But I\Ir. Kelson 
i::; as honorable and com.plate a gcutlemau, 
for an American, as was eyer born out of 
Ireland.'' 

In another room, a neat, (p1iet, iutelligeut 
young girl of about fifteen, was c:ounting ta--
1:le cloths, napkins, tov;cb, &c., laying them 
in separate parcels, and setting down the 
numl)er on a piece of paper. She seemed 
earnest to do her duty, hut ::;he looked as if it 
was a, sorrowfnl task she was performing-. 
She breathed a long :sigh; "Dear ~li::;s Caflw-
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rine," said she, "who was so good to the poor, 
to come to poverty herself! ::;he did so much 
for me, and what can I do for her?" Just 
then ].\Irs. Kelson entered ; she had a number 
of l\Ir. X elson's shirts in her hand; "I want 
you, Kanry," said she, "to look o-rnr these 
shirts ; they want a few repairs, such as but­
tons, &c." This will be quite a help to me; 
I am glad you can sew so nicely." After a. 
short pause l\lrs. Xelson said," I think it but 
fair, Kancy, that I ::;hould tell you now that I 
shall not be able to perform my promise to 
JOU; you know I told JOU that wheu you 
\vcre fifteen, I would pay you wages ; I can­
not do this now; my plan is to keep but oue 
woman; and if, as is possible, I take the clmrge 
of a school, I shall then take a small girl to 
run on errands, and to assi::;t generally. You 
cannot do the hard work of the family, and 
you can do something better for yourself than 
to take the place of the little girl.'' 

"I kumv how to cook," said Xancy, "aud 
I can wash; indeed I can do any kind of \VOrk. 
Let me stny with you, madam, nud you will 
find that I do not mind hard work; only let 
rne try. And do not,'' _;_ -ancy reddened, face, 
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neck, and hands as she spoke, " do not speak of 
wages. \Vhat would have become of us but 
for you and Miss Catharine, when mother was 
so sick ? how could she have died in peace if 
she had not known that her child would be 
taken care of? Did you not take me in and 
clothe me, and feed me, and teach me every 
thing I know ? You have been a mother to 
me ever since, till now ; and now will you 
turn me away, when I have grown old and 
strong enough to be of some use ? I shall 
feel as if I had lost my mother again, if you 
send me away." Nancy could command 
herself no longer ; as she uttered the word 
motlier, she wept like a child. l\1rs. Nelson 
was herself overcome. As soon as she could 
speak, she said, " Be comforted, my good 
Nancy, you shall stay with me and be as a 
child to me, and I will not say any thing 
more to you about wages." 

\Y c will now see where our frieud Catha­
ine is, and how she is employing herself. 
She and Lucy were in the library busily oc­
cupied in taking down the books, dusting 
them, and making out a catalogue. It requir­
ed ,ill Catharine's habits of industry and at-
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• tention to perform the task she had uudcr­
taken, but she would allow of no <1uestion 
whether !:-he was r<pwl to it; mid she fouud, 
as eYery one \Yill ,Yho makes the experiment, 
that actiYe and useful employment is the best 
protection against sad fecliugs. Catharine 
lo,·ed her father tenderly; she had formed at 
school many pleasnnt acquaintances and some 
friendships; and these had with her all the 
charm and uncounted Yaluc which "society, 
friendship, and Joye" lrn,·e and ought to haYe 
with the young. Hard must be the heurt that 
would nip in the bud these tender blossoms 
that belong to the spring-time of lifr: far 
from this, we would only so strengthen, and 
so prune the tree, as that when the wind 
bears away the flower, the young fruit slwll • 
remain unhurt, nn<l shall grow and ripen i11 
the summer, and ble:3s the autumu and ,Yinter 
of life. 

Catharine\; taste, by her nwthrr·::- c,1re, 
lwcl lJccn kept simple ancl pure; hl'l' heart 
w.ts true, for it had always bceu nonrishccl 
with truth. Truth, if \\·e may so speak, had 
alwnys lx'Cll around her like the \'ital air, and 
:;hp had nu iu:-;tiuc(iye ili~likc of every form 
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of falsehood, a~ of a distasteful and unwhole­
some thing. This was her protection at 
school; her mother gave her no directions, no 
cautious; she trusted entirely to her own good 
taste, her integrity and confidence in her 
pareuts. They felt sure that her habit of 
couficling every thing to them would always 
euable them to advise her at the right time 
and iu the right way. Their plan had suc­
ceeded with Catharine; her school life had 
not iujnred her. She had formed fewer 
fric1~dships thnn most girls, but they were 
stronger and better founded than they fre­
quently are ; and it was a real trial to her to 
be separated from many she loved in "dear 
Boston,'' as she cnlled it. \Ye ha~·e related 
this fact \Yith regard to Catharine, because 
,ve know she will not say any thing about it 
her:-ielf; her mind is so entirely occupied with 
her father nnd mother, and the C\-ils they have 
to endure; and we now return to her in the 
library. 

\Vhile she was very busily engaged in 
copying rather a long title of a hook, a tall, 
handsome-looking girl, very fashionably dres8-
<'cl, nmw i11. C.:1.tlrnrinc did not notice her 

I) 
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at first till she was roused from her employ­
ment by these words: "\Yell, Catharine, what 
shocking large work are you studying and 
taking notes from ; are you preparing a lec­
ture for me, I wonder? for that is the only 
way I ever learn any thing about these dry 
tlrings ; you can make even a dish of meta­
physics tolerable to me. By the bye, I heard 
a definition of metaphysics the other day, 
which is the only definition I ever heard tha,t 
did not puzzle me more than the thing itself. 
A very witty Indy who called to see my mo­
ther, speaking of metaphysics, said, 'they 
were to her either a collectiun of h·nisms that 
every one was acquainted with, or of absurd­
ities that nobody could believe.' But you 
are so fond of such things that I really won­
der that I love you as much as I do." 

" I have often wondered what was the 
rc3:son tLat you Io-rn me, Julia," said Catha­
rine ; "it puzzles me as much as mctahpysics 
do you." 

"Pray don't try to find out the reason,'' 
auswerccl ,J nlia, "it is so tedious and shock­
ing to be always looking for a reason of thiug3; 
it is just as vd1en you arc reading au interest-
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iug passage iu Freuch, and have to stop and 

look out one word in ten in the dictionary. 

The only difference is, when I find my word 

in a dictionary I have learned something I 

want to know; but, to tell the truth, I neYer 

want to know the reasons of things. A thing 

is so, or it is not so, and that is all I want to 

know about it. People who are always rea­

soning never get along ; you neYer know 

what they think. There is H, man who comes 

to om· house, \•,ho, when you ask his opinion 

of a thing, always answers, '1\fay be so and 

may be not;' they say he has a very think­

iug mind; I don't like thinking minus. There 

is another who always says, ' Such a thing is 

true, or it is false, in some respects.' These 

folks are like the ass in the fable, between the 

two bundles of hay. I like to have people 

go on and talk on, without a reason: I sup­

pm;e if yon were nut my cousin, I should not 

like you, Catharine, yon are so reasonable." 

" I hope that you are unjust tu yourself 

and to me, Julia," sai.d Catharine. "I hope 

that you would love me if I wc:re not your 

cousin, aud that you arc not suc:h an unrea­

sonable being as you describe yourself to 
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he. I for my part ,vi~h I had a little more of 
this reason that you abuse, to help me to do 
my duty; I shnll h:ffe nce<l. for all 1 can ob­
tain. \Ye arc gojng to lc,ffc Duston, .Julia.'' 

""\Yhat for? said .Julia, "and whnt is the 
matter, that you look so serious? mid what 
arc aJl these books pulled down for ? · · 

"Han• you not heard of my father':-; mj::;­
fortuucs,'' said Cnthnrinc, "n.ud that he is 
goiug away, and that we arc going into tl1e 
couutry to liYc, and that our library and 
CYery thing we cau spare are to be sold?" 

"Oh dear, no!'' said Julia; "111y father 
is at 1\-ew York, and mother has bel'n sick in 
her d1mn1>t'r, nucl l haYc uot heard a word of 
all this; but Catharine, it camwt br that h11 
your nice faruiturc aucl books are to be sold, 
aud that you arc going to be buried alive iu 
tlre country; and that your father is so poor 
as to make this nece:-.;::;ary. Oh dear, what 
will you do?'' 

" \-on know, Julia," ~nfrl C'atlwrinc, ,: thnt 
1 lcwc the country: I am sorry to ]eave those 
I lon· in Do::::to11; hut 1 hope th<1y will come 
awl sc0 lll" . ~\" for tlw furniture, l rnrc HO­
thi11g- ahunt it; 1l1e huuk:; 1 :-hall rni.::s, hut it 11 
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is my father's leaYing us that is the only 
thing I feel really sad about." 

Catharine had taken no notice of the thing 
that tronblecl Julia the most, the fact that 
they were actually poor; for she had really 
forgotten it. She only thought of the present 
evils that were the immediate effects of it. 
She was so entirely above the narrow-mind­
edness of valuing money except as a means 
of happiness to herself and others, that the 
idea of any loss of consequence from the loss 
of money never came into her head, and she 
would have felt some degree of contempt for 
any one who had declared that she was of 
less importance in the eyes of the world from 
the eircumstance that she was now the 
daughter of a poor, instead of a rich man. 

Julia was sensible of this, and she did not 
dare to 8xpress all she felt, for she kuew that 
Catharine would despise her for it. The 
truth was, Julia lo\-ed and respected her 
cousin. At school Catharine had been so 
attentiYe and indush"ious that she was the 
first scholar; she ,vas so affable and so kind 
that eYery one lo,·cd her; she was so sensi­
ble, so mode::;t, and so good, that every oue 

D2 
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respected her. Catharinr, unknown to her­
self~ was a kind of <1uee11 among the girls of 
her acquaiIJtance: ,Tulia felt proud of Catha­
rine, and the thought of her living iu 
obscurity in the country, and beiug poor, 
"·hic:h she consillerecl the g-reatcst of all c,·il:--.... ., 
disturbed ancl mortified her. She :;at silent 
for :::;ome time, looking at Catharine with 
unfoiguecl pity; she had nothi11g to sn y, for 
she had au instiu<.:tivc foeliug that there wns 
nothing that she could say that woulcl plca::;c 
Catharine. 

Catharine iu her simplicity misuncler::,toocl 
her silence, aud attributed it all to Julia's 
grief at being separated from her, aud took 
upon lwrself the part of comforter. "Do 
not Jook so sad, ,Julia ; you know you will 
come and make me long visits iu the country, 
and I shall pass a, week sometimes with you 
wheu mother can span, me." 

"Oh dc~ir," said .Julia, "don't speak of my 
going into the count.i:y to make a long vbit, 
it wou]c.l kill me ; the hen!) cackling, the 
geese hissing, the turkeys gobbling, aud the 
frogs croaking, all at once-I ~hon ·1-....nc_yer 
rcco,·er from the· dTects of ::uch tt, concert. 
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But it would be delightful to lwve yon come 

aucl make us a long Yisit ; there is some 

comfort in the thought of that; and then ,ve 

w·ill take mu::.ic and French, and Italian 

lessons together; for, no matler if your father 

has lost his m011ey ; mine has not, and he 

will pa) for you as well as me, and it will be 

delightful for us to study togethP.r.'' 

Catharine's feelings <li<l not hannonize 

with Julia's; she lo\·1cl the country, and her 

father nml mother had often carried her 

there that ~he might learn to feel aud under­

stand its beauties. l\lany a happy <lay had 

she enjoyed ·with them in the country, and it 

was to her like a, friend. It was painful to 

her to hcnr Julin. laugh nt it. She felt, too, 

that .J nlin, did not understand her feelings. 

She was thinking of the sufferings of her 

father and mother; she folt that new duties, 

11ew triuls, awnited her; she was hurt at 

Julia"s supposing that she co1,1ld at such tt 

time be thinking only of plans for her owu 

separate pleasure. But slie did not express 

this to her : she hac1 within the last twenty. 

four hours become a more important, a more 

responsible being, :.mcl the consciowme:3:::: of 
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this gave an unusual quietness and dignity to 
her manner. 

She said very gently to Julia, as she re­
turned to her labour of making out a 
catalogue of the books, "I am very fond of 
the country, and if my father were only to 
remain with us, I dare say we should be 
happier, after a little while, there, than even 
here in Boston, though I love my friends 
here very much. But I had rather be with 
my mother in a desert, than any where else 
in the world without her." 

"H8re," said Lucy, who had been anxious­
ly waiting for an opportunity to speak, "is 
all i\Iiss Edgeworth for you to write down in 
the catalogue." "Thi::; is a friend that it is 
hard to part with, is it not, Lucy?" "Indeed 
it is," answered Lucy; "but not harder than 
for you to part with your piano, Catharine." 

"\Ye mnst think of father and mother,'' 
said Catharine; "father has to part from all 
that he loYes best in the world. If :Miss 
Edgeworth could only speak now, out of all 
those books, she would say, 'Neyer miud, 
Lucy, I will come and see you aud tell yon 
storie::, ugain, ouc of these clays; but I mu~t 



lc,lYc you now, so good bye, Lucy.''' 
" Good bye, :Miss Edgeworth," answered 
Lucy, "I lo,;e you Yery much, and I mean 
to he a good girl till you co1.:.18 buclr again." 
'Aud Lncy ran away smiling, to uust some 
other books. 

This cheerfulness and disinterestedness iu 
Catharine and Lucy were not lost upon 
,Julia ; but these were vh:tues hard for her to 
ac(1uire. She had neYer felt so deep a, 
respect for Catharine; but she could not tell 
why. She ,1,,-oukl kwc said she pitied her; 
aucl yet she did not only pity but houour her. 
It was the involuntary homage which even 
those ,.,-ho think wealth and clistiuctiou the 
most desirable things in the world pay to the 
ouly true riches, the only real snp"eriority­
that which simple goodness confers. 

8he soon after bade her cousins good bye, 
with an cxprr-ssiou of humility, and a tone of 
respectful affection, that were uuusnal to her. 



CHAPTER IV 

A FINE LADY. 

As soon as .Julia returned home she went 
into her mother's apartment. "Have you 
heard, mother," said she, of Uncle l\.,..elson's 
misfortirne.g ?n 

"Dear, no! Julia," answered her mother; 
H how can you frighten me so; what has hap­
pened? do hand me my cologne." 

"He has lost all his property," said Julia; 
H they are going to sell off every thing; l\Ir. 
K elsou is going to England, and aunt and 
the girls are going to live in the country." 

"Dear ! dear !'' said her mother, "your 
father will feel dreadfully about his brother; 
perhaps it is fortunate that he was not at 
home, for he would very likely h,we risked 
nll his own fortune to save him. I am truly 
sorry for your aunt; and it is a great pity 
that Catharine should lose the adnmtage of 
society no\\~. She will grow so old-fai::;hionrd 
in the country; she will not be fit to bring 
out when !::ihe is se,·enteen. \Ye must have 
her here to pass the winter; she was be-

ll-,. 
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coming quite a belle. Oh dear! how ner­
vous it makes me. I wish you had uot told 
me till after dinner, Julia. Somebocly ought 
to write to your father; I do not feel equal 
to it, so you had better, my dear; tell him 
that every thing is settled, that there is 
nothing now to be done. I am extremely 
sorry for them all. Poor Catharine, she is 
really a fiue girl, it makes me sad to think of 
her. It is time now for me to take my 
drops." 

After this, Julia's mother lolled back in 
her easy chair, as if to recover from some 
unusual effort, and before long she resumed a 
fashionable novel that she was reading when 
her daughter entered. 

,Ye ha-ve drawn this little sketch of l\lrs. 
\Villiam Nelson, because we have thought it 
was but just to Julia to explain the cause of 
many of her faults. A girl who has a selfish, 
indolent mother, devoted to fashion and 
vanity, must uot be judged as we should 
judge one whose mother was like Catharine's. 
Still this did not take away all blame from 
Julia. She had a noble, generous spirit; it 
seemed natural to her to l°'ve what \Vas good 
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in others; aud she might have been good 
her"'iE'lf; if she had d1erished all her best 
emotions, if she had obeyed her best im­
pulses, tho;-;e that she felt and knew were her 
best. This lmovYledge, this conseiousness 
that she could be something better, made her 
accountable for Lr-iug what bhc was. She 
oftc>n had glimpses of this truth; she \Vas 
p:raduully coming to the conviction that ,vc· 
must all be good for and of oursekes, in 
spite of temptations, in spite of obstacles, and 
that the only acceptable service of God is a 
free-will offering. 

All that her mother had said upon hearing 
of her uncle's misfortunes had been painful 
and discordant to Julia. She truly loved 
Ca thariue and Lucy ; she respected and 
Javed her uncle and aunt : she was geuerous 
to execss in regard to money; her mother's 
~atisfaetion that her father had not been at 
home to assist her uncle had shocked her. 
Her wish that she ::d10uld write to her father 
was the only thi11g that gave her pleasme in 
what her mother had said. She immediately 
wrote> l1im the foJlowing letter :-

., 
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":\Iy dear father, 
" How I wish yon were at home. ! Uncle 

Kelson ims met with gTeat misfortunes ; he 

has lost all his money ; he is going to England, 

to be absent three years ; and Aunt Nelson is 

going to live in the country, and I shall lose 

Catharine's society, and you know that there 

is no one that I love so much, or that you 

like so well to have ·with me, as Catharine. 

"They are preparing the furnitti.re and the 

library to be sold by auction, just a week 

from to-day. I found Catharine this morning 

making out a catalogue of the books, and 

l.uc.;y he]ping her; and they both looked so 

pleasant and good-natured, though rather 

serious, that you would not have thought any 

thing very bad had happened. But Catharine 

feels very sad about her father's going away. 

She intends to have the beautiful piano that 

you gave her sold. Now I know that she 

values it more than she will confess, because 

she thinks it right it should be sold; and 

without society in the country it would be 

such a comfort to her. If you will allow me 

to buy it at the auction and ~urprise her by 

sending it out to herTO de,1r, father! I can-

E 
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not tell you how much it will please me. 
I thought too, that I could do very well with­
out the harp that you promised me, for I had 
really rather not learn to play, I only wanted 
it because it looked so pretty in the drav.Tug­
room; and I had much rather buy Catharine's 
piano, and send it to her. Oh how glad she 
will be to see it! 

" If, dear father, you answer this letter as 
soon as you receive it, it will come in season 
for the auction ; and I am sure you will, be­
cause I know how much you love Uncle and 
Aunt Nelson and my cousins. 

"1\Jother is not much better than when you 
went away, and we miss you very much 
indeed. \Vhen will you return ? Do, dear 
father, write directly. 

"Your affectionate daughter, 

"JULIA NELSON." 

"Do you wish to see my letter to father?" 
said Julia, as she wrote the direction to her 
epistle. 

" This novel is i:;o iliteresting,'' said her 
mother, " I can luirdly leave it." But her 
<:nrio~ity prevailed, aud ~he rc~.d it. " That 



A FINE LADY. 3H 

will be a pretty expensive piano if your fa­
ther pays for it a second time,'' said she, 
"and it seems to me, Julia, a great piece of 
extravagance. \Vhy, is it not better for Ca­
tharine to come and pass the winter with us, 
and take lessons, and practise on your piano ? 
Your father said the other day, that yours was 
becoming old and difficult to keep in tune, 
and that he should get you a new one soon, 
and then Catharine can have your old one." 

"I would rather," answered Julia, "never 
have another piano myself than send her my 
old one. What good would it do her in the 
country to have an old piano that always 
wanted tuning, and no one to do it for her ? 
You know, mother, that she loves music better 
than I do, and knows more about it ; and it 
would be such a comfort to her, when her fa­
ther is away, and she cannot see any of her 
Boston friends. I should think, mother you 
v-.ould wish her to have it. And as for 
passing the winter here, she loves her mother 
too much to leaye her.'· 

" That i::; more than can be said in praise 
of you, Julia;' said her mother, "or you 
would 11ot talk ::;o loud or so fast when yon 
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see I am sick and nervous. This whole affair 
has nearly done me up; I never could bear 
disagreeable things.'' 

Usually Julia would have listened to the 
last remark of her mother with a sort of sulky 
expression, made no answer, and haYe done 
jnst as she pleased. But now she felt the 
sunshine of a good and generous purpose in 
her heart, and it made her gentle and re­
spectfnl. 

She answered, "I am sorry, mother, that 
you do not approve of my request to father; 
you forget that I do not mean to have the 
harp that he promised me, so I am not so very 
extravagant. And I am sure, mother, that 
whenever you like to have me with you, I 
should be happy to be with you. I am sorry 
to have spoken so loud and fast, when you 
are not well. I will remember next time." 

l\lrs. Nelson was too indolent to think any 
more of the affair; she was pacified by Julia's 
affectionate and respectful tone of voice, 
which, as it was rather unusual, was very 
gratifying to her; for she loved her daughter 
as well as a selfish woman ran 1ove any thing 
but herself. 

I t 
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The letter was sent off with her consent; 
and we now return to Catharine and her pa­
rents. Had a stranger visited the house 
during the preparations that were going on, 
he would have perceived no difference in the 
nppearence of its busy inmates from what a 
common remm:al would occasion, except a 
peculiarly kind and affectionate tone of voice 
from one to another, that sweet sound of fare­
well kindness of friends who know they are 
soon to part, that tone which strangers in a 
strange land should always use towards those 
from whom they must part, they know not 
how soon. 

Catharine's habits of industry and self-de­
nial, that began in her first well-spent hour 
of which we gave an account, and had been 
gradually strengthening and growing from 
tlrnt time, made it easy for her to be of most 
essential service to her father :mdmother at this 
moment, when her services where so impor­
tant to them. Every thing ·was so method­
ical and orderly in :Mrs. Nelson's house, that 
it made the necessary preparations for re­
moval much easier, and the trials of depar­
ture much more tolerable. A clay or two 

E2 
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before their removal, Mr. Nelson received 
the following letter from James. 

"l\!Iy dear father, 
" I am very sorry you have lost all your 

money, but I am more sorry you are going 
away. I only wish you could stay at home; 
I would be very careful of my clothes, so as 
to be of as little expense to you as possible. 

"Indeed, dear father, I could earn some­
thing, as you will see when you open the 
little paper inside. You will wonder how I 
came by three dollars ; but the truth is, our 
master has a large garden, and he saw that I 
and some more of the boys liked to work in 
it in our play hours. You know I always 
have liked gardening ever since I raised those 
beaus that you laughed at me so for pulling 
up and looking at them every day. \Yell, 
l\Ir. B. said he would give ns something for 
every \vheelbarrow load of stones or weeds 
we carried out of the garden. I liked the fun 
of it, and worked pretty hard, and gave him 
an account every evening of the number of 
loads I had carried off; and the money he 
gave me I have saved, meaning to make 

C 
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Catharine a birth-day present. But I know 

she would rather I would give it to you, and 

I am so pleased to think that I have some­

thing to send you. 
" I am -very glad that mother, and Catha­

rine, and Lucy are coming to live near my 

school, and that I shall take my meals and 

spend the nights at home. But then you will 

not be with us. Dear father, can't you stay 

at home? No matter how poor we are, if we 

can only live together and have you with 

us. 
" GiYe my love to my mother and sisters. 

Good bye, dear father. 
"Your affectionate son." 

It need not be said that 1\Ir. Nelson was 

much affected by this letter, and the offering 

it contained form his son, of his little all, the 

earnings of his own labour. The idea that he 

had a great trial to eud1ue, a great personal 

sacrifice to make, had braced up l\Ir. Xelson's 

mind to the state of composure and calm for­

titude which he first displayed ; but the dis­

interestedness of his children, the cheerful 

courage of his ,-vife, while he knew the sonow 
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of her heart at the thought of his leaving 
them, for a few moments unmanned him. 
His tears fell on James· s letter; he had not 
calculated the effect of such love; who 
can calculate the power, the touching love­
liness of true goodneas, of trne aud faithful 
affection? 

J.\ilr. Kelson felt impatient to shorten the 
time of preparation for their remo-val iuto the 
country, and they resolved to go one day 
earlier than they had intended, as en~ry thiug 
was ready sooner than they had supposed 
would be pos::;ible. Julia happened to be 
with them when this decision was made; and 
she immediately exclaimed, "\Yhy, then the 
auction will be before " - - she was going to 
say, she could receive a letter from her fa­
ther; but she recollected herself and said, 
"The auction will be on Catharine's birth­
day." l\Jr. Kelson felt hurt at Julia.'s re­
minding him of so painful a cin:nmstanee, 
which yet ought not to influence his conduct 
at such a time. Catharine saw this, and 
said to her hastily, "Do not, ,Julia, speak of 
such h-ifles at this time. It seems so selfish 
,vhen father is going ,,w:ay, to speak to him 
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of birth-days." Julia was a little hurt at 

Catharine's remark; but the knowledge that 

she was not the selfish being then which she 

appeared to be, was so comforting to her, 

that she bore the rebuke very well; and thus 

she learned how true it is, that the conscious­

ness that we have clone no wrong, gives us 

the power to endure the suspicions of our 

having acted unworthily. 
l\Ir. Nelson, the evening before their re­

moval, sent for all his domestics; and after 

e)..--pressing to them his regret at parting with 

them, his satisfaction with their conduct, and 

interest in their welfare, paid them their 

wages, and dismissed all but Nancy Leonard 

from his ser\'ice. 
\Ye cannot omit the remarks of our good 

friend Patrick, upon the oceasion. "This," 

said he to l\Ir. Kelson, as he took his money 

,nth something between a sigh and a groan, 

"this is the only bad money I ever took from 

you, "Mr. Xel::;on." "\Yhy, what is the 

matter with it, Patrick? " said l\Ir. Nelson. 

"\Yhy, it is the last I am to have, and it 

comes out of an empty purse, which I nm 

::ur<' onght to be full for the good of the poor. 
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as well as the rest of us. It does not become 
the like of me to say all I feel, but I find it 
hard to say nothing at all when my hcarh; 
so full; and if you would only keep the 
money yourself instead of giving it to your 
creditors, who I can't think arc real gentle­
men, or they would not take it, why you 
would not find Patrick O'X eil lay his fingers 
upon it, though they are always ready for any 
decent kind of work." 

"lHy creditors," said :i\fr. X elson, "arc 
all of them what yon would call real gentle­
men, Pah·ick; and ha.-ve been Yery kind to 
me. They insist upon my retaining enough 
of my property to support my family comfort­
ably while I am absent; and it is my duty to 
do the best I can for them; and to spend as 
little of what is now their money as possible. 
Y ct it is but just that you, as one of them, 
should receive your wages, so faithfully 
earned, and which I pay you with so nmd1 
pleasure. You must remember your ,vifo 
and child, Patrick." 

"I do, Sir,'' said Patrick," or l 'd uot toucl1 
it; but if yon plase to Juve me, dou' t call rn<' 
a creditor uf yonr l1011unr's; I am glad to own 

'I 
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that it is I who am your debtor. So God 

bless 3011, and :Mrs. Nelson, and l\Iiss Catha­

rine, and l\liss Lucy, and l\faster James 

that's away." 
The next day the weather was fine, and 

the eyeniug saw them comfortably establish­

ed at their new house in the country. James 

was with them; and they all felt so happy at 

being together, that they almost succeeded 

in forgetting the sad parting which must soon 

come. 

CHAPTER V. 

THE AUCTION. 

01 T the day of iir N>lson's remoYal into 

the country, ,Julia's impatience was relieved 

by a letter from her father, gi.Ying his free 

consent to the purchase of the piano, ad­

vi:.-;ing her to limit the sum that should be 

bid upon it to two hundred and fifty dollars, 

ns the price when new was only three hun­

dred. He expressed his great regret that he 
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had been absent from Boston at the time of 
his brother's misforhmes, and that important 
business made it impossible for him to return 
at present. 

Julia's next difficulty was to find some 
person to bid for her at the auction; after a 
few moments' consideration, she thought of 
Patrick, who, she was sure, would very 
gladly do her the service, especially when he 
knew what her purpose was in purdiasiug 
the piano. She knew that he v,as to remain 
at her uncle's house till after the day of the 
auction, and she resolved to go there after 
the family had left it, and make knO\vn her 
wish to Patrick. She found Patrick, the 
pichue of despair, standing in the room in 
which was collected the most valuable furni­
ture, and, among other things, Catharine's 
piano. "Good morning, l\:Iiss Julia," said 
he, as she entered. "A sorrowful sight fur 
eyes to behold that are blinded ,vith tears, us 
I'm sure mine are looking at it. Miss Catha-.... 
rine's piano too; if tbe creditors: coul<l only 
hear her when she herself is playing ou it 
with her own blessed fingers, as she did la:-t 
night for the last time, why, hard-hearted as 
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creditors are, they'd not be so cruel as to 

take it from her.'' 
"l have come, Patrick," said Julia, "to 

ask you to do something that I think you will 

like to do, but it is a secret." 
"Let alone Patrick for keeping a sacret," 

he answered before she could explain herself; 

"and be sure I'll do your pleasure. For if 

it was any thing that did not plase me, I 
would like to do it for you, ·Miss Julia, be­

ca use you are a friend of Miss Catharine's." 

,q want you, Patrick," said Julia, "to bid 

for :Miss Catharine's piano (instead of myself) 

to-morrow, at the auction." 
· "But you are not going to be so cruel as to 

take it yourself, :Miss Julia, like a creditor:" 

"No Patrick " said Julia · " I want it to 
' ' ' scud out to Miss Catharine. To-morrow is 

her birth-day, and .I want to make her a 

birth-day present, and I thought her own 

piano would be the most acceptable thing I 

could give her." 
":N°ow God bless you, :Miss Julia, for that 

very thing, and let alone Patrick for bidding 

it off at the auction; and if any of the crccli­
F 
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tors get it, why then Patrick O' .1. -eil was not 

bon1 in Ireland." 
"You must not bid," said J nlia, "more 

than two hundred and fifty dollars, as the 

price of it when new was only three hun­

dred. It may not bring so much as that, 

but you may bid up to that sum; and you 

think, Patrick, that you can do me this 

favour? " 
"No favour at all, Miss Julia, but to my­

self, and I am pretty used to auctions. l\'Ir. 

Kelson has sent me once or twice to bid for 

him. So don't you fear Patrick, Miss Julia; 

you '11 see that the creditors vri.11 never hear 

the music of :Miss Catharine's piano again; 

sorrow take every one of them.'' 
,vhat l\Ir. Kelson had said to Patrick in 

defence of his creditors had no effect in con­

vincing him that creditors might be honest 

and good men ; he spoke and thought of 

creditors as a distinct order of beings, and 

seemed to think that they had none of the 

rights of men. Catharine's pill.no was in 

his estimation sacred to her use alone; and 

he would not have believed any means jn::;t 

r 
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nnd honourable, by which it was placed in 

another person's hands. He thought Julia's 

conduct just and proper, but he ue,·er would 

have thought of it as generous. 

"}\Iiss Julia," he said to himself as she 

went out, " 1\'li:-;s Julia, is a real lady ; how 

plased Miss Catharine will be to see her 

piano coming out to make music to her in 

the counh·y, and glad am I that the creditors 

are not to have it!" 
This thought consoled poor Patrick so 

effectua11y, that his melancholy mood gave 

place to his usual cheerful manner ; and there 

was nothing uncommon in his appearance 

except a slight expres:-;ion of self-satisfaction 

and consequence from the knowledge that he 

possessed a secret, and had a most important 

affair to transact. 
He dressed himself the next day in his 

snnday' :-; best, to go to the auction. " I must,'' 

said he to himseli~ as he went from room to 

room before the purchasers came, " I must 

he prudent and asy, and not let them know 

that I am Patrick CL .. ... cil, nnd let them see 

that I don't cnre much nbout the thing~, 

especially about the piano." ~o saying, lit> 
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rubbed his hands and pulled down his sleeves, 
which was his constant habit when he had 
on his best coat. 

The auction began; he saw one thing after 
another knocked off at prices that perfectly 
shocked his feelings ; for he had no doubt 
that every thing in Mr. Nelson's house was 
the very best in the world of its kind, and in 
his opinion no money could be a fair equiva­
lent for it. 

He had, however, the grace, and this is 
saying much for Patrick's self-control, he had 
the grace to be silent, at least not to speak 
loud enough to be heard by all present; but 
as a compensation for this sacrifice, he in­
dulged himself in a sort of muttering, which 
amid the noise of the auctioneer and the hum 
of the crowd he thought would not be heard. 
But Patrick was not so entirely unobserved 
as he hoped. His fidgety manner and his 
continual muttering attracted the attention of 
some gay young men who were laughing at 
the auction, and for mere amusement they 
followed Patrick about to listen to his re­
marks. We will gi ,,e our readers a specimen 
of a few of them. A shrewd-looking, hard-

... 
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featured woman, who eYidently aimed at gen­

tility, took up an elegant cnt-glass dish, and 

tried it as a dealer in crockery ware would 

do, to see if it was cracked. " They ofteu 

pass off cracked dishes at auctions," said she, 

"for whole ones;" and then turning to some 

one, "Do you calculate that this is real cut­

glass, or sham ? " " To be snre," muttered 

Patrick to himself, "it's they that ask the 

question that are shams; it's too much for 

Patrick O'Neil." 
Another time, an ordinary and very affect­

ed lady was examining an elegant looking­

glass; "Rather a handsome frame," said she, 

" but quite a poor plate ; every thing looks 

crooked and unnatural in it." "It's too true 

to plase,'' muttered Patrick. 
A man of rather a questionable appearance 

took up a gold watch, and after turning it 

every way, he said, "I wonder if this is 

pinch beck or real gold?'' "A raal gentleman 

would know,'' agnin muttered Patrick. 

He was so much occupied with his own 

cogitations, that he thought no one heard 

him. At last the piano was under the 

hammer. A':!, soon as Patrick thought it ad~ 

F~ 
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visable, he began to bid. It was impossible 
for him to affect the indifferent tone of Yoice 
and manner which an experienced bidder at 
auctions would have adopted. Patrick's na­
ture was too much for him; he bid with a loud, 
determined manner, as much as to say, "I 
mean to have it, cost what it will." One of 
the young men who had been amusing them­
selves with his remarks, meant only for his 
gratification, immediately bid over him. "I 
see he's determined to have it," said he to his 
companions, "so there's no risk, and we'll see 
how high he'll go." Before they were aware 
of it, the sum had amounted to two hundred 
and fifty dollars. Patrick stopped a second, and 
then said, too low to be heard, "I'll not mind 
l\Iiss Julia's limits while I have a dollar that's 
my own and not another's; I sha'n't sleep to­
night if l\tliss Catharine does not hear her 
own piano making music at her birth-day." 
His stopping for a while, to think whether he 
would bid again, alarmed the young man, lest 
his jest should turn out an expensive one, 
and the piano was knocked off to Patrick at 
his next bidding. He was too happy; he 
could not restrain his expressions of satisfac-

p 
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tion; he rubbed his hands, pulled down the 

sleeves of his coat, and was the personifica­

tion of contentment. "Now," said he, "I'll 

be for getting it sent out to her.·' The young 

men who had been amusing themseh·es with 

Patrick's appearance asked him, with great 

gravity, whether the piano was for a real 

gentleman. "That it is," said he; "for it's 

for what's more; it's for a raal lady,· God 

bless her. But I'll not let any body know, 

till she, who it's for, 1.'TI.ows it herself," and 

away he went to tell Julia of his success. 

"I 've got it, :Miss Julia," said he, as he 

entered, breathless with running, and with 

impatience to tell her the good news. "I bid 

up to your limits, l\liss Julia ; but it was not 

in me to stop there, for there was a young 

creditor who seemed to be determined to have 

it; and so, after think-ing a bit, I made up 

my mind to bid away all my wages, rather 

than not get it out of his clutches; and it's 

most like he saw my sacrct resolution, for he 

ne\·er bid again; and so it was knocked off 

to me at two hundred and fifty-two dollars, 

and the two dollars over I am more proud of 

than v.ny I ever parted \Vith in my life." 
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It was in Yain that ,Julia expostulated with 
Patrick; she found that he would be too 
much grieved if he was deprived of the pri­
vilege of paying the last two dollars, which 
he considered the real purchase-money for 
the piano. She was too happy to quarrel 
with any one, and least of all with Patrick; 
so she determined to let the good fello\Y 
have his own way, and make it up to him in 
something else. She thanked him over and 
over aaain and praised his addrnss and 0 ' 

cleverness, to his heart's content ; for as is 
often the case with all of us, Julia desired 
the piano so much, that she feared c,rcry ouc 
else was as anxious as she to obtain it; and 
she really was convinced that Patrick must 
have managed very skilfully indeed to secure 
the piano at that price. "..1.. ~ ow, Patrick," 
said she, "we must get it out to :::\Iiss Catha­
rine this e,·ening; this you know is her birth­
day." 

"That 1s the very thought of my owu, 
:Miss Julia," said he.: birth-days won't stop 
till to-morrow, when they come to-day; so it 
must be there this evening. The auction 
will soon be over, and this afteruoou tlie 
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people will be after coming for their things, 

and my wife and Rachel will be there to see 

them deliv<~red and that every thing is done 

dacently, and I can carry out the piano. I 

know where I can get a little horse and wag­

gon that will take it out asy, so as not to 

make it laYe its sweet music on the road." 

This was agreed upon. Patrick returned 

to his duty at the house, and Julia, whose 

heart was too full of happiness to be content · 

ed to keep it to herself, went to her mother's 

chamber to te11 her of Patrick's success, as 

she considered it. There she found her 

mother as usual in her easy chair, but instead 

of reading a noYel, she was trimming a cap. 

This was the greatest mental effort that l\lrs. 

Nelson ever made, and nothing would have 

tempted her to strain her faculties so far, ex­

cept her abhorrence, as she termed it, of bows 

made by Bo::;ton milliners. 
".Julia," said she, as she entered, "I am 

almost dead with this bow ; it has an expres­

sion, in consequence of the tasteless waJ it 

was put on at the milliner's, that it will never 

get rid of. Julia, my clear, you must indeed 

attend a little to thi:; art of making bows; for 
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when I am too weak to make bows, you must 
make them for me. I cannot stand these 
things made in Boston any longer. One 
would think that they took the church in 
Channey Place or the dome of the State­
house for the models of all their bows ; it 
makes me nervous to sec such a fright as 
that; do look at it!" 

"It is not very pretty," said Julia; "but, 
mother, I ha-ve come to tell you, that I have 
got Catharine's piano. Patrick succeeded. in 
purchasing it for two hundrecl ancl fifty-two 
dollars, only two more than father said we 
had better bid for it; and I am going to send 
it out this afternoon by Patrick, and she will 
have it for a birth-day present; and it w·ill 
make her and uncle and aunt so happy! 
Are you not glad, mother?'' 

" I should be glacl," answered her mother, 
" if I could fix this bow ; that is all I cau 
really think of now, my dear. As for the 
piano, you know what my opinion was about 
that when you first propose<l j t, and I sel<lmn 
alter my mind about miy thi1tg; but if you 
are pleased, I 1:tm glad of it, ,Julia. Bnt it 
makes me feel unplea::;antly to think of sister 

I' 
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l T elson1 s beiug buried in the country ; I must 
do something for her if I can, by having 
Catharine here. Catharine has a pretty taste, 
too ; she pins up a bow very well; I wish she 
was here now. There, that is a little more 
as it should be now, is it not ? Let me put 
it on your head, .Julia, and sec how it looks." 

Julia felt disappointed at her mother's 
,,ant of sympathy with her feelings; but there 
is no coldness, no selfishness in another, that 
can ffectually chill the heart that is glowing 
with the warmth of a truly benevolent feel­
ing: and Julia, instead of expressing any dis­
satisfaction at such a request from her mother 
at such a time, placed herself on the cricket 
before her, and very good humouredly held 
up her head for her to try on the cap. 

"You look remarkably well to-day, Julia," 
·aid her mother ; " the bow is quite tole­
ra blc now. But I beg of you, my dear, don't 
read much, especially fine print; it will make 
you frown. You have no frown in your face 
to-day ; I should advise you to take notice of 
your expression now, and try to retain it; it 
is your very best." 

" lt must be," said Juliu, laughing, "becau&c 
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I feel so happy to think that Catharine is going 
to have her piano again. How good father 
was to let me buy it for her! Oh dear, how 
glad they will all be to see Patrick coming out 
with the piano this evening ! I wish I was 
there!" 

So saying, she jumped up suddenly from 
the cricket, and away went the cap and t.he 
bow ou the floor. She would even have put 
her foot upon it, as she did not see where it 
foll, but for her mother's cry of "Oh, dear! 
oh dear! the labour of my whole day will be 
lost I have been trying to get streugth to 
trim this cap for a week, and you came within 
a hair's breadth of treading upon it. O, 
Julia, your raptures make you so rudL', they 
make me quite nervous ; do give rue the 
cologne." 

Julia handed her the cologne, tol<l licr .she 
was very sorry for her carelessucss, aud soou 
after commenced a note to Catharine, for 
Patrick to take out to her with the piano. 
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CHAPTER VI. 

THE BIRTH-DAY PRESENT. 

THE day after the removal of Mr. Nelson 
and his family was one of those beautiful days 
in Jnne, which those who live in the country 
receive as a special blessing; when the whole 
visible universe appears full of hope and pro­
mise ; when there seems to be a voice of 
gladness in every thing; when the aged re­
joice like children, and the children like birds 
and butterflies ; when every animate and 
every inanimate thing takes its part in the 
universal song of grateful love to Him who 
made the heavens and the earth, and all that 
is therein. 

Just as the sun rose, Mr. Nelson knocked 
at Catharine's and Lucy's door. "Come, Ca­
tharine, come, Lucy," said he, the rnn is up ; 
it is the most beautiful day that e-ver shone; 
the birds have been singing this hour ; come 
and take a walk with me before breakfast." 

"In a few minutes, father," said Catha­
rine, who was already up and dressed, and 
was then fastening Lucy's frock. 

G 
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"I am ready," said Lucy; "\'\'hy sball not 
we go now, Catharine? it is so beautiful. I 
hear the birds, and smell the sweet-briar 
under our window." 

" Come, girls, this minute," said James, 
with another harder knock at the door; "we 

·are going to walk; we cannot wait." 
" You had better go, Lucy," said Catha­

rine; "you know there is no one to put our 
room in order, and we ha Ye made a resolution 
to do it every morning before we leaYe it; 
but I can do it very well alone this morning, 
Lucy, and you can go and walk with father 
and James. It seems unkind for both of us 
to refuse them, so you had better put on your 
bonnet, and run down and say that I will come 
to meet you in the lane on your return." 

The idea of the walk was so pleasant, that 
Lucy at :fir::;t forgot eyery thing else ; she had 
tied on her bonnet, and was drawing on her 
gloves, when the sight of Catharine making 
their bed ,,,ithout her assistance, changed the 
current of her feelings. 

"It is a shame for me to leiwe you to do that 
by yourself," she said, "and I will not go till 
you eau go too. T cau help ) ou more than 
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you think I can, Catharine, and we will soon 
have our chamber in nice order, and I know 
father would rather 'i\·ait." 

She accordingly ran to the door with her 
bonnet on, and opened it to speak to her fa­
ther. As soon as James saw her, he took 
hold of her hand, and half pulled her down 
the stairs, in his eagerness to get her out of 
the house. At any other time, Lucy would 
have been half angry at James for his vio­
lence; but the sunshine and joy of the morn­
ing, and the sunshine and joy in her own 
heart, would not admit of any cloud, and she 
simply and gently said to him, " In a few 
minutes, James, we shall be ready; but we 
must make our bed and put our chamber in 
order first, and then we will go with you, if 
you will wait." 

"\Ve will wait," said her father; and Lucy 
flew like a, bird up stairs again, and the bees 
in the honey-suckle did not appear more busy 
or more pleased with their occupation, than 
she and Catharine were at their morniu<r 0 

task. 
"How nice our room looks!" said Lucy, 

when all was done; " and how glad I am I 
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stayed to help you, Catharine!" and she took 
hold of her sister·s hand, as they went down 
the stairs together, with that feeling of satis­
faction which is e,·er the reward of doing 
right, eYen iu a trifle, and which imb:1 the 
mind in tune for every innocent pleasure, but 
more especially preparf's it for the eujoyment 
of the glorious works of God. The clear 
blue sky looks more pure and bea11tiful, the 
birds seem to haYe a sweeter song, and the 
:flowers to send forth a more delicious per­
fume to the good and benevolent, than they 
do to the selfish and the un1.."-ind. 

Although Lucy felt glad to think she had 
not been selfish, she was not aware how much 
this little conquest over herself had to do with 
her enjoyment of her walk. Her delight was 
beyond all expression ; she had never before 
been in the country at that early hour of the 
day; she was full of fancy and feeling. To 
her, the birds had ne,·er sung so sweetly be­
fore ; the brooks, she aid, were telliug pretty 
stories; the cobwebs on the grass she called 
fairy tents; the dew-drops were diamonds; the 
butterflies were flowers in the air, and the 
flowers were opening their beautiful lcaYcs to 
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enjoy the delicious morning, and there was 
no discordant note of self-reproach in her 
own heart to spoil the general harmouy. 

Lucy and James left their father and Ca­
tharine far behind them in their walk. Ca­
tharine, although she e1~oyed the beautiful 
morning with all her heart, felt more sympa­
thy with her father, and preferred walking 
slowly along with him. 

"I think," said Mr. Nelson, after a silence 
of some minutes, "that you will all be very 
happy in the country, and I shall feel much 
easier in leaving you here, as I know your 
mother's health is better in the country. I 
depend much upon you, Catharine, as an as­
sistance and comfort to your mother in my 
absence." 

Catharine put her hand into her father's; 
she made no promil:le, she could not; but 
none that she could have uttered would have 
been so binding upon her as was the silent 
vow of her young heart, to liYe a life of love 
and devotion to her mother. i\'lr. 1 • clson felt 
and returned the pressure of her hand, and 
undc•r::;tood what she would have said, and 
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spoke no more upon the subject. They en­
joyed their walk in silence together, till they 
were within a few steps of home, when Ca­
tharine said to her father, " I \Vish Ji;ilia 
could come and lfre in the country." 

" \Yhy," said her father, "yon know that 
she does not love the country, and would find 
no pleasure in it." 

"Oh she would learn to love it,'' answered 
Catharine, " and that would do her good. 
Aunt is trying to make her nothing but a 
fashionable belle, and there is a great deal 
that is good in Julia; she is very generous, 
and she is very sincere. I am certain that 
mother would cu.re her of all her faults.'' 

"I think a great deal of your mother's 
power to cure faults,'' said her father ; "but 
I fear, Catharine, that you O\'errate it now, if 
you think she can cu.re Julia's." 

" You do not know Julia so well as I do,'' 
answered Catharine; "she has an excellent 
heart, and she desires to be good, and I 
cannot give her up; I love Julia." 

"That is right, my child," answered l\:Ir. 
Nelson; "vou may do her good, your love 
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may prove a blessing to her. Situated as she 
is, we ought to be very charitable towards 
poor Julia." 

They now entered the house, and found 
Mrs. Nelson at the breakfast table, waiting 
their return. -

" Oh, we have had such a beautiful walk, 
mother," said Lucy. 

"Here are some flowers for you, mother," 
said James; "see, the dew is still on them," 
and putting them in a glass, placed them on 
a table by his mother. 

"I wish you had been with us, mother,'' 
8aid Catharine. 

"I have enjoyed the fine morning in the 
house,'' said Mrs. Nelson; "the sweet-briars 
and the honey-suckles almost come into the 
wiudows as soon as I open them, and the 
birds have been regaling me with their music 
from the trees in our little garden ; and then, 
you know, that Nancy Leonard is a young 
cook, and wants an adviser." 

"Mother," said James, "Catharine and 
Lucy say that they shall be your chamber­
maids ; now I mean to be your footman, and 
we shall do admirably. Oh if father could 
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only be at home, how happy we should all 
be!" 

This remark of James' s produced silence for 
the remainder of the breakfast. All thought 
and felt the same thing,-if their frtther were 
only to remain at home, how happy they 
should be. But they felt that it would be 
painful to their mother and to their father to 
have the subject of his leaving them spoken 
of, and yet they could not think of any thing 
besides. 

The horn· of James's school time arrived, 
and each one of the family was soon employ­
ed about some uecessary arrangement for 
their comfort in their new abode. Little 
Lucy, especially, was very busy in uupac..:king 
and arranging her clothes in dra wcrs, while 
Catharine was assisting her mother in labours 
that were beyond Lucy's strength. Once 
she ran down stairs on purpose to say to her 
mother, ".Mother, I had rather work in the 
country than play in town ;-don't you hear 
the birds singing all the time ? Oh how 
pretty it sounds to hear tltat mnn whetting 
his scythe in the field the other side of the 
road ! " Then she would run back to her 
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employment, and perhaps return in ten mi­
nutes on a similar errand. 

Dinner time came, and brought them all 
together again. 

"\Ye are nearly settled now," said :Mrs. 
K clson ; "Catharine and I shall soon finish 
our labours. Although we brought so little 
furniture, I should be sorry if we had more." 

"This is the day of the auction," said 
Lucy, "and if you will believe it, I never 
thought of it till this minute. I suppose Miss 
Edgeworth is sold by this time." 

Catharine looked at Lucy as if she wished 
she had been silent; and James, who had the 
same feeling, immediately said, "There 1s 
something else we have all forgotten." 

"vVhat is that?" asked Catharine. 
"It is your birth-day, Catharine." 
"\Yell, it is not strange that you forgot it,'' 

said Cathariue. 

"Yes, it is," said James, "and now we 
,,~m do something to keep it this evening. 
Shall we have a sail, father? the pond is 
only half a mile off, and :Mr. B. said I might 
have bis boat whenever I wanted jt, if no one 
cbc was using jt i and there is a moon." 
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"I do not think it wonld be w-ell for your 
mother to go on the water this evc11iug," 
said Mr. Nelson; "she is not quite well, and 
must be very much fatigued." 

"\Yhat shall we do to amuse ourseh·es, 
then? " said James. 

"Let us tell stories," said Lucy, "by 
moonlight. Oh, that ,Yill be so beautiful ! " 

"So we will," said James, "if father and 
mother and Catharine will agree to it, aud 
tell a story in their turn." 

.fames's and Lucy's proposal was accepted, 
and they arose from their frugal repast "'ith 
no other sorrow in their hearts than that 
which they could not but feel at the thought 
of the approaching separu.tion. 

After tea the children begged their mother 
to go out with them into their garden, and 
take a little walk before sunset, and see what 
a pleasant place it was. 

" If you could, mother, said Lucy, "just 
come and see my little brook, and hear what 
a pretty noise it makes ;-it is not far.'' 

:Mrs. Nelson gladly consented, und they 
all set out. 

If our readers have kept a good account of 
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time, they will be aware that Patrick must 
now be on the road with the piano, and that 
jt is even time that he should have arrived 
,,ith it; indeed, they had not been out of the 
house more than twenty minutes, before 
.Patrick's good-humoured face ,vas seen pro­
truding into the open door of the kitchen, 
looking round to see who was there. As 
soon as he discovered Nancy, " That's as it 
should be,'' said he ; " K ancy all alone by 
herself, and no one with her." 

"Is that you, Patrick?" said Nancy; "I 
am glad to see you ; but how did you come 
here?" 

"\Yhy, on my feet, to be sure, when I 
did not ride,'' said Patrick ; " but tell me 
whether l\Ir. and ~Ir::;. Nelson and the young 
ladies are at home?'' 

" No," said .1. T ancy, "they are all gone to 
walk, and will not be at home till sunset. I 
am very sorry, for I know they would like to 
see you, Patrick." 

" \Yell, but I am glad for that very thing," 
said Patrick; "you must know, Nancy, for 
there's no hiding it from yon, that I have 
brought ont -~fo;::; Catlrnrine's piano, which 
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:Miss Julia and I myself have saved from tL.e 

hands of the creditors ; and sure enough, as 

Rachel ,vould say, it is as a brand plucked 

out of the fire. :N" ow I want to get it snug 

into its own place in the parlour, lookmg 

just if it had never thought of laving :Miss 

Catharine, before she comes home from her 

walk ; but I can't bring it in alone, and yon 

are not strong euough to help me." 

,: \Yhat will you do?'' said 1\ancy. 

"\Yhy, the best that I can, and that's just 

nothing at all, at all," answered Patrick, half 

in despair. 
Just then the man with milk came in, and 

relieved poor Patrick from his perplexity by 

very good-humouredly helping him to bring 

in the piano. 
Patrick moved the piano from one side of 

the room to another two or three times, 

du8ted it ~ver and over, looked at it from 

every direction, and at last went out into the 

l"i.tchen to take his tea, as Nancy had invited 

him, saying to himself, "It stands asy now." 

He begged Xaucy to let the doors be open 

that led to the parlour, that he might hear 

the first word l\liss Catharine would s1)enk 

when slic s,tw her piano. 
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· It. was not long before Patrick, ·who sat 
near the door, listening with all his faculties, 
heard footsteps in the parlour, and a minute 
after, which seemed to him an hour, the ex­
clamations of" Father! l\fother ! Lucy! come 
in and see what is here! what can this mean? 
It is, indeed it is, my beautiful piano! how 
did it come here? who has done this?'' 

Lucy ran into the kitchen to seek from 
K anry Leonard some explanation of the 
mystery, and there she fouud Patrick stand­
ing at the door in a listening attitude, and 
r_ubbing his hands with delight. 

"Oh Patrick! here is Patrick!" said she, 
"he can tell us all about it; come into the 
parlour, Patrick! I know it was you that 
brought the piano." 

Patrick did not wait for a second invita­
tion, and immediately presented himself in 
the parlour. His pleasure at seeing them all, 
his true sympathy with what he considered 
their great misfortunes, his self-satisfaction at 
the thought of having been in some measure 
accessory to their present happiness, and his 
heartfelt joy at witnessing it, all these feelings 
filled hi::; heart over-full; aud Patrick stood 

H 
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at the door without a word to say, and his 

bright eyes twinkling with the tears he strove 

in vain to suppress. 
They all shook hands with him, expressed 

their pleasure at seeing ~him, and repeated 

the inquiry, " How did the piano come? did 

you bring it?" 
As soon as Patrick had recovered himself, 

he answered, "Why sure enough, I did out­

bid the creditor that was after getting it for 

himself.'' 
"You, Patrick,'' answered Mr. Nelson, 

"how could you bid for the piano?" "Why, 

your honour," said Patrick, "I dressed my­

self in my Sunday's best, and I walked about 

the room with my hat on, not minding any 

body, just as if I did not care for any thing 

but myself, so that I might pass for a gentle­

man. I kept myself asy and never said a 

word till the piano was going off, and then I 

kept bidding over the young spark of a credi­

tor, who I saw meant to have it, just as if I 

did not care a po tit toe for the money, and 

sure enough I got it. But here is a note from 

l\Iiss Julia to l\Iiss Catharine, that I had al­

most forgotten. " 
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Catharine opened the note, and read as 

follows: 

"Boston, June 10, 1831. 

"My dear Catharine, 
"I received a letter yesterday from my 

father, giving me permission to purchase your 

piano, as a birth-day present for you. I need 

not say to you, my dear cousin, how happy 
this kindness of my father's has made me, and 

I know that you will love your piano now 

better than ever on this account, and as a 

proof of my love for you. Perhaps you have 

forgotten that this is your birth-day, but I 

hope I shall never let it pass unnoticed. I 

cannot be reconciled to being separated from 
you ; I am sure that I never loved you so 
truly as I do at this moment; I shall miss 

you more and more every day. 
"I employed Patrick to bid for the piano, 

and without his assistance I very likely should 

have lost it to the "criditors," as he calls 

them ; you must praise him for his skill and 

management of the affair. 
"\71{hen I went to your house yesterday 

afternoon, to e11g}1gC! his scn·iccs, l found him 
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seated on a table, contemplating the confu­

sion around him with such a rueful vi::;age, 

that he wonld ha-ve done for a persouification 

of despair, or for l\larius amidst the ruins of 

Carthage. 
" However, though I jest about it, I sym­

pathized so heartily with poor Patrick, that I 

shall always feel an affection for the good 

fellow when I remember the scene. If he 

had possessed the money, I doubt not he 

would haYe quarrelled with any one for the 

honour of purchasing it for you. He waits 

for my note; so, dear Catharine, good bye. 

I trust that your piano mil say to you all the 

pretty things that I would ::my to you on your 

birth-day. 
"Your affectionate cousin, 

"JULIA." 

It would be vain to attempt to describe 

Catharine's feelings upon reading this note. 

The plea:-ure of again po::-:::essing her piano 

was the least present to her miml. Her 

unc1e's and .Julin'::, love and kindness to her; 

Patrick'-.; simple-hearted devotion, the thought 

of her fathL'r' , misfortnnes, whieh had led to 
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all this, the remembrance that he was so soon 

to leave them-all these thoughts together 

pressed upon Catharine's heart. She handed 

the note to her father without speaking; he 

read it and gave it to Mrs. Nelson. "I re­

joice," my dear child," said Mr. Nelson, as 

he finished reading it, "to see that you are 

more just than your father." Due acknow,. 

ledgments were made to Patrick for his exer­

tions aud success, and then Catharine played 

him all the Irish tunes she knew, which the 

poor fellow thanked her for over and over 

again with tears in his eyes. " Now I must 

be after going home," said Patrick; "for al­

though I told Betsy not to be expecting me 

till she saw me, she may be unasy if I am 

not there in good sason." So bidding them 

good night, and praying for a blessing upon 

them all, he set off in his waggon for Boston. 

" Now let us begin the stories," said Lucy. 

"First," said Mr. Nelson, "as you have 

treated Patrick with his fayourite tunes, Ca­

tharine, it is but fair that you should do me 

the same favour, and sing and play something 

for me, that you think I shall like." After a 

fe,v moments' thought, Catharine sang the 
H '.! 
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following hymn to the tune of "Scots, wha 
hae wi' \Y allace bled" : 

" God, who dwellest every where, 
God, who makest all thy care, 
God, who hearest every prayer, 

Thou who seest the heart ; 
Thou to whom we lift our eyes, 
Father, help our souls to rise, 
And, beyond these narrow skies, 

See thee as thou art. 

" Let our anxious thoughts be still, 
Holy trust adore thy will, 
Holy love our bosoms fill, 

Let our songs ascend. 
Dearest friends may parted be, 
All our earthly treasures flee, 
Yet we nerer part from thee, 

Our Eternal Friend," 

A deep silence in this family of friends, 
soou to be separated, followed the singing of 
this hymn. 1 t was a \·ery fiffouritc tune of 
.Mr. :N" ch:on's; and when sung to him by his 
child at such a moment, he could 11ot controul 
tht' emotion:; it awakened. Still he, and all 
of them, felt comforted and strengthened by 
the religious sentiment it expressed. 
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CHAPTER VII. 

CONSCIENCE,-THE RUNAWAY NEGRO. 

l\IR. NELSON was the :first to break the 
silence. "Come, my children," said he, 
"now for the stories. As you, Lucy, pro­
posed the entertainment, and as the youngest 
judge speaks first, suppose you begin." 

"Oh no," said Lucy, "my story is not 
ready yet; let James begin." 

"Kor mine either," said James; "I had 
rather not begin." 

"I am in a still worse predicament,'' said 
l\Ir. Kelson; "I have not even thought of a 
story, and it would not be fair to call upon 
Catharine first." 

"It seems to be left to me to begin,'' said 
~Irs. X elson; " and rather than Lucy should 
not have her stories, I will try to remember 
an occurrence I wih1csscd, that I shall pass 
off for my story, and thus gfre you all time 
to prepare yoursel ,·cs for something better 
descrying the name." 

"Then• is tl1c beautiful moon," said Lucy, 
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" shining clear across the room through both 

the front windows; I can see every body'::i 

face; now is the time to begin, mother." 

"My anecdote," said Mrs. Nelson, "has 

no interest, except what it derives from its 

truth, and the moral it teaches; and may be 

told in a few words. 
"Some years since, when I was paseing 

the day at a friend's house in Boston, there 

was a ringing at the door, and a very poor 

but very respectable-looking man entered. I 

was struck with the serious, almost devo­

tional expression of his face as soon as I saw 

him. 
"' I have come here,' said he to the gentle­

man of the house, 'to ask you where I may 

find your sister,-Jane, I think, was her 

Christian name. Have you such a sister, 

and where does she live?' 

"' She lives,' answered l\Ir. B., 'out of 

town, about four miles from Boston.' 

" ' Then I can walk,' said the man, ' and 

return in the course of the evening.' 

"'Hardly,· l\Ir. B. replied; 'the roads are 

almost impassable. Yon had better take the 

stage if you must see her yourself; but I 
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shall go there to-morrow; cannot I do your 
errand?' 

"'l would rather see her myself,' answered 
the man; 'I shall nut be satisfied if I do not 
see her myself; and to-night; I should sleep 
better, I think. I am too poor to ride, so I 
must walk.' 

"' It seems strange,' said :Mr. B., 'that 
you can have any thing to say to my sister 
that you cannot say to me; I will promise 
faithfully to deliver yo1U' message.' 

"' I think,' said the man, after a long 
pause, 'I had better walk out; will you di­
rect me, sir, to the house ? ' 

"' It is now seven o'clock,' said l\Ir. B.; 
'it is raining, and the snow and ice are ancle 
deep ; and you look like a sick man.' 

"' i\J y home,' answered the strauger, 'is 
fifty miles from Boston; I must leave here 
to-morrow at day-light, and I cannot return 
till I have performed this duty. A friend 
brought me, and has promised to carry me 
home; but he goes to-morrow-morning early. 
I wish I could sec the lady; but as I can­
not, I mu::;t tell my errand to you. I must 
he willi11g,' said he, in a broken voice, 'to 
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take all my punishment.' His countenance 

changed to death-like paleness as he pro­

ceeded with the relation of his errand. 

' Twenty years ago, sir, I made some shoes 

for your father's family, and called at his 

house for my pay. He was sick, and sent 

his daughter to the door with the money. In 

paying me, she accidentally paid me two 

five-dollar bills instead of one. I saw it; I 

was the father of a young family; I was very 

poor; I was tempted; and I received the 

money, knowing and feeling that it was dis­

honest. I could not forget my sin; till at last 

I determined I would return the money as 

soon as I had the means. Then I fell sick, 

and I have never since had fiye dollars that 

I could call my own. Every thing has gone 

·wrong ·with me ; and the thought of my dis­

honesty still follows me wherever I go. I 

have not now five dollars in the world. I 

am sick and I am poor; but I thought if I 

could sec the lady I took the m~mey from, 

and confess my sin to her, and she would for­

give, that then I shoulcl feel more certain that 

God would forgiYe me, and my mind would 

be eusicr. l\Iy character, ,..,.ith my town's-

,, 
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people, stands fair. It is hard to confess this 

my sin before so many; but I must take my 

shame as a just punishment. If ever I have 

the means, I will restore the money ; but I 

still hope for her forgiveness, though I cannot 

make restitution.' 
"The gentleman assured him that he knew 

that his sister would freely and gladly for­

give him, and would not desire him to restore 

the money. He would assure him, in her 

and in his deceased father's name, of their 

forgiveness, and that he could not but honour 

him for the proof he had given of the sin­

cerity of his repentance. 
"The poor man looked weak and exhaust-

ed, but much happier ; and, thanking the 

gentleman for his kindness, left the house. 
"There were three or four of l\Ir. B.'s 

children present, and their mother, and my­

self, to ·witness this poor man's confession of 

his offence; and I think I may say that we 

all felt nothing but respect for him, and thus 

learned the great lesson, that it is not money, 

or success, or importance in the world, or 

even a perfect freedom from sin, that is ne­

cessary to insure respect ; but that it is a 
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simple and earnest desire after perfection, a 
free confession and a true and hearty repent­
ance of sin, that constih1te the true dignity 
of such weak and tempted beings as we all are." 

" How much better he must have felt 
when he went away!" said Lucy. 

"And how glad Mr. B. must have been," 
said Catharine, "to be able to comfort him!'' 

"But I hope," said James, "I shall never 
have to make such a confession." 

" Though you may not have exartly such 
a confession to make, James,'' said his mo­
ther, "you remember that you may still have 
to confess faults, that, in you, are perhaps as 
great offences as what this poor man had 
committed, when you consider what his, and 
what your temptations are; and you ought 
only to desire to be able to imitate him in 
his truly manly as well as Christian con­
duct." 

"I think, children," said l\Ir. Kelson, after 
a short pause, "that I must try to imitate 
your mother's magnanimity, and relate, vri.th­
out much preparation, a story that has just 
come to my mind, which interested me very 
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deeply at the time, and which I heard told 
by the person who is the subject of it. 

"Some years ago, I was on a journey, and 
was passing a few days at Newbern, in 
North Carolina. A gentleman one morning 
came into the inn where I had taken lodgings, 
and said that a, negro woman and two boys 
had just been brought into town, and carried 
to the public-house opposite, and that they 
were the strangest looking objects he had 
eYer seen. He asked two or three gentle­
men, and amongst them myself, to go with 
him and see them. I followed him, and we 
found a young woman with her two children, 
miserably clothed and sadly emaciated. The 
mother had an expression of deep sorrow in 
her face, and the children started and looked 
up as we entered, as if they were upon the 
point of running away. \Vhen we spoke to 
them they made no answer, and when their 
mother repeated our questions to them, which 
she did in a low tone, they answered her in 
a whisper. They neither of them stood up, 
but squatted down close by their mother. 

,: After the mother and children had taken 
food, for they were hungry, the poor woman 

I 
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was induced by our intreaties to relate her 

story, which was this : 
"Her owner (for she was a slave), about 

seven years before that time, had removed to 
the \Y estern country, and carried with him 
all his slaves except her, who, rather than be 

separated from her husband, who was owned 
by another person, ran away ·with her two 

children, one an infant at her breast, and 

completely escaped the vigilance of her pur­
suers. 

"This part of the state abounds in marshes 
and fens, overgrown with weeds, and inter­
spersed in some places with stumps of pine 
trees. In one of these dreary retreats she 

found means to conceal herself, and to obtain 
subsistence for herself and children, partly 

by her own exertions, and partly by the as­

sistance of her husband, who occasionally 
made her a visit and brought them food. 

"The manner in which this poor woman 
concealed herself and her children from dis­
covery was very curious. By the strictest 
care and discipline she prevented them from 
ever crying aloud. She never allowed a 

sound above a whisper. This may appear 

t 
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strange and difficult to believe, but it is cer­
tainly true ; and as a proof that there was no 
deception iu her account, I afterwards satis­
factorily ascertained, that when they had 
been in town for more than a month in the 
company of noisy children, they were not 
known, in a single instance, to raise their 
voices higher than a soft whisper. Another 
proof of the truth of her account was the ap­
pearance of the children. It was with great 
difficulty they could stand or walk erect, as 
their mother had always kept them in the 
posture in which they then were by her side, 
squatting down and taking up as little space 
as possible. \Vhen they did attempt to walk, 
it was with a low stoop, the bust inclining 
forward, and with a hasty step, like that of a 
partriclge. But their favourite position was 
that in which we :first saw them. In this 
posture they could remain for hours without 
any apparent weariness, and, at a gfren sig­
nal, would move, one after the other, with 
great facility, and, at the same time, with so 
much caution, that not the lea~t noise could 
be heard from their footsteps. 

"The account she gave us of their means 
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of subsistence was very extraordinary. Some­
times, she said, her husband would fail to 
bring them supplies; and whether the fear of 
detection, or couscientious moti \·es, prevented 
her from intruding on the rights of others, I 
could not ascertain; but, in this dreadful 
exigence, she would, for the support of herself 
and children, have recourse to expedients 
which nothing but the most pressing neces­
sity could have suggested. 

"Frogs and terrapins were considered as 
rare dainties, and even snakes were gladly 
taken to satisfy the calls of hunger. It was 
the custom, said this poor negro woman, in 
their little family, when they made up a fire 
in the night, which was only in the coldest 
nights of winter, for one to sit up while the 
others slept. As soon as the youngest was 
old enough, he took his turn. The one who 
who watched had a double duty to perform, 
not only to stand sentinel and gi,·e the alarm 
in case of danger, but to watch for mice and 
catch them for food; which was effected in 
the following manner : the y01mg watchman 
spread a few grains of corn, or peas, or 
cn1mbs of bread, on the ground; over these 
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he placed an old handkerchief, and then kept 
perfectly still. A mouse would soon creep 
ont from his hole in search of a repast; but 
as soon as the little fellow saw him fairly 
under the cloth, he would very dexterously 
clap down his hands upon the thief, and se­
cure him for their breakfast the next morning. 
He often succeeded in catching a number. 

"They not only eagerly devoured all the 
mice they could catch in this way, but they 
made use of the skins; they carefully pre­
served them, picked off the hair or fur, and 
mixed it with locks of wool or cotton that 
they picked up in the bushes, where it had 
been blown by accident, and made themselves 
stockings and mittens of it. These little boys, 
taught by their mother, managed to spin it 
into yarn by means of a stick about six or 
eight inches long. This they held in the left 
hand, while in the right they kept the mate­
rials to be spun. They ga Ye us a specimen 
of their adroitness in this art; and the young­
est of them could manage his stick with sur­
prising dexterity. SeYcral pairs of stocking::i 
and mittens were shewn us, which the mother 
of these little negroes had knit of the yarn 

12 
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they had made during their sad, though 

voluntary, exile from the rest of the world. 

"How much longer this poor mother with 

her children would haYe remained in the 

comfortless savannas of Korth Carolina, I 

know not, had she not been deserted by her 

husband. His visits ceased, she knew not why. 

Deprived of the only solace she had in the 

world, and of the scanty subsistence she 

received from his hands, her situation be­

came too miserable to be endured. For 

seven years she had patiently borne cold, 
and hunger, and perpetual anxiety, for she 

had her husband to comfort her ; but now 

that she had lost all hope, she lost her courage, 

she lost her fear of sla -very for herself and her 

boys. Emaciated by hunger, she crept with 

them to the public road, and gaYe up herself 

and her two little boys, her only treasures, to 

the first person. she saw, who happened to be 
a man with his cart going into towu. 

" i\l y feelings," said l\Ir. Kelson, " were 
diYided between. my compassion for this poor 

woman and her suffering chiJdreu, an.d my 

admiration of the noble fortitude they had 

displayed during this long period of printtion 
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and misery, of their ingenuity, their self-de­
nial, their self-controul; but more than all I 
honoured and admired the tender and faith­
ful affection that had enabled a weak woman 
to endure with patience and constancy snch 
evils from simple devoted love for her hus­
band. The thought that she was deprived of 
this blessing, which had taken the place of 
all others, was more affecting to me than any 
part of her story. 

"Numbers visited her and her children, 
I could not but hope that every one who saw 
her and heard her story, and who had ever 
failed to do honour to the immortal nature of 
the negro, or had been unfaithful in his own 
affections, might come away instructed and 
rebuked by the example of this humble, 
living martyr to affection. 

"A purse of money \Vas immediately made 
up to provide for the present comfort of her 
and her boys. I learned afterwards that a, 
gentleman who heard her tell her story, nud 
who happened to know thut her ma:::;ter wa::; 
dead, wrote an account of her to his son, 
who, iu consideration of her sufferings, and 
from his grateful recollection of her kindne::;s 
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to him when a child, gave her and her boys 
their freedom.'' 

CHAPTER VIII. 

EBERSTEIN. - ROSETTA. 

"I HAVE thought of my story," said 
James ; "it is very short; it is an anecdote 
of a German Emperor, that our master rela• 
ted to us last winter, when he made us all 
try to remember remarkable anecdotes from 
the histories we had read. After we had told 
all we could think of, then he rewarded us by 
telling us some that he remembered; and 
this was one of them : 

"Under the reign of Frederic II., in the 
beginning of the thirteenth century, the Ger­
man empire was in a state of great disorder 
and confusion. The Pope, who was his ene­
my because Frederic would not submit to his 
authority, had, by every means in his power, 
incited the people and the princes of Ger­
many to revolt from the emperor. He absolr-
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eel his subjects from their oath of allegiance 
to him, and succeeded m·en in ma.ling his 
son Henry reYolt from him. But the Em­
peror conquered and pardoned his son, and 
by his great w'i:::dom and courage defended 
himself and the empire against his enemies. 
Frederic had another son, whose name was 
Conrad, who resembled his father more than 
his brother. He was one of the faithfnl fow 
who stood hy the Emperor in the midst of 
his great struggles and conte:::;ts. \Yhen 
Frederic died, Conrad ascended the throne. 
He also foun<l the empire in a terrible state 
of confusion and ci...-il war. He made the 
greatest exertions to restore peace, and order, 
and justice in the nation; but he met with 
enemies in eYcry quarter. At one time, 
Albert of Portingau, the Bishop of Rati:::;bou, 
:::.tirrcd up a rebellion against him. He 
marched against Albert, and :::ubdued him. 
Peace was re~tored, and the Empl'ror Courad, 
rcjoiecd at the pro:::.pcet of au interval of rest, 
determined to pass the Christmas holyday:-; 
in Hati:::.bon. The Emperor had taken up 
his abode at the house of a friend; and, full 
of confidence that no danger could befal him 
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in the midst of Christians, who were keeping 
the festival of the Prince of Peace, he was 
enjoying the long-desired happiness of safety 
and rest. 

" One evening after the Emperor had re­
tired to rest, Eberstein, his most faithful 
friend, rushed into his bed-chamber, and told 
him that the Bishop had secretly surrounded 

the house by a strong body of armed men, 
and that the assassins were already breaking 
through the outer doors. He said that his 
followers were too few to defend the house, 
that escape was impossible, and that there 
was but one means to save him from instant 
death: he must immediately hide himself 

under the couch, while he took his place 
within it. The Emperor positively refused 
to save his own life by the sacrifice of his 
friend's; but Eberstein continued to urge 
him more and more, earnestly representing 
to him that the safoty and welfare of the whole 
empire depended upon him; that he must not 
think of himself as one man, but he must 
think of the welfare of his whole people, who 
would lose every thing in him, their last, 
their only support. And before he could 
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again refuse, he almost forced the Emperor 
into the hiding-place. Eberstein instantly 
laid himself down in his bed, and calmly 
awaited the assassins. 

"It was not long before they rushed in, 
and as he lay still and quiet as a .slumbering 
child, they stab bed him, thinku1g, as he had 
hoped they would, that it was the Emperor asleep." 

"That's a noble story," said l\1r. Nelson, 
"and you have not only remembered it accu­
rately, James, but you have remembered 
your master's words, and told it very well. 
"\Yhat is all the bravery that was ever dis­
played in battle, compared with the deliberate, 
magnanimous courage of this man, who so 
calmly laid himself down, a voluntary victim, 
on the bed of death ; with no one to witness 
the act, but him for whom he died, - and 
that great Being who e-ver marks the hum­
blest as well as the greatest act of self­
sacrifice ! '' 

"I love to think of such a man, father," 
said James, "though I don't like the Em­
peror for letting him take his place, and 
though I cannot bear to think he was killed." 
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"It appears to me," said l\Ir. Nelson, 
"we haYe chosen rather grave subjects for 
our stories, considering they are told in ho­
noµr of Catharine's birth-day. I hope, Lucy, 
you haYe thought of some story not so tra­
gical. \Yhat are you going to give us ? '' 

"I cannot remember any thing," said 
Lucy, "but a little fairy story, that my aunt 
told me, the last time I passed the day with 
her." 

"That will be just the thing now," said 
her father; "let us have it, Lucy." 

Lucy began as follows: 
"I was complaining to my aunt of hav -

ing to study so hard, in order to keep my 
place in my class at school. I said I had 
not time enough to play, and I was tired of 
study and books. She asked me if I thought 
I should be happier if I did not study at all. 
I told her I thought I should, if I could keep 
my place in my class, and have my teachers 
think well of me. Then she said she would 
tell me a story, and I will try to remember 
her words as well as James did his master's, 
though I am afraid I shall not succeed. 

"There was once a little girl, whose name 
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was Rose. She had good sense and was 
Yery good-nahu-ed and well-disposed. She 
lon-d dearly to frolic and play; the day was 
never long enough for Rose. She would 
have played and laughed half the night, if 
she could haYe kept her eyes open, and her 
mother had consented to it. Rose had been 
praised for her smartness at school · she had 
a good memory; but she was vain. She 
took great pains to be the first in her class, 
and she easily succeeded. She gained one 
medal after another, till at last, one day, she 
brought home on her neck medals enough to 
have dressed out an Indian queen. Rose's 
Yanity was much gratified by the great show; 
she danced about the room eYen more than 
usual, in order to hear the medals jingle 
together. Had you read what was written 
upon them, you would h,we seen unquestion­
able proofs that she had as many virtues and 
as much knowledge, as a little girl of eight 
years of age has ever been lmown to possess. 
Rose was greatly dr>]ighted at the thought 
that she had more medals than any girl in 
school; but she soon found that she must 
work very hard to keep them. The very 
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next day she lost the medal for grammar, 
and it was only by great exertion that she 
regained it. So much study did not suit 
Rose; she wanted more time to play. She 
found she was obliged to study the whole 
time, or she would lose her place in her class 
and all her medals, and that Charlotte, who 
was her riYal in school, would outstrip her. 
Still she did not really love study, and she ,... 
began to grow fretful and unhappy. 

" Rose was very fond of dressing dolls ; 
she loved to have pretty ribbons and feathers, 
and to put them on her doll. One little 
jointed doll, especially, she was very partial 
to. It was about six inches high, and had 
blue eyes and flaxen hair. It had such a 
knowing and pleasant expression in its face, 
that Rose used to say, she was sure that it 
knew her and loved her. She loved it Yery 
much, and called it Rosetta. One afternoon 
she had by hard study succeeded in learning 
aU her lessons, and had an hour left for play. 
She immediately took her little doll to talk to, 
and dress anew for the next week. She put 
on her blue silk frock, and a blue silk hat 
with a white feather in it, that fell gracefully 
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over the doll's shoulder, and then set her 
up before her, against her work-box on the 
table, to look at her. 'Oh my dear little 
Rosetta,' said Rose, 'I wish I had not any 
thing more to do than you have. I have to 
sh1dy- from i\Ionday morning till Saturday 
night. I am so tired of study, I never want 
to see a book again. Oh! if I could only 
keep my place in my class, and my medals, 
so that Charlotte would not get before me 
and laugh at me, and yet not have to study 
so all the time, I should be happy; but now 
I feel so tired and so dull, and I am so un­
happy; and I know that the reason is, because 
I have no time to play. I never have 
any play at all,' ,- and Rose actually began 
to cry. 

" But what was her astonishment ,vhcn 
she saw her little fiwourite doll raise itself 
upright, and with a little toss of the feather 
in her hat, begin, in a very small, soft voice, 
to speak to her ! 

" ' Do not be alarmed,' said she to Rose, 
'I am only a fairy. The queen of the fairies, 
who is very fond of playful, good-humoured 
children, has heard your complaint. She 
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has observed that of late you do not play, 
and are not so happy as you used to be, and 
she has given me leave to come to you, and 
comfort you, and assist you in any way I can, 
if you will accept my services;' and here the 
little doll smiled and made a graceful courtesy. 

" Rose had read about fairies, and she had 
often thought, how pleasant it would be to 
have her favourite Rosetta turn into a fairy. 
But now when she actually heard her speak, 
half frightened and half delighted, she sat 
without speaking for a minute, then turning 
her ear towards her, she said, 'Can it be that 
Rosetta spoke to me ? ' and she eagerly 
listened to hear if she would speak agaiu. 

"' ,vhat would you have me do for you? 
\Yhy are you unhappy? said the fairy, in a 
voice as soft and sweet as the sound of a mu­
sical box. 

"Rose raised her head, and looked thought­
fully at the fairy awhile, and then :,;he poured 
forth all her troubles to her. 'Then,' said 
the fairy, 'you are unhappy because you 
cannot remain at the head of your class, and 
keep your medals, \Yithout studying all the 
time. Should you like to play all the time?' 
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"' Oh, yes,' answered Rose, 'but I sho.uld 
lose my place, and Charlotte would laugh at 
me, and get before me; I don't care for any 
thing but that. I had rather play than read 
and study; but I like to be first at school, 
and I cannot be, without working so hard at 
home, that I am so unhappy, and so tired, 
that I had rather be almost any thing than 
myself.' 

"' Our queen,' said the fairy, 'who sent 
me to you, I suppose knew all this; she told 
me to come to you, and if this was the rea­
son why you were unhappy, she gave me 
leave to help you in any way I could, upon 
condition that you should become happy and 
good-humoured again. You used to dance, 
and sing, and play, and we fairies were pleas­
ed to see you; but now you are very dull 
and afford us no pleasure.' 

"' But what can you do to help me?' said 
Rose ; ' or how can you expect me to dance, 
and sing, and be happy, with so much study? 
1'-1y brains are not strong enough to bear it. 
If you could help me study I might be happy.' 

a' That is beyond the power of any fairr' 
. ' said Rosetta ; 'but if you will put me into 
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your reticule, when you go to school, I will 
tell you the right answer to cYcry question 
that is asked you. You haye only to raise 
it a little toward your ear, and you will hear 
me; you will soon get used to my Yoice, auc.l 
no one else will notice it. I shaJl speak so 
that no one can hear me but you.' 

"' Aud I not study my lessons at all ? ' 
said Rose. 'Kot at all,' said the fairy, 'un­
less you please. I will always gi\Te you the 
right answer.' 'Bnt my written exereises ?' 
said Rose. 'You lrnYc not many to write,' 
said the fairy, 'and you need take no pains 
about them ; I \Yill see that they are correct 
and well written; that is easy work for a 
fairy.' ' Then,' answered R9se, 'I cnn play 
the whole time, except when I am in school?' 
'Certainly,' said the fairy; 'I shall always 
attend to my duty, and you need have no 
fear.' Rose bPgan to clap her hands and 
dance about the room. After a few skjps, 
she retmned to the fairy doll, who she saw 
was waving the feather in her little hat again. 
Remember,' said the fairy, 'that I am per­
mitted to do this for you, my friend, upon 
the co11ditio11, that you arc truly happy. If 
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you become discoutented and unhappy, I 
shall leave you directly; you will speak to 
your little doll, but she will give you no an­
swer.' 'Oh, never fear, my beautiful fairy; 
said Rose ; ' why, that is all I want, not to 
hc.wc to study, and to have time enough to 
play; how can I help being happy? Suppose 
I try asking you one question after you are 
put into my work-bag?' 'You are welcome,' 
said the fairy. Rose accordingly opened her 
reticule and was going to take the doll up very 
carefully, and put her in, when the fairy, lighter 
thau a grasshopper, popped in herself before 
she could touch her. She then asked her one 
of Colburu's difficult questions, and put her 
car to the work-bag, which was nearly closed; 
and what was her delight when she heard, in 
the fairy's sweet voice, the right answer 1 

"Rose's joy was beyond all expression; 
she opened her reticule, and the fairy flew 
out and stood up again on the table. 'I 
must :;ay farewell to yon now,' said the fairy; 
'I have to do an errand from our queen to a 
little girl in China, and it is getti11g late, aud 
I must return before midnight. I shall quit 
your little doll till to-morrow at your :;chool-
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time, when I shall take possession of her 
small head again, and perform my promise 
to you. But you must remember the con­
ditions; you must be happy and good-hu­
moured ; and you must not tell any one that 
I assist you. \Ve fairies do not like to be 
be stared at and talked about. Farewell, 
Rose.' Immediately the little doll fell back 
against the work-box ; but it seemed to Rose 
as if she still heard the fairy's silvery voice, 
saying 'Farewell, Rose.' Fortunately she 
was just then called to supper, or poor Rose's 
wits might have taken flight after the fairy, 
she was so much astonished at all she had 
seen and heard. 

" Rose was determined to try the truth of 
what the fairy said; so she thought no more 
of her lessons till it was time to go to school 
the next day. Then she went to the little 
drawer in which she kept her favourite Ro­
setta, with her work-bag open, and quick as 
lightning the doll jumped in. Rose felt 
queerly, as she went to school, to think she 
had a fairy in her reticule. As soon as the 
master asked her a question, Rose just stoop­
ed her head a litth-, and heard, in the softest 
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tone that could be imagined, the right answer. 
She immediately repeated it; but she blushed 
all over, partly with admiration of her fairy 
doll, and partly at hearing her master praise 
her for giving such a correct answer so soon. 
Rose felt a litt]e guilty about it, but still she 
was so much delighted and astonished at her 
doll\; answers, that she was not unhappy. 
The fairy answered all the questions that 
were put to her, and Rose not only kept her 
place, but received another medal. One 
thing troubled her, however. Charlotte said, 
that she must have had her answers written 
down, and that she had them in her work­
bag. But Rose denied it; she was known to 
be honest, and no one doubted her word. 
But Rose could not tell the whole truth, and 
that troubled her. As she went home, the 
fairy whispered to her, that she need not 
stoop so near the bag, and that she must not 
look confused, lest her secret should be found 
out. Rose felt troubled to think she had 
something to hide, and that she must study 
her looks; but the thought of haying a fairy, 
aud having ::;o much time for play, comforted 
L.cr. f:;he put away all her books, an<l 
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brought out all her play-things; she dressed 
and undressed all her dolls; she cut out 
new dresses and new bonnets for them ; she 
danced and skipped about, and really was 
quite happy the first day, and very good­
natured. 

" The next day the fairy answered all the 
questions that were put to Rose, as well as 
she had done the day before. Rose took 
care not to put her ear so near the bag, and 
to try not to look so confused; but when her 
master praised her again for always giving 
the right answer, she could not help blushing; 
and as Rose went home from school she was 
thinking how much more she enjoyed his 
praise before she had the fairy in her reticule 
to tell her the answers to the questions he 
asked her. But she still had so much work 
to do for her dolls, that she was for that day 
tolerably happy, and very good-natured. 

"The third day she felt still more ashamed 
of receiving praise that she did not <leserYe. 
At first, the sh·angeness of having a fairy had 
taken up her attention; but by the third day 
:-lie began to be conscious that she was a de­
l'fl1\"E:'r. !--till, she lo,·cd play so much, she 
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thought she would try to be happy, and keep 
the fairy with her. Rose's dolls were now 
all new-dressed, all her playthings put in 
order, and she had nothing to do ; she could 
dance and skip as much as she pleased. She 
tried very hard to enjoy herself, but it was all 
in vain. 'Still,' said she, 'I can be good­
humoured, and try to be as happy as I can, 
and then the fairy will stay with me. It is 
very strange that I am not happy ; I suppose 
it is because I am not used to having a fairy; 
I shall become used to it soon ; I will be 
happy to-morrow. I am not tired to death 
now with study, as I used to be; why should 
not I be happy?' Then Rose tried to play, 
but nothing really pleased her; she was tired 
of skipping-rope, of cup and ball, of dolls, of 
every thing; she grew sleepy early in the 
evening, and wanted to go to bed an hour 
earlier than usual. 

" \Vhen she went to school the next day, 
with the fairy in her bag, to answer the ques­
tions that were put to her, she made a great 
effort to feel happy. 'I haYe just what I 
wanted,' said Rose; 'l ought to be happy. I 
will be happy.' She succeeded in appearing 
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cheerful, and she began to think that she was 

happy. In the next seat to Rose was an in­

dustrious, excellent little girl, who very sel­

dom won a medal, and who never succeeded 

in rising to the head of her class. ' I wish,' 

said she to Rose, just before they were to re­

cite, 'I wish I could study as hard, and re­

member as well as yon do. I am sure that 

you can never have any time to play; you 

must be very good, you must love study 

better than I do. You are praised every 

day; but I never am praised at'all.' 
"Rose felt tn1ly ashamed of this good 

girl's praise; she was too generous, too honest 

to feel happy that day. 'l am,' said she to 

herself, 'an idler at home, a liar at school.' 

She felt perfectly miserable. \Vhen a ques­

tion v:as asked her, she listened, but her fahy 

was silent, and Rose could give no answer; 

the question was passed to Charlotte, and she 

answered it. So it was with all Rose's lcs­

~011s; she lost her place in the class, and all 

her medals ; Charlotte got to the head of the 

class, and Rose returned from school dis­

graced and miserable. 
" She put her reticule on the table, and 
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then laid her head down on her hands, and 
sobbed bitterly. Pn~sently she felt a gentle 
touch on her head; she raised it, aud ::;aw her 
little Rosetta, standing on the table, and look­
ing more beautiful than e,rer. 'Do not be 
so miserable, Rose,' said she ; 'dry up your 
tears, and be happy; and then you know I 
can be with you to-morrow, and all will he 
well again.' 

" ' Xever, never, said Rose ; ' 1 will never 
be a cheat again; I had rather be any thing;' 
and she ::itartcd away from the table, as if she 
was afraid of the fairy. 'I am not happy at 
home either ; I wish I had never let you an­
swer my questions for me; I liked my little 
Rosetta, better when she was not a fairy.' 

" '\Ye fairies,' said Rosetta, 'never remain 
with any one that is out of hnmour; so I 
shall t1nit you no, .. ·, Rose, as you are so dis­
pleas<J<l with me. A week from this I shall 
visit yon again, and be ready to do as you 
bid me. Our queen says, that then will be 
the moment that will decide your fatP Fare­
well, Ros0.,' she said, and the fairy was gone. 

"Rose w,1s a little sorry she had been 
cros:-- to her fairy, but she was glad she vms 
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gone. 'Now,' said she, 'I must £tuc1y for 

myself again, and haxe less play; but I shall 

not be a deceiver.' She accordingly studied 

hard again that day, got her lessons pretty 

well, and was astonished to find herself much 

happier. She knew that it would be almost 

impossible to get above Charlotte again; for 

she now had the highest place, and was really 

a better scholar than she was ; but Rose 

found herself happy enough in a place below 

her. So she went on for a week, studying as 

she used to· do, till the day the fairy was to 

come again. 
"As she was studying her lesson with Ro­

setta on the table, she saw her rise up, and 

heard her sweet, soft voice, saying, 'I have 

come again, Rose, to do your bidding, as I 

promised you. It is pleasant to see you now, 

you look so smiling ; I should be very ghld 

to serve you now in any way I can. Shall I 

not help you to-morrow ? Then it will be 

decided who will be first in the class.' 

" 'I do not care so much nbout being 

first in my class,' said Rose, 'and I would 

not be a ~heat again for all the world. Be­

~idcs, I find I lmvc been happier since I lmn: 
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studied my own lessons, aud had something 
to do at home.' 

"' But,' said the fairy, < would you not like 
that I should assist you only for to-morrow? 
Then, after rising to the head of your class, 
and winning your medals back again, you 
could keep them ; and that saucy Charlotte 
would not boast over you any more.' 

"Rose heard the fairy silently, and then 
quietly answered, 'No; I had much rather 
::;he would ha.Ye the first place, and all the 
medals, and e,·en boast over me, than be a 
<leceiYer again, even for one moment, and 
receive praise that I <lo not deserve. She is 
a better scholar thuu I um, and ought to have 
the first place. I am happier now than I 
m·er \Yas when I was the fir::3t in the cla::;s.' 

" Then the fairy clapped her hands with 
joy. 'Farewell, dear Rose,' said she, 'now 
all the good fairies will rejoice. I was allowed 
to assist you in the gratification of your fool­
i::;h wish, that you might learn by experience 
that it \\·ould only make you miserable; and 
that we cmmot enjoy recreation which we 
lw.\·e not earned by labour, nor prai::;e which 
we han• not de:sc1Tcd.' " 
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Lucy, in her earnestness to remember the 
wholP story, and to relate it in her aunt's 
word8, had taken fa.st hold of Catharine's 
hand, who was sitting next her, and, as if 8he 
thonght in this way to help her memory, had 
leaned upon her till she was almost in her 
lap. As she ended, Catharine put her arms 
round her neck, and kissed her; "Thank you, 
thank you, Lucy," said she, "for your pretty 
story. I ought now to do my Yery best in return 
for the pleasure you have all so kindly giYen 
me. But, Lucy, you will, I am afraid, ha,-e 
to give up your fayourite moon-light, and let 
me bring in a lamp to read my story. But I 
will sit in a corner by myself, and you may 
look at the moon while I am readiug. You 
know the German gentleman who has so 
kindly gi,-en me some lessons in his owu 
language. One day we lrnd been rending 
something relative to the ,Yar of lmlcpen­
deuce in his country, in the year rn 1:1, in 
which he himself served as a volunteer. Ile 
related many affecting instances of patriotic 
virtue and self-sacrifice, that occurred • there 
during the war. Among others, he told me 
a story of a German girl, whid1 i11tcrcstccl 
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and pleased me so much, that I begged him 
to write it down for me, ,,·hich he was kind 
enough to do. He gaye it to me only a few 
days since, and now is a good opportunity 
for me to read it." 

Catharine soon brought her lamp, and her 
story, and. began to read. 

CHAPTER IX. 

THE GERl\IAN GIRL. 

"Ix a city of Germany, there liYed a lady 
whose name was Bertha, who took into her 
seryice a girl called Catharine. She was 
about c;;ix.tcen years of age, and had lately 
lo::;t both of her parents. They had liYed in 
great poYerty, and when they died they left 
to their daughter nothing but a parent's 
blessing, and an example of faithful industry 
aml unspotted honesty. 

"Loug before Catharine entered Lady 
Bertha's scn·icc, ,vhen she was yet a little 
girl, her parents used to send her out every 
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day, to do errands for other people, or to be 
of service in their families, that by her earn­
ings she might contribute something to the 
relief of her poor and infirm parents, and at 
the same time fit herself for future usefulness 
and honest independence. Her father had 
lost all his property in consequence of his 
opposition to the injustice of the government, 
and L.e wished to secure to his daughter a 
capital of her own, out of the reach of avarice 
and oppression. From her father's lips, and 
from her father's example, Catharine had 
early learned the great lesson of life, '\Yhat­
socver thy hand fincleth to do, do it with all 
thy might.' 'God has given you health and 
strength, my child,' he would say; 'remem­
ber that much is required of them to whom 
much is given.' ' l\Iuch indeed is required 
of you, my child,' her mother would say; 
'but when your strength and your heart fail 
yo,1, remember Him who heareth prayer, and 
hc]peth our infirmities, and your own expe­
ricll(;e will teach you that much is given to 
those of whom much is required.' 

"Catharine laboured with all the devoted 
zeal of a loving child for her poor and sick 
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parents; and she daily thanked God who had 
enabled her to provide by her little strength 
for the wants of those whose loYe she thought 
her best reward. Her father died when she 
was fifteen; and her mother, who had spent 
hcff strength at his bed-side, found conso­
httion in the thought that she should soon 
meet him again, in those mansions of peace 
where sickness, poverty, and the hand of op­
pression cauuot come. During his last sic.:k­
ncss, she frequently entertained him by read­
ing to him the history of excellent men who 
had died as martyrs for their principles. The 
Yery last story which, in the presence of 
Catharine, he begged her mother to read to 
him, was the account of Simon l\farechal, 
of Lnugres, and his wife, who, when she 
approndicd the flames in which they were 
both cun<lcnrnecl to die, sai<l. to her husband, 
' Dear hnsband, our marriage has been but 
au <.'ll'',wenwllt · but now our trne wedding r, b ' 

is at ha]l(l, whe11, after this trifling torment, 
thC' ~on of Gu<l. comes to marry us for eter-
11ity.' 

•· < hlL' of the last thiugs whid1 C'athnriuc'::; 
111<Jthcr diu, probably in lhc uutic.:ipation of 
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her approaching end, was the engagement she 
made for her daughter to enter the service of 
Lady Bertha. Catharine attended her mother 
in her last sickness. A few moments before 
her death, she raised her head from her pil­
low, and after straining her eyes in yain to 
see her child once more, she seized Catha­
rine's hand, and said, 'I must lca-ve you, my 
child; I leave you with a heart full of sorrow, 
indeed, but without fear. Life is but a day, 
my child; think, then, it is morning now, 
and I send you out, once more, as I used to 
do, to bear the heat and toil of the day in the 
service of others, hoping to see you come 
back to us in the evening, with the earnings 
of your industry in yom hands, and with the 
smile of a good conscience, the promise of 
heaven, in your face . Go hence, then, my 
child; work, sen·e, endnre to the encl; and 
then make haste, come with your hard-earned 
wages, come with your smiles! Your father's 
lips are ready to bless you, the eyes of your 
mother seek you ; she longs to look on you 
once more with that fulness of joy with which 
she looked on you for the first tin1e.' 

"Soon after her mother's death, Catharine 
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entered Lady Bertha's service as a chamber­
maid, on the same conditions with the other 
domestics in the family, to whom she was an 
entire stranger. To her mistress she soon 
became known as a most useful servant, per­
formll.lg every task with cheerfol and devoted 
obedience; yet without that forward and 
fiwour-seeking humiliation, under which the 
other domestics knew how to disguise their 
cross and selfish dispositions. Catharll.le did 
all she could to please them ; but they soon 
perceived that there could never be an inti­
macy between them, and so they saw, in her 
very readiness to serve them, nothing but a 
contrivance to keep them more effectually at 
a distance. This dislike of the other domes­
tics toward Catharine increased the more she 
gained the conficleuce of her nlistress, and 
the less puius she took for it. They took 
every opportunity to injure her in the good 
opinion of the lady; and though they could 
not inclnce her to give credit to their artful 
iusll.luutions, yet they made her somewhat 
more guarded in her conduct toward Catha­
rine ; and her usual kindness was mixed with 
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a reser\·e which, though less expressed than 
felt, prevented all intimacy. 

"There was something in Catharine's ap­
pearance which, notwithstanding her low and 
retired situation, soon became a subject of 
remark and admiration, not only in Lady 
Bertha's family, but among many persons in 
the town. Her bright yellow L.air, which, 
when it was not confined, fell down to her 
feet in soft ringlets, was of such uncommon 
beauty, that seyeral ladies of high rank, who 
Yisited in the family, had offered her conside­
rable sums of money for it. But Catharine 
declined e-very offer. Her hair hncl been the 
delight of her mother, who would ne,·cr 
ha,·e allowed her to part with this beautiful 
-vestment with which nature had adorned her 
poYerty. TL.is constant refusal had raised 
Catharine in Lady Bertha's esteem; though 
one of her fellow-domestics hucl assured her 
that she knew Catharine only waited for a. 
still higher offer to sell it. This was only 
one of the many petty vexations which Ca­
tlrn.rinc had continually to endure. She was 
every day exposed to the malignant insinua-
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tions or sarcasms of those among whom she 
was obliged to live. But all they gained by 
mocking her was sometimes a starting tear, 
which was soon overtaken hy a self-reproving 
blush, and followed by increased kindness to­
wards her persecutors. 

"But although the true character of Catha­
rine remained unknown to the mistress, as 
well as to the servants, there were some per­
sons in the house who perfectly understood 
it. And who were these deep searchers of 
human nature, these 'best philosophers,' 
these ' eyes among the blind' ? Who else 
but Lady Bertha's simple-hearted, affection­
ate children ! Ko selfish jealousies, no pru­
dential fears of disappointment, no scruples 
of rank, prevented them from giving their 
hearts truly and wholly to the modest, neg­
lected Catharine. They well perceived, that 
their friend was not looked upon by others as 
she was by them; which made them only 
the more am..'i.ous to shew her by their con­
duct, that she held in their hearts, what was 
denied her in the family, the place of an 
elder si8tcr. 

"Such was the sihw.tion of Catharine at 
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the house of Lady Bertha, ,,·hen, in tltc _rrm· 
1812, the great French anny, under the 
command of the Emperor Kapolcon, was 
reh·eating in great haste from Russia. l\Ios­
cow, the old capital of Russia, in which the 
French thought to pass the winter, and then 
subdue the whole country, had been b1unt by 
the Russians themselves, and now, having sa­
crificed that which was most sacred and dear 
to them as a nation, they furiously attacked 
their enemies. ,vith the assistance of their 
best natural a11y, the Russian winter, they 
succeeded in destroying the greater part of 
the French armies, and dri-ving the re:-,t out 
of their rescued land. 

"The great news that the French power 
was broken in Russia, and reh·catiug into 
Germany, roused the spirit of liberty on the 
continent of Europe, which was still under 
the galling yoke of N" apoleon. The G errnans, 
whom he had exhausted by his taxes, and 
obliged to fight his battles, and thus to con­
firm their mvn slavery,-the Germans looked 
upon the burning capital of Russia as l\Ioses 
did upon the burning bush, out of which the 
-voice of God called him to dcliYer his people 
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from their task-masters. But Germany was 
then in a desperate condition. The greater 
part of the country was still occupied by the 
enemy, who had emptied the public treasuries 
and magazines, aud in whose army many 
thousands of Germans were actually enlisted. 
In this great calamity they put their trust in 
God; but, recollecting that God helps those 
only who strive by all means to help them­
selves, they endeavoured to make up for the 
public wants by private exertions. The 
spirit of self-sacrifice which prompted the 
men, and eYen the boys, to seek death for 
themselves, and freedom for their country,- , 
the same spirit moved the women to encou­
rage their departing sons, and brothers, and 
dearest friends, and to devote themselves to 
the care of the wounded, whether friends or 
capti\·e enemies. The rich sent their gold 
and silver plate to the mint, and their jewels 
to a public auction, to increase the national 
treasury. In return for these pa trio tic gifts 
they received from the national government 
rings of iron, on which the words were en­
graved, 'I exchanged gold for iron.' 

"Lady Bertha, although she lived at a 
l\1 
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considerable distance from the scenes of war, 
participated ,vith her whole heart in the 
great struggle for her country's liberty; and 
when in her own town also, as in all the 
other parts of Prussia, a public auction was 
held for the benefit of the national treasury, 
she sent to it her most valuable articles of 
dress and furniture. l\Iany of her rich and 
noble acquaintances, who had hitherto looked 
coldly upon the public distress, because Pro­
vidence, they thought, had taken care of 
them, were incited by her example to emulate 
her liberality. 

"But of all those who felt for their devoted 
country, there was none more willing and 
none less able to contribute to the public 
good, than our poor friend Catharine. Her 
feelings were too deep and ardent for useless 
words; and convinced of her inability to ex~ 
press them by actions, she concealed them 
even from her mistress, who ascribed her 
silence to a want of those lofty and enlarged 
sentiments to which, from her low condition 
and education, she had probably remained a 
stranger. 

"One morning when Cntharine was attend~ 
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ing to the children in the presence of their 
mother, the youngest of them exclaimed, in a 
tone of anxious surprise, ' Dear Catharine, 
what has become of your hair?' The other 
children immediately looked at her and anx­
iously repeated the same question. Catha­
rine blushed, and was not able to answer ; 
and Lady Bertha, observing her embarrass­
ment, immediately suspected that she, being 
a poor girl, had at last accepted one of the 
repeated offers for her hair, and actually sold 
it. She therefore silenced the children, and 
determined to speak no more about it. At 
that moment little Ferdinand, a son of Lady 
Bertha, who had been out at the public auc­
tion to see the furniture of his mother sold, 
hastily entered the apartment. The ardent 
little Ferdinand cast an enthusiastic glance 
at the silent Catharine, and went with quick 
steps to his mother. 'l\Iother,' cried he, 
'mother, they have just sold Catharine's 
beautiful hair at the auction. U ucle ,villiam 
told me that she had carried it there herself 
early this morning ; now they have sold it by 
single locks, to make rings aud bracelets of, 
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and it has brought more money, mother, than 
all our precious furniture together.' 

"Lady Bertha, who had listened with si­
lent astouishment to the triumphant story of 
her patriotic boy, rose and went toward the 
blushing, weeping, trembling Catharine ; and 
loo1.ing at her for some moments, and at the 
tearful eyes of her children, she took her by 
the hand and kissed her with a mother's 
fondness. ' Catharine,' she said, ' you are 
no longer my serYant, but my friend und my 
daughter. Come, children, come and em­
brace your dear sister ! ' " 

CII...\PTER X. 

THE PARTI:XG. 

\YE hope that our readers lin<l a reason­
able share in the entertainment provided for 
the eYening of Catharine's birth-day, and that 
they would gladly haye joined in the aflec.:­
tiouate "good D.ight" with which they parted 
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at the conclusion of the story of the German 
Girl. 

One of Catharine's occupations the next 
morning was writing a note to Julia, telling 
her of the delight they all felt at receiving the 
piano. After speaking of their feelings at the 
sight of it, and of their visit from Patrick, 
she added, "I haYe described the pleasure 
you haYe giYen us, dear Julia, because I 
know that this is the only thanks you would 
be willing to receive, the only return you 
desire for your kindness." 

\Ve now very unwillingly approach the 
time appointed for l\Ir. K elson's departure, 
that sad moment, which they knew must 
come, and which they all knew it was their 
duty to meet with cheerful resignation. 

Happily they all had much to do. Useful 
o~cupation always brings a blessing with it; 
it seems to be one of the appointed means to 
ennble us to bear many of the ine,·itable evils 
of life. l\Ir. X elson had yet many things to 
arrange before he could be satisfied to lean~ 
his family and h"s affairs for two or three 
)'C'.trs. :\Irs. X r.lson had his wardrobe to 
complete for the ,yoyuge, and her hou::;ehold 
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concerns to attend to. Catharine and Lucy 
were learning how to be useful to their 
mother, and to find time also to devote to 
their studies ; and James employed every 
moment he had to spare from his lessons, in 
doing en-ands and working in the garden. 

It is not only true that he who is faithful 
in little will be faithful in much ; but it is 
equally true, that he who is faithful in much 
will lJe faithful also in little. Mrs. :Nelson's 
habits of order, her religious sense of respon­
sibility when she had great means, enabled 
her to perform her duties now, when her 
means were small, with the same ease, and 
without a murmur at the change. K either 
she nor her husband had eYer thought, as 
::.omc rich people do, that the Father of the 
human family had singled them out as his 
fo:vourcd children, but they kuew that all they 
possessed, whether more or better than others, 
was giyen to them in charge for the good of 
others, us truly as for their own; and that if 
they were unfaithful to this sacred trust, tbey 
would have to render up a strict account in 
the great day of retribution. \Vhen they as­
:semblcd together cycry cvc:uiDg after a day 
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of cheerful and active duty, each, from little 
Lucy to Mr. Nelson, communicating their 
thoughts, their experiences, their pleasures, 
or their troubles, or all listening to a song 
from Catharine, accompanied by her piano, 
if we could have looked into their hearts, we 
should have seen, that, but for this thought 
of parting, they were as truly happy as they 
had ever been. 

So passed the time till the day before l\Ir. 
Nelson'::; departure. He v,as to sail in a 
packet from Ke,"~ York, and wished to be 
there a day or two before, in order to see his 
brother; and he was to leave them early the 
next morning. A stranger would not, per­
haps, have noticed, on the evening of his 
departure, any thing peculiar in the uppcar­
ance of the family; nn iutimute friend would 
luffe perceived a determined composure, a 
imppresscd tenderness, in e\·ery word and ac­
tion of the father and mother, and in the chil­
<lren a continually watd1fnl dc,·otiou to their 
pan•nts, and an unconcp1L'rable desire to pl0ase 
them. E,·cry thing was now said that ought 
tu lJc said ever)· thin,r wa;:; done that ou1rht ' 0 b 
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to be done, every thing but that saddest of 
all duties, to say "Good bye." 

After an unavailing effort at conversation, 
l\Ir. Kelson took little Lucy in his lap, and 
asked Catharine to play to him, which she 
did till it was time to retire to rest. lVIr. 
N'" elson kissed his children, and as he bade 
them good night, said, "I shall set off by day­
light; God bless you all, my children." Lucy, 
who was in his arms, and whom he strained 
to his bosom almost unconsciously, burst into 
a violent flood of tears, and put her arms 
round his neck and refused to leave him. 
Catharine, wL.o saw that her mother could 
not speak, tried to take Lucy away, but was 
overcome by her own feelings, and foll upon 
her father's neck, and wept with her sister. 

" Come, Catharine, come, Lucy," said 
James, "you ought to go now ; this is wrong, 
you make it harder for father to leave us. 
Good night, father, " he imid, as he pulled his 
sisters a"-ay; but his feelings almost choked 
him, in the effort he made to speak iu a 
cheerful tone. 

\Ye shall giYc no account of the purtiug 
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l)etween the parents. \Ye feel that the pri­
vacy which the tenderest earthly friendship 
seeks for and desires at such moments, is too 
sacred to be violated by a description. \Ye 
will not attempt to put into language the 
efforts they made to call up in their own hearts 
and to inspire each other with all that reli­
gious trust, that Christian resignation, which 
it had been the purpose of their lives to ac­
quire, and which alone could support them in 
this trial. 

:Mrs. N clson and her children assembled at' 
breakfast, the next morning, with heavy hearts, 
and with a serious and even sad cxprei:;sion in \ 
their faces. The social meal, in a truly happy 
family, is intended to contribute not more to 
the nourishment of the body, than to the re­
freshment of the spirit, and to the nurture of 
those affections which constitute our true 
being. And all of us have felt how difficult 
it is for those who have parted with u. friend, 
to be cheerful round a table where he or she 
has left a vacant scat. So they all felt; but the 
children found a relief for their own feelings 
in their as::;ic.luous efforts to please their mother, 
who they knew was the greateot sufferer. 
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Their mother fouud support and consolation 
in fixing her thoughts upon Him who is not far 
from any of us; to whom she had, in the sin­
cerity of a child-like trust, committed herself 
and her children, and their earthly protector, 
the frieud whom she loYed best in the world. 

l\Irs. Kelson did not allow her grief ~t part­
ing with her husband to interfere with any, 
even the smallest duty. On the contrary, it 
seemed to stir her up to greater exertion, and 
to mi.fold, or rather to bring into exercise, 
faculties which she herself was hardly aware 
of possessing. Although she had always de­
voted more time to her children than many 
mothers do, yet the necessary calls npou her 
from society had left her less leisure than she 
wished to giYe to them. She felt that the 
immediate personal influence, the close inti­
macy, the confiding friendship, the constant 
society of a mother, might be made the great­
est possible l>lessiug to her children. She had 
found it necessary to send her <laughters to 
school, but she had always regretted that i,he 
could not be more constantly associated with 
them in their studies ; and she resolYed now 
to take upon herself the care of their educa-
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tion in this, as in all other particulars. She 
began, the very day her husband left her, to 
make arrangements for the prosecution of her 
plan. After her household duties were over, 
which her industry and order made no task, 
she called her daughters to her, and examined 
them in their various studies. She found 
that, although Catharine had made good use 
of her time at school, she had a great deal to 
learn, a great deal to do, in order to bring the 
materials she had been collecting, into their 
best use. Catharine, like other girls, had 
learned a little of every thing; and her mo­
ther endeavoured to ascertain what of all her 
various pursuits she most loved, and to decide 
upon those that were most congenial to her 
mind, its peculiar wants, powers, and tastes. 
She then laid out for her a regular plan of 
study. " I propose, my dear child," said 
she, " to join you in all your pursuits. The 
occupation will be a delightful one to me, and 
I think I can aid yon in all of them, except 
in German; there you shall be my teacher, 
and we will both together teach Lucy, and 
we will make a fair division of the labour." 

Catharine was oYerjoyed at her mother'l; 
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plan. Her lo,·e of her mother had been for 
some time ripening into a stronger and more 
spiritual v.ffection, and while it lost none of 
its child-like trust, had the new and still 
greater charm of a youthful friendship. "Oh, 
mother," said she, "there is nothing I should 
like so well as to study any thing with you. 
\Yhat do you say to the plan, Lucy?' 

"Oh," said Lucy, "I had rather be taught 
by you, mother, and by Catharine, than by 
any body else; but then I am afraid that I 
shall never ham any''-" Any what? my 
child," said her mother. "Any play after­
noons, shall I?" "Yes, you shall, Lucy,'' 
said her mother, "have the same time for 
play that you have always had." "Thank 
you, mother; then Saturday afternoons I shall 
have James, perhaps, for a companion. I 
wish he was at home all the time." ",Yhy, 
my dear?" said her mother. "Because then 
he would study with me, and thn.t would be 
so much pleasanter. Now I shall study every 
thing alone ; to be sure I shall find it easy to 
be at the head of my class." "Perhaps not,'' 
said her mother, "for I mean to join you in 
your :-;tndies. But you know, Lucy, that l 
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do not approve of haYing any head or foot to 
a class; I want to teach you to study for the 
pleasure of using youi- faculties, and of gain­
ing knowledge, and not for the sake of being 
at the head of your class. But I have a plan 
that has just come into my mind, that will 
please you, I think. The other evening, when 
James's master, l\Ir. B., was here, he said 
that he had two little girls, one a year older 
nnd the other a year younger than you, and 
that he ,Yished he had a good school for 
them; for as Mrs. B. assisted him so much in 
his large school of boys, she had not time 
enough to attend to her little girls, and so 
they were often necessarily neglected. Kow, 
I propose to take the little girls, and teach 
them with you; then you will not only have 
companions of your own age, but I shall be 
able, by that means, to pay for James·s school­
ing. How shall you like that, Lucy?" Oh, 
dear mother, that is an excellent plan ! and 
then I shall become acquainted with them, 
aud have some girls to play with me; I hope 
I shall love them. "\Yhat are their names ?" 
"I do not lmow, Lucy; but I suppose that 
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will not make much difference to you,'' ~aid 
her mother, "aud you remember we have 
still to consult their parents about the plau." 
" I like it, mother," said Catharine," very 
much, and whenever you are engaged, or 
called away from the school by visiters, I will 
do my best as your assistant." "You will 
be a great help to me, my child," said Mrs. 
Nelson. 

The remainder of the forenoon was clevo• 
ted to fixing upon the hours for all their va­
rious pursuits, their hours for school, their 
hours for recreation, and their homs for 
household employment. Mrs. Nelson then 
decided upon the apartmcut that should be 
called the school-room, aud collected there 
and arranged the books and all necessary ap­
paratus. At dinner, the plan was communi­
cated to James, and he was commissioned to 
make the proposal, in his mother's name, to 
:Mrs. B., which he did; and after tea, the same 
afternoon, Mrs. B. brought her little girls to 
see Lucy, and she and ]\fr. B. rt>adily ac­
ceded to the proposal. "How soon would 
you like to haYe my little girls come? " said 
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l\Jr. B., as they took leave. "To-morrow, if 
you please," said Mrs. Nelson ; and they 
parted with this agreement. 

As soon as they were gone, Lucy began to 
jump about the room. ;, Oh," said she, "what 
nice girls ! I like them very much. One of 
them, mother, is named Ellen, and the other 
Caroli~e ; don't you think they are pretty 
names? and they looked so good-natured and 
sensible, I am sure I shall like them." 

At another time Mrs. Nelson would, per­
haps, have reminded Lucy that this was 
rather a hasty decision, and smiled at her for 
giYing such reasons for admiration; but now 
she felt such a relief from her own low spirits, 
in the light-heartedness of her child, that she 
could not find a word of chilling warning of 
the possible disappointmeut she might suffer 
in her new friends. She tried to sympathize 
with Lucy, and to feel sure that she would 
love them. Indeed, there was reason enough 
for her faith ; they were two amiable, intelli­
gent children, with no more faults than most 
girls, from eight to ten years of age, must be 
expected to have. 

\Yhen Lucy ki1:iscd he;r mother at uight, 
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before she went to bed, she put her arms 
around her neck, and said, " I mean, mother, 
to be a very good girl, and a good scholar, 
eYen though you will not gfre me any good 
murks or medals." By sunrise, the next 
morning, Lucy was awake. "Come, Catha­
rine," said she, "we must rise ,·ery early, so 
that every thing may be done, and all made 
ready; you know our school hcgins to-day." 
Catharine joined heart aucl hand with Luey 
in making the nec.:essary preparations. ~\t 
11iue o'clock the children eamc, and the school 
conunenced ; and ne,·er were ehilclrcn better 
pleased with their teacher, a11d nen!r was a 
teacher better satisfied with her pupils than 
l\Irs. X clsou ,vus with hers; and uevrr were 
there four happier faces together than her 
little school exhibited. Two or three <l.a_n1 
afterwards, Catharine wrote a long epistle to 
Julia, from which Yrn will make only a fow 
extracts, in order to shew how they passed 
their time. 

" X otwithstauding your dread of the eoun­
try, my dear .Tulia, I thiuk you would be very 
lwppy to lirn as we do. ,Ye rise Ycry early, 
and the music of the bin.I::; repays us for the 
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exertion. Lucy and I put our chamber in 
order. At six we breakfast; from breakfast 
till eight o'clock, we assist mother in domes­
tic affairs, and then get ready for our little 
school. :Mother, before we begin our lessons, 
either reads a chapter in the Bible, or a pray­
er, and she says that sometimes ::;he shall 
talk with us upon religious subjects, when she 
is not disposed to read. \Ye are in school 
only four hours; but my mother attends to 
us so closely, explaining every thing so well 
to us, that these four hours are better than 
six ,vith our master. After the school, Lucy 
and I put the room in order for the next day, 
uud do any thing we please till dinner, ,,:hich 
is at one. I usually practise on my piano 
that you huYe made so precious to me. I 
wanted to gi,·e Lucy lessons in music ; but 
mother says, that llS she has no ear or taste 
for it, she thinks that she can employ her 
time better. After diuuer we put the parlour 
in order, aucl then Lucy employs herself as 

she pleases ; I either draw or read, till four, 
wh(~Il. mother reads history with me. Lucy 
is at liberty to do ns she like::s; but she 
alway:; joius us, though she is free to choo::;c 
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whether she will or not; and then I give her 
a lesson to practise in drawing, while mother 
is reading, and I am se\vrng. "\Ve have tea 
early, and take a walk afterwards; and thrm 
we ha·ve James with us. In the en~ning we 
talk, or I play and sing; and if father were 
only with us, we should be as happy a::i the 
day is long. 

"l\Iy dear mother has borne this trial so 
well that you would love her better than 
ever, Julia. She looks so patient, and it 
seems as if she wns thinking all the time 
what she shall do for our good. She talks 
with us more than she ever did, especially 
when she goes to walk with us ; she tells us 
the names of all the wild fiower::i we find, 
um1, if we are merry, she joins us in our 
merriment. She seems to be trying to forget 
her owu loss in what pleases and concerns 
us. I cannot tell how it is, Julia, but though 
I always loved my mother, as you b10,v, so 
much, I am sure I love her better now than 
e,·er. \Yhcu father has safely arriYed in 
England, she will feel 111ute checrfol again. 
Oh, how often I wish that dear uncle was 

. nli\·c, he ,vuuld be :md.1 a comfiJrt to mother: 
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but he is gone, aud blessed Newton all spoilt 
by factories. A gentleman said the other 
day, speaking of K ewton, that these were the 
only real ruius in our country. 

"I long, dear Julia, to haYc you come and 
see us. Our house is rather small aud old­
fashiouecl, but very pleasant. There arc two 
beautiful old trees before it, and a porch 
covered with honeysuckles ; and the flowers 
and the green grass almost come to the very 
doors. You mu::;t come soon, for I long to 
see you. 

" Your affectionate 
"CATHARINE.'' 

l\Irs. Kelson found a reward in her e:x:cr­
tions, which perhaps she did not think of. It 
was a feeling of loss and snff ering by the 
sepnratiou from her husband that led her to 
make still greater exertions than ever in the 
performance of dnty. It seemed to her that 
she wa::; in this way a. fellow-labourer with 
him, for the good of their children. She folt 
as if this uuity in their purposes and actions 
kept their minds more entirely together. She 
found, however, an unlooked-for pleasure in 
being :::o constaut1y with hL'r children, in 
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mingling her thoughts more entirely with 
theirs. The society of innocent children, 
full and overflowing as they are with pure 
and generous emotions, is a healthful atmo­
sphere; and to those who have the care of 
them, they are like fragrant flowers, that shed 
their perfume upon the hands that are em­
ployed to prune and water them, and who 
guard their tender blossoms. 

The change in their circumstances and 
mode of life had also a very good influence 
upon her children. It made them begin 
actually to live for others, as well as them­
selves; they all felt that they had the care, 
in some measure, of their mother; that they 
were to make up to her the los::; of their fa­
ther. They showed their sense of this duty 
in little as well as in great things. They 
knew that her health was delicate, and she 
never stepped out of the door without some 
little caution or attention from one of them. 
Lucy would beg her to let her run up stairs 
for her India-rubber shoes. James would 
offer her his arm, and Catharine would watch 
her to sec if she wa:-:: fatigued. She was fond 
of flowers, and they kept her rnautcl-piece 

"II, 
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tlrcsscd with eYcry Yaricty the season afford­
ed. All these small services, ·which they 
had secu their father anxious to perform for 
her, they each aud all were forward to render 
her. Thus they learned all those "small, 
sweet courtesies of life" that constitute pol­
ished manners, at their true and only unfail­
ing source, a pure and sincere affection which 
loses the thought of self in devotion to its 
object. 

CIL\PTER XI. 

GOOD .i\IAKXEH.S. 

Tim fifth day after l\lr. Nelson's departure, 
ai:i J amc:,; came running home from ::ichool, 
" i\lothcr, mother," said he, "a letter from 
father ! I han1 ber.u at the post-office for 
these two thy::; past, as soon as school was 
O\'cr, iu the hope of surprising you with a 
lt•ttcr, aml l haYe one at last." 

His mother'::; heart ,vas too full to thm1k 
liim. She ~ilently took the letter, and after 
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she had read it herself, read these pnss::ige~ in 
it to her children : 

"I have not yet seen my brother; I did 
not find him at the boarding-house to which 
he usually goes. I shall see him, I hope, to­
morrow. As the vessel I shall go in does 
not sail under three days, he perhaps did not 
expect me so soon. I feel as if I had never 
known what solitude was before; now, when 
I find myself in this great city, and see no 
familiar face, I am thankful that I have so 
much business to attend to. 

"Give my love to Catharine, and tell her 
I sing over to myself her favourite hymn, 
when I feel sad and think I am becoming 
impatient. My love to James, and tell him 
that I have never said a word to him nbout 
the offering he made me of all his eamiugs, 
because I could not speak of it without being, 
I will not say unmanned, for it i:s because I 
am a man that the thought of such a thi11g 
makes me a child; but I could not trust my­
self to talk of such things; I felt the import­
ance of self-controul. James ,vill uudcr:;tnud 
me, I know. GiYe my love to little Lucy; 
tell her not to be so ruuch in love with her 

tL: . 
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little brook as to throw herself into it, but to 
think of her father when she goes there. 
Kiss them all for me, and tell them I feel 
sure that they will be good children~ 

"I haYe engaged my passage, and am get­
ting my things in readiness to go on board. 
I shall write again before I sail, which ·will 
be on the 15th." 

"To-morrow, then," said James, "father 
will sail, and I suppose, mother, you will have 
another letter in two or three days after. I 
wish I had only known before that the money 
I was earning was for father; I should have 
worked harder and earned more." 

The afternoon of this day they were sur­
prised by a visit from Julia and her mother. 
Catharine and Julia were truly delighted to 
meet again. So much had passed since their 
last meeting, that they both felt as if it was 
ten weeks instead of only ten days. Catha: 
rine's mother received Julia very affection­
ately; she had always thought, that, notwith ... 
standing some great faults, she had many 
very excellent qualities; and her judicious 
kindness to Julia had been of great advantage 
to her., and, in her efforts to do her good. 



14--! GOOD :\L\.i\'X ERS. 

l\Irs. X elson had become \·ery truly n ttachccl 
to her. After a chat of a few minutes, which 
comprised as many questions and answers as 
two girls of fourteen could crowd into such a 
space of time, Catharine iiwited Julia to look 
at their pleasant house Rnd little garden. 

"And the school-room, and my brook too," 
said Lucy; "and our beautiful clrnmbcr," 
she added, running after them, as .J nlia and 
Catharine went out. 

"Take care and keep your hats and shawls 
on when you go out," said Julia's mother, 
" or you will be as dark as Indians. I hope, 
sister," said she, turning to l\Irs. J. Kelson, 
"I hope that you pay unwearied attention to 
this subject; it is of the greatest importance. 
Ko girl can eyer look genteel, and like a lady, 
if she is tauned; it is not only ugly, it is 
more; it is vnlgar. Do not expose your 
daughters to such an evil! I assure yon, my 
dear sister, I have thought much of your mis­
fortunes, and. of your beiug obliged to bury 
yourself and Catharine in the country; I 
have not been well, and it has made me 
really nervous to think of it. I should think 
you would ha,·e prefon-ccl living nuy ho"· iu 

f' 
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town ; nud if you had only been near me, I 
conld have been of service to you and the 
girls, especially to Catharine, whom I quite 
take a fancy to. Indeed, I propose to have 
her come aud make us a long Yisit as soon as 
you are all quite arranged ; I think it may be 
of use to her, as it mll keep up her fine city 
manners, which I haYe always admired so 
much. Here, where she can run so wild, 
she may lose that lady-like restraint that is so 
fashiounble and genteel. Besides, she has no 
good model here, and she may forget her 
manners; I meau, you know, sister, except 
in you ; and there ought to be a great diffe­
rence in the manners of a mother and her 
daughter. Now it appears to me, that if she 
passes the greater part of her time with us, 
much of the eYil of li\ing in the country wiJl 
be ob\·iatcd, and I think she will be quite 
patronized among our fricnda." 

Here Julia'::; mother stopped, partly from 
bodily exhaustion, and partly because she 
had nothing more to. ay. 

Catharine·~ mother heard her in ilence, 
and even with patience, for it was onlJ what 
she expected from her sister-in-law; the _va-

0 
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tronizing tone v.as the only thing m her 

speech that had any novelty in it. Perhaps, 

for she was but human, it was this that 

roused her to make one more effort to make 

herself understood by this lady,- a thing she 

hacl so often attempted in vain -with her 

that she had long since given it up as hope-

less. 
"I thank you," she said, "for your par-

tiality for CatharinP-; I shall leave her at 

liberty to do as she pleases about accepting 

your invitation. I consider it, however, one 

of the ackantages of om misfortunes, that we 

luwc removed into the couuh-y; it brings me 

still nearer than ever to my children; it 

gives them an opportunity of exercising vir­

tues and acquiring habits of useful employ­

ment, and calls upon them for sacrifices, 

which I think are of more importance to them 

than any advantage they derived from living 

in the city. They agree with me, that, if 

their father were only at home, we should be 

happier than ever ,Yith regard to externals, 

I hope that they will not wantonly abuse 

whatever good looks they may have, by mere 

carelessness; I, however, consider good health 

r ... 
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and good humour more important. Still, 
sister, the bonnets must and shall be remem­
bered. As for my daughters' manners, they 
have not been formed upon any particular 
model in Boston; and I therefore may pro­
ceed with them upon the same prindple here. 
True politeness is the spirit of Christianity 
carried into the daily intercourse of life. 
Christians who in honour prefer one another, 
in little as well as great things, would be 
models of politeness. 

" I ha -ve heard it said sometimes, of pro­
fessed Christians, of clergymen, that they are 
wanting in good manners; that they neglect 
the courtesies aud lffoprieties of life, that they 
take the first place and the best things. But 
the truth is, that in doing these things, they 
lay aside therr religion and are not Christians. 
Christianity teaches what is lovely and of 
good report, as perfectly as it does what is 
true and what is pure. I think, therefore, 
that Catharine has a model of good manners 
while she makes this book" (laying her hand 
ou the Bible) "her constant study. "\Vithout 
entering so fully into the princ:iple, I have 
always acted upon it in the edntation of rny 
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children, and have endeavoured to teach 
them, whenever they have been wanting in 
true politeness, that they have Yiolated some 
important Christian duty. I know that there 
are some little forms that it is of imporlc1nce 
to be acquainted with, and which are to be 
learned ouly as forms; but it docs not take 
much time to acquire them, and my children 
will not be so excluded from society as to be 
quite ignorant of them. 

" ~i~ ou speak, sister, of your friends patron­
izing Catharine. I again thunk yon fur your 
desire to sc1Te my chHd, but I really shon1c1 
be ,·cry sorry to have her patronized. I lw,Ye 
too great a rPgn.rd for lwr true dignity. 
\Yhcn lir'r father was rich, I should have 
been troubled at seeing her caressed on that 
account; nnd now it would be equally painful 
to me to luwe hrr patronized bec:nuRr we Rre 

poor. Perhap::; it is a mother's purtinlity that 
makes me thillk that she is worth Joying 
simply on her own account, nud a mother'::; 
pride that makes me think that she docs not 
rer1uirc, and would not be honoured by, pn­
tr011.1ge. If my chiklrcn are evpr to be di:-;­

tiug1ti':lhL·d nuc1 ruspeded iii tli(' world, [ wi:-;lt 
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it to be the reward solely of their own un­
questioned merit." 

Mrs. N" elson's warmth had made her, for a 
few moments, forget the weakness and nar­
row-mindedness of her sister-in-law. She 
was restored to recollection by seeing her 
gape with such an unequivocal expression of 
confusion of thought, and of weariness at the 
length of her sermon, as to prove to her that 
she had preached altogether in vain. 

" Do I understand you right, sister," said 
she, as she put a little essence-bottle to her 
nose, "that you are willing Catharine should. 
come soon to make us a visit ? I think, and 
so does l\1r. Nelson, that you have excellent 
views upon the subject of education, and Ca­
tharine does you honour; you may be proud 
of her. \Vith your leave, I will invite her, 
when they return from their walk, to come to 
our house. They ought to come in soon ; 
the evening air will be damp-I ought not to 
be out in it. 1 am too weak for any thing, 
and indeed, sister, I am sorry you did not 
keep your elegant sofa, it was so easy ; these 
chairs are uot some of your best; I dou't 

o2 
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speak on my account, but if you should hap­
pen e-vcr to be so weak as I am, I am afraid 
you would miss your sofa. \Ylrnt do you 
thiuk has become of those girls ? I am afraid 
that .Julia will get sun-burnt." 

Ju a fow minutes Julia and her cousins re­
tnrncd from their walk. 

"I am glad to see you," said her mother 
to Julia; it is growing htc in the nfternoon, 
a•1cl I am much afraid of the clfocts of the 
ernuing air. Catharine, my child,'' snicl she, 
" I must ha-ve you collle and make us a visit 
soon ; you will lose all your spirits and 
become quite rustic if you do not come to 
Bo;:;ton frequently, and we dcpe11d upon hnY­
ing yo11. Julia has had a :-;olcmu fa('e <'ver 
since she heard of your father· s misfortunes, 

aucl that you were to li,·e in the couutry. It 
is quite natural; girls cannot do without some 
one to tell all their secrets to, and she ne-ver 
talks to me. There is to be a fine concert in 
the course of a fortnight; the singer is the 
fi11cst that ever was in Boston-I forget his 
name; yon arc fond of music; so th,tt I am 
sure it will be a great pleasure to you, ,md 

r 
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come you must. I shall come for you myself, 
or scud the carriage, before then ; when will 
you be ready, my dear?" 

C,ltlrnrinc looked a little embarrassed, and 
hesitated for au answer. 

"\Yell, my dear," said her aunt, "should 
yon like to come ? " 

"I thank yon, annt," said Catharine, "I 
had rather not leayc humc at present." 

"\Ylmt! my clear," said her aunt, in rather 
a pctti;:;h tone, which \Yas habitual with her 
"-hen she wn:, thwarted in her wishes, " and 
so you prcfor hearing the frogs croak here in 
the country, to hearing fine music in Boston? 
I thought by this time you might be glad to 
vi;:;it the cidlized world again. However, 
you cmmot be iu earnest ; and if you are, 
you will change your mind by the time I 
~eud for you, whid1 will be in less than a 
week; your mother says you may go." ~ 

Catharine looked towards her mother, who 
immediately answered, "I said, my dear 
that you might do as you pleased." 

By this time Catharine had recovered from 
her embarrassment at being ouligecl to rcfusp 
the invitation. There was something in the 
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whole tone of her aunt a little different from 
usual, and although she did not quite under•• 
stand it, she did not like it ; and she again 
answered her, but with perfect composure, 
that she should rather not leave home,-that 
she was not sick of the country, but liked it 
better than the town. "And as for the frogs, 
aunt," she added, "you know if I don't like 
their music, I can drown their noise with 
my own, since uncle and Julia have been so 
kind as to giYe me my piano again." 

" Then you do not care for the concert ? 
\V ell, child, I did not think the country would 
spoil you quite so soon. Come, Julia, my 
dear, let us go." 

This was said in rather a displeased tone 
of voice. Catharine simply answered, "Yes, 
I do care for the concert; I have no doubt I 
should enjoy it highly; but I prefer being at 
home now ; I hope you are not displeased. 
with me, aunt;'' 

"Oh no, my dear, do as you please; good 
bye; it is time we were at home.'' 

Julia, who had really set her heart upon 
ktviug Catharine go with her to the concert, 
and had imbibed something of her mother'::; 

L 
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frctfnlness at meeting with any dis~ppoint­
mcnt, had so true a love for Catharine that 
i:ihe folt ouly for her. 

"I am very sorry you cannot go with us, 
Catharine," said she, " to this concert; but 
perhaps there may be another, and then you 
will go; I shall not go without you." 

As her mother \Ycts in the carriage and 
calling her, she could say no more; but she 
1.issed Catharine most affectionately us she 
bade her good night. 

"I cannot understand what Aunt N eh1on 
mean~," said Catharine, as they drove off. 
" H<JW can she suppose that I want to go to 
a concert now, after all that has passed, and 
father just gone!'' 

"It would be dull for mother too," said 
Lucy, "if you were to go nwny, Catharine; I 
wonder that she <lid not think of mother." 

Catharine folt this too, but she wus old 
euough to know that it would be kinder to 
say nothing to her mother of this reason for 
her not ku Ying home ; urnl her heart was so 
<'111irdy in her pre~cnt dntie:, and pleasnreP, 
that :.-:he had 11t>t bt>t'll <·onscious of making 
am· sanifi<·e of lwr uwa iudiuntion~ . ., . 
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" I am Ycry sure," she said, " that I am 
happier here than I should be in Bm;ton. 

Julia says, mother, that her father is to return 

soon. I only wish," she added, "that we 

had Julia here. Kotwithstanding the way in 

which she sometimes talks of the country, I 

know she would like it if she were only here. 

She was so agreeable and affectionate to me 

this afternoon ; she seemed to love me more 

than ever, and when I told her that she must 

come and pass a week with us, she did not 

laugh at the idea of coming into the country, 

as she did before, but seemed quite pleased 

with the thought. I certainly think, mother, 

Julia has improved a great deal of late." 

"l think so too, my dear," said her mother. 

"l am very glad, Catharine, that you felt and 

acted as you did, at your aunt's invitation. 

I did not suppose you would wish to go ; and 

I thought it best that yon should not; but I 

wished you to decide entirely for yourself" 

r' 
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CHAPTER XII. 

CONCLUSION. 

"\YE have now nearly arrived at the con­
clusion of the little sketch that we promised 
to give our readers of Catharine Nelson and 
her friends, four years after her first vY ell­
spent Hour, of which we gave them an ac­
count. It was our object at that time to shew 
the value, and possible effect, of even one 
well-spent hour,-that it might be the appa­
rent beginning of virtue and happiness that 
could not be measured by hours, that would 
have no limits, no termination. \Ve ia;ay only 
the apparent beginning; it is not possible for 
any human eye, perhaps, to percei\Te the first 
action of a rational being that is prompted by 
conscience, the first germ of the immortal 
fruit of virtue. It may be that the infant in 
his mother's arms, that is taught to restrain 
one little passion, has taken one step on his 
way towards his Father's house. 

Our purpose has been in the present vo­
lume to shew what we thought the natural 
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results of such prindplcs as we set forth iu 
the first; to describe l\Ir. and l\Irs. Nelsou 
and their children just as they probabl} 

,.:i 1 • r ,. d 1· 1· w01ut o~•, ndrng, 1~• ;li,g, n.n t 1111 nng as we 
might expect they woul<l, under the circuru­
stances in which they were placed by the 
change in l\ Ir. K el sou's fortune. \Y c wished 
to shew that the) possessed the true riches, 
and that the privation of earthly possessions, 
and even of some of the purest earthly enjoy­
ments, could not make them truly unhappy. 

It remains for us no'.\· to sn y 0111 y a few 
\Yords more of them, before we say farewell. 

l\Irs. X elson had completed all her domestic 
arrangemeuts. She found Kancy Leonard a 
great comfort and assistance to her; her neat­
ness, hn quiet industry, the habit which she 
had early formed of turning her hand to any 
thing, her devoted love for the family, made 
her an inexpressible blessing to them. She, 
as well as Catharine, had begun a life of use­
fulness and virtuous happiness, by "shewing 
piety at home." In Mrs. Nelson's opinion, 
and in the opinion of all ,vho judge righteous 
judgmcut, she wa::; a::; much dc::;en·ing of love 
and honour as any one of the family. She 
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wns treated by them all with the greatest 

respect and affection, not as a matter of cha­

rity or partiality towards her, but because 

their sense of right would not allow them to 

treat her in any other way. It was respect, 

affection, simple justice, - not favour, not 

condescension. To l\lrs. Nelson she was as 

a child, and to the children she ,,,as as a 

sister. 
As thC' family was i:;mall ;tud their wan b; 

,:,.;ere fe\ T and :3imple. aud as all had their ap­

prop1 ia,te <lntie::, which were carefully per­

formed at tll(' proper time, ·with the fidelity of 

love, which makes the measure of ability the 

only measure of good deeds, you would have 

thought, come iu when you would, that every 

thiug was iu order, that there was nothing to 

do. 1\.Irs. N' elson found her little school a 
source of great eujoyment to her; she read 

and studied as a learner, iu order the better 

to fit herself to be a teacher. The room. she 

had devoted to her school looked directly 

iuto the garden, every motion of the wind 

brought in a shower of blossoms, and the 

:mng of the Linb miuglcd and harmouiz,cd 

well with the ~\,·c't>t voices of the children, re-
p 
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peating their lessons; lessons, in which there 

was no rivalry, no unhallowed ambition to 
eclipse others; lessons, that were not tasks, 
but lessons that tanght in detail the great 
truth which God's beautiful universe teaches 
with an overwhelming fulness and power, 
that He is good, and that all his works de­
clare his glory, and that it is the great privi­
lege and true felicity of his rational offspring 
so to perfect their nature by knowledge and 
virtue, that they may become acquainted 
with God, and be formed in his likeness. To 
bring the minds of her children to this result, 
and to shew them that this was the great cud 
of knowledge, was the only definite plan and 
system that l\.Irs. Nelson pursued; she left j t 

to circumstances and experience to teach her 
the best method of arriving at the cud she 

proposed. 
The morning of the 1 7th, three days aftei-

1\Ir. Kelson's last letter, the day ou which 
she expected another letter from her husband, 
Mrs. Kelson said to James, as he was going 
to school, "I hope, my son, that you will 

bring home a letter from your father \\Yhcu 
you return to dinner." James, however, re-

J 
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turned without it. His mother folt much 
disappointed, and a little anxious. The 
weather had been unusually hot, and the hot 
weather was apt to make her husband ill, 
when it first came on. She knew that he 
would have much to do, and she feared that 
so much exercise might be injurious to him. 
See did not mention her fears, but Catharine 
understood them without her speaking. 
" Rely upon it, mother," said she, " if father 
was ill uncle would write." 

"He had not found your uncle when he 
last wrote," said her mother. 

" Oh ! but, mother, that was only the third 
day after he arrived. You know uncle al­
ways visits at l\1r. R.'s, and he would hear of 
him there; I dare say he went there the very 
day after he wrote. I am sure, mother, there 
is no reason for being anxious. You know, 
Patrick used to say, that bad news is always 
heard beforehand." 

" \Yhy, mother," said James, "you know 
our post-office is good for nothing ; I dare 
say there was a letter in Boston this morning, 
and they dic.l not bring it out. I shall bring 
you home one this afternoon ; ' ' and he has-
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tC'nC'cl to srhool, as if by that means he should 

return the sooner. 
The tea-table wo.s spread, and the time 

had nearly arrived for James to return from 

s_;hool. Lury had stationed herself at the 

front windows, where she could got the very 

first glimpse of .James. " He will hold the 

letter up, if he secs me," said she; so she 

p•1t her head ns far out of the window us :-;he 

well could. But Lucy'::i impatience did not 

hasten that slow, obstinate old follow with 

the honr-g1uss in his hand; it was not quite 

time for .fames to return with the letter. 

, : Thi8 chaise makes r:mch a dust," said Lucy, 

"I cmmot sec any thing; I dare say that 

poor J umes is in that cloud of dust. Oh '. it 

i; stopping at our gate: I cannot sec into the 

chaise, for it has passed my window. \Yhy, 

mother, it is uncle that has just jumped out 

of it ! that it is ! that it i::, ! He hus brought 

your h_,tter, and that is the reason poor Jrunes 

dicl not find it at the post-oiliee. There's 

another gentleman gctti11g out! why, whnt a 

jnmp he macle ! why, mother, it loob like _., 

~he stopped, i:;he doubted her own eyes . 

. i\lr"l. :N ch,ou had nm to the dour to meet her 
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brother-in-law, and to receive her husband's 
letter; but whom did she meet there? in 
whose arms was she clasped? It was her 
own husbaud; it was in his arms that she 
was folded. It was he that sprang out of 
the chaise, and that even little Lucy could 
not believe for joy to be her father .. 

The surprise was so great to 1\.lrs. Nelson, 
the joy was so overpowering, that for some 
minutes she could not utter a word. \Vhen 
she recoYered herself and saw her children 
again in their father's arms, her tears began 
to flow, tears of unspeakable joy. "How is 
it ? " said she; "what does this mean, that 
you are here ? '' 

"\Yhy, have you not receiYed my letter?" 
" N' o,'' she said, " not a word since the 

first you wrote the day after you arrived at 
:New York." 

"Here is your letter, mother," said James, 
as he rnn up the little yard; "it ought to 
haYe been here yesterday." As he said the 
last word, he entered the parlour and saw his 
father. "\Yhy, father! is it you?" h~ said, 
as he flew into his arms. 

"Y c , my sou," said his father, "and you 
P2 





CONCLUSTOX. 1G3 
-must thank your uncle for Rceing me again 
so soon. The letter you have brought to 
your mother tells the whole story." 

"Before we luwe any stories," sni<l. their 
tmelc, " I choose to have a little attention 
paid to m(~ ; here I luwe been cryiug like a 
boy, at seeing all this hugging and kissing 
going on, and not one hug or ld.ss have I had 
to comfort me; so I expect as many kisses 
as I hin-e stood here seconds waiting your 
leisure." He then seized upon little Lucy. 
"Conw here, all of you," said he; "my 
urms are long enon~h to take you all iu." 
The children loved their nude very tenderly, 
aud wlmt their father l!nd said to them made 
their hearts overflow with lo,·e and gratitude 
to him. 

"Dear uuele," said Catharine, "how good 
you are to us all ! How did you manage to 
l,ring home father to us?'' 

"I snppose I may as well tell you the 
whole story myself; for your father would be 
tno seutimental, aud take too long a time. 
Come, all of you, nnd sit down here by me, 
-clo:-;e by me, l\Jiss Lncy,-and I will tell 
you the whole ::itory. You see, your father 
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does not want to go to Europe, and I do ; I 

want some one to take care of all my bu::;i­

ness, money, &c. I know of no one but he 

that will answer my purpose. Now it is a 

fair bargain. I have been wanting a partner 

for some time past ; but like Betty :Martin in 

search of a husband, I could not find one to 

suit my mind. It is the luckiest thing that 

ever happened to me that your father failed; 

for now I can take him into partnership, and 

have a vacation; and you know, James, that's 

a thing worth having at any time, and I mean 

to cut as many capers as I please; and now, 

children, my story is done." 
"One thing," said his brothP-r, "you have 

left out of your story, which I must tell my 

children. Besides giving me employment 

by which I can support my family, you have 

paid my debts, and made me a free m,m 

again." 
"All for my own advantage," said his bro-

ther; "I could not do without you. I began 

to form thi:3 plan, sister, n::; soon as ] henrd 

of your husband's failure, and I hoped to be 

able to return from LT cw York soou enough 

to prc\Tent his leaving you at nll; but I hncl 
l 
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some business that made it impossible. The 
,~cry day he arrived in New York I was 
obliged to leave there for Philadelphia, from 
whence I returned only the day before the 
packet was to sail, not knowing that he had 
been there some days. You know I hate 
writing, and love talking; so I had my whole 
plan to communicate and settle in a very 
short time; but it was soon enough to prc­
wmt his baggage as well a.s himself from 
mah.ing a voyage to England." 

l\lrs. N clsou put her hand in her brother's; 
"You know, dear \Yilliarn, ·what is in my 
heart, and what I would say if I could speak.'' 

"And I do not want to hear it, sister," 
said he ; " but I want you to do something 
for me, whil'h will be a great fo,vour." 

"And what is it, brother?" suid Mrs. N el­
son; "I shall rejoice at your wants as truly 
as you did at my husband's failure." 

"I wish," said l\lr. Kelson, "to take my 
wife ,,,ith me; she has a married sister, who, 
you know, lives in Paris; and she wishes to 
go, and thinks the voyage will he of use to 
her health. She wi:,hes that w·e should take 
.Julia with us ; but I cauuut couseut tlw t 
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Julia should learn any Parisian airs, and I 
am desirous that you should take charge of 
her while we are gone. You well know she 
is our most precious possession, and there is 
no place in this world where I should feel 
that she was so well protected from evil, and. 
in the way of obtaining so much good, as under 
your care, and with Catharine for her com­
panion.'' 

Catharine could hardly restrain her ex­
pressions of delight till the conclusion of her 
1mcle's request. "Oh, dear mother," said 
she, " that is delightful ! that is the very 
thing I should like best in the world, now 
that father has come back." 

Mrs. Nelson was not less pleased than 
Catharine. "You know," said she, "that I 
love Julia very sincerely; I have pro-ved my 
love by sometimes telling her of her faults. 
Rely upon it, brother, I will be as a mother 
to her during your absence. It will be a great 
pleasure to us all to have her with us." 

"Tell her of her faults as much as you 
please," said Mr. Nelson, "only let her be 
with you, and I am satisfied." This being 
settled, they drew round the tea-table, and 
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never was there a set of faces seen together, 
that told the story of happier hearts than did 
theirs that evening. Not many words were 
spoken, however; even little Lucy was silent; 
in great joy, as well as in great sorrow, we 
find that words are weak and vain to tell 
what is in the depths of the heart. 

"Another lriss from you all," said their 
uncle to the children, us he bade them good 
night, and left them to return to the city. 

After a little while Lucy's talking faculties 
began to return, and she told her father of 
their school, of her little companions, Ellen 
and Caroline B., and how much better she 
liked study now than she ever did before. 
"l\ly brother \\--ishes us," said l\Ir. Nelson, 
" to rehu·u to Boston, and liYe in hia house 
while they are gone ; they do not like to shut 
it up." 

" Oh no, dear father,'' said all the children; 
"let us li,·e in the country." 

"\Vhat do you say, my dear?" said he to 
their mother. 

"Let us remain here,'' she said; "I can 
be more ·with the children, and do them more 
good. Indeed, I am as much plcaocd wi.th 
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the ::;chool as they are ; and if your busincs~ 

will allow it, I should prefer remaining in the ,, 
country for the summer at least." t 

"This is just my wish," said Mr. Nelson 

"early rising will do me good, and I cc~ 

always be in the city soon enough for r/t) 
business." It was then decided that th~.y . 

should remain where they were, and continue 
1 

their little school, and they retired to rest. 

with hearts overflowing with gratitude and 

joy, but not before Mr Kelson had, in foe 

:-;implc language of devout and sincere prayer, 

thanked the Giver of all good, for so soon 

uniting them together again, under the same 

roof, in peace and safety. 

It remains only to be said that the mo­

ther found it harcl to relinquish her plan o:: 
faking Julia to Paris; but her husband wa·: 

})Ositive, and she at last cmisented to leave 

her. Vain and weak as s1'. ') ms, she loved 
.H ' Uc:. 

her daughter very tenderly; and althonl 

she feared it woulcl be a lasting i10 nry to J uli.i , -8 

munnen,, and, what was to her of nearly Hi 

great importance, her complexion, to liYe ;n 

the country, tihe yet v,i::.hed her to be wi~1 

her aunt and Catharine, rather thau with "· 1-S 

l 

1 

'' 
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one besides, if she was not permitted to go 
.,., ith them to Paris. She trusted, she said, 
that her aunt Nelson would make it a matter 
o~· conscience, to see that Julia never went 
out without a bonnet. The idea of the suffer­
ings and possible dangers of the voyage made 
her feel very nervous ; but, on the other 
nand, she would say, that she comforted her­
self with the thought that she should see a 
little of Parisian society, and be able, perhaps, 
to bring home with her a French milliner, 
who could teach the Gothic Bostonians a 
more civilized mode of making bows for their 
caps and bonnets. 

,vhen Julia heard from her father that 
they were going to Europe, and that she was 
to remain with her aunt Nelson, her first 
feeling was that of passionate grief at being 
separated from her parents. Her next feeling 
was, that if s} _ ~ould not be with them, she 
~110uld be hah er ·with Catharine and her 
· nnt than any where else. They had always 
bad the power of calling forth her best quali­
ties; and, without ever being flattered by 
them, she had always experienced more true 
f-'nlf-satisfaction after being with them, than 

Q 
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at any other time. She had often said to her 
father, "I should learn to be always good, 
father, I belieYe, if I was to live with Catha­
rine." It is impossible to love excellent 
beings truly, and become very intimate with 
their n1inds, \Yitl10ut desiring to imitate the 
excellence which we admire. Julia had ex­
perienced this blessed effect from the charac­
ter and conduct of Catharine ; she had found 
her happiness in yielding to that inHuence 
only which it is safe and desirable for one 
mind to ha,·e over another, that of simple 
goodness and superior virtue. Catharine had 
beeu Julia's first playmate, her earliest com­
panion, and was her dearest friend; and mny 
we not hope that, now that she is to Jive, 
with her, she will cure her faults, and, to 
use her own wonl:3, "learn how to be always 
good" ? 

\Y c hope that our readers will not compare 
us to a visiter, who, after having said" Good­
bye," stands holding the door in his hand, to 
say a fow bst words, which, although courte­
sy induces us to listen to them with a degree 
of nttenlion, do not make us forget that it is 
time the door was shut. \Ve have one part-

. 
1\ 
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ing word to say of our friend Patrick. \Vhen 
he heard that l\Ir. Nelsou had returned home, 
aud that he \Yas to remain with his family, 
he ran about tossing up his hat, huzzaing like 
a crazy man. "Betsy," said he to his wife, 
"it's not worth while for me to try to work 
this afternoon. I must go out and see l\Ir. 
Nelson myself~ and ask him if it is really him 
that has come back, and that's not goiug to 
Euglaud. Good-bye!'' aud in less thau five 
rni.nntca he was on the road to l\Ir. Nelson's. 
11c arrived a little before sunset, and found 
hiB old master standing in the little porch iu 
front of th.e house. "Heaven be praised, 
and is it yourself that I see?" said he, while 
his eyes :filled with tears, and his whole face glowed with delight. 

" Indeed it is, Patriek," said l\Ir. Kelson, 
!l8 he cnught the poor fellov,r's band, "and 
Yery glad to see you, my good friend. All 
my debts arc paid, I am a free man again, 
nnd cau stay at home with my wife and chil­
dreu; come in aud sec us." They all came 
forward to :;hake hands with him, nnd receh·e 
l1i:-5 congmtulatiou, and c1uoy over again wit:I> 
him their Hew and unexpected happiness. 
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He stood still, looking around at the w1 

group for a moment, and then said, ":Now 
have the prayers of poor Patrick o·x eil been 
heard, and I have lived to see you all to­
gether again. Now I can forgive even the 
creditors, especially since they did not <.? et 
Miss Catharine's piano." 

G , S:\fALLFIELD, PnI:-.Trm, HACK~W 










	Image000_27052021-v(right)
	Image001_27052021-0(left)
	Image001_27052021-v(right)
	Image002_27052021-0(left)
	Image002_27052021-v(right)
	Image003_27052021-0(left)
	Image003_27052021-v(right)
	Image004_27052021-0(left)
	Image004_27052021-v(right)
	Image005_27052021-0(left)
	Image005_27052021-v(right)
	Image006_27052021-0(left)
	Image006_27052021-v(right)
	Image007_27052021-0(left)
	Image007_27052021-v(right)
	Image008_27052021-0(left)
	Image008_27052021-v(right)
	Image009_27052021-0(left)
	Image009_27052021-v(right)
	Image010_27052021-0(left)
	Image010_27052021-v(right)
	Image011_27052021-0(left)
	Image011_27052021-v(right)
	Image012_27052021-0(left)
	Image012_27052021-v(right)
	Image013_27052021-0(left)
	Image013_27052021-v(right)
	Image014_27052021-0(left)
	Image014_27052021-v(right)
	Image015_27052021-0(left)
	Image015_27052021-v(right)
	Image016_27052021-0(left)
	Image016_27052021-v(right)
	Image017_27052021-0(left)
	Image017_27052021-v(right)
	Image018_27052021-0(left)
	Image018_27052021-v(right)
	Image019_27052021-0(left)
	Image019_27052021-v(right)
	Image020_27052021-0(left)
	Image020_27052021-v(right)
	Image021_27052021-0(left)
	Image021_27052021-v(right)
	Image022_27052021-0(left)
	Image022_27052021-v(right)
	Image023_27052021-0(left)
	Image023_27052021-v(right)
	Image024_27052021-0(left)
	Image024_27052021-v(right)
	Image025_27052021-0(left)
	Image025_27052021-v(right)
	Image026_27052021-0(left)
	Image026_27052021-v(right)
	Image027_27052021-0(left)
	Image027_27052021-v(right)
	Image028_27052021-0(left)
	Image028_27052021-v(right)
	Image029_27052021-0(left)
	Image029_27052021-v(right)
	Image030_27052021-0(left)
	Image030_27052021-v(right)
	Image031_27052021-0(left)
	Image031_27052021-v(right)
	Image032_27052021-0(left)
	Image032_27052021-v(right)
	Image033_27052021-0(left)
	Image033_27052021-v(right)
	Image034_27052021-0(left)
	Image034_27052021-v(right)
	Image035_27052021-0(left)
	Image035_27052021-v(right)
	Image036_27052021-0(left)
	Image036_27052021-v(right)
	Image037_27052021-0(left)
	Image037_27052021-v(right)
	Image038_27052021-0(left)
	Image038_27052021-v(right)
	Image039_27052021-0(left)
	Image039_27052021-v(right)
	Image040_27052021-0(left)
	Image040_27052021-v(right)
	Image041_27052021-0(left)
	Image041_27052021-v(right)
	Image042_27052021-0(left)
	Image042_27052021-v(right)
	Image043_27052021-0(left)
	Image043_27052021-v(right)
	Image044_27052021-0(left)
	Image044_27052021-v(right)
	Image045_27052021-0(left)
	Image045_27052021-v(right)
	Image046_27052021-0(left)
	Image046_27052021-v(right)
	Image047_27052021-0(left)
	Image047_27052021-v(right)
	Image048_27052021-0(left)
	Image048_27052021-v(right)
	Image049_27052021-0(left)
	Image049_27052021-v(right)
	Image050_27052021-0(left)
	Image050_27052021-v(right)
	Image051_27052021-0(left)
	Image051_27052021-v(right)
	Image052_27052021-0(left)
	Image052_27052021-v(right)
	Image053_27052021-0(left)
	Image053_27052021-v(right)
	Image054_27052021-0(left)
	Image054_27052021-v(right)
	Image055_27052021-0(left)
	Image055_27052021-v(right)
	Image056_27052021-0(left)
	Image056_27052021-v(right)
	Image057_27052021-0(left)
	Image057_27052021-v(right)
	Image058_27052021-0(left)
	Image058_27052021-v(right)
	Image059_27052021-0(left)
	Image059_27052021-v(right)
	Image060_27052021-0(left)
	Image060_27052021-v(right)
	Image061_27052021-0(left)
	Image061_27052021-v(right)
	Image062_27052021-0(left)
	Image062_27052021-v(right)
	Image063_27052021-0(left)
	Image063_27052021-v(right)
	Image064_27052021-0(left)
	Image064_27052021-v(right)
	Image065_27052021-0(left)
	Image065_27052021-v(right)
	Image066_27052021-0(left)
	Image066_27052021-v(right)
	Image067_27052021-0(left)
	Image067_27052021-v(right)
	Image068_27052021-0(left)
	Image068_27052021-v(right)
	Image069_27052021-0(left)
	Image069_27052021-v(right)
	Image070_27052021-0(left)
	Image070_27052021-v(right)
	Image071_27052021-0(left)
	Image071_27052021-v(right)
	Image072_27052021-0(left)
	Image072_27052021-v(right)
	Image073_27052021-0(left)
	Image073_27052021-v(right)
	Image074_27052021-0(left)
	Image074_27052021-v(right)
	Image075_27052021-0(left)
	Image075_27052021-v(right)
	Image076_27052021-0(left)
	Image076_27052021-v(right)
	Image077_27052021-0(left)
	Image077_27052021-v(right)
	Image078_27052021-0(left)
	Image078_27052021-v(right)
	Image079_27052021-0(left)
	Image079_27052021-v(right)
	Image080_27052021-0(left)
	Image080_27052021-v(right)
	Image081_27052021-0(left)
	Image081_27052021-v(right)
	Image082_27052021-0(left)
	Image082_27052021-v(right)
	Image083_27052021-0(left)
	Image083_27052021-v(right)
	Image084_27052021-0(left)
	Image084_27052021-v(right)
	Image085_27052021-0(left)
	Image085_27052021-v(right)
	Image086_27052021-0(left)
	Image086_27052021-v(right)
	Image087_27052021-0(left)
	Image087_27052021-v(right)
	Image088_27052021-0(left)
	Image088_27052021-v(right)
	Image089_27052021-0(left)
	Image089_27052021-v(right)
	Image090_27052021-0(left)
	Image090_27052021-v(right)
	Image091_27052021-0(left)
	Image091_27052021-v(right)
	Image092_27052021-0(left)
	Image092_27052021-v(right)
	Image093_27052021-0(left)
	Image093_27052021-v(right)
	Image094_27052021-0(left)

