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PREFACE 

TO THE FIRST EDITION . 

• 

I\'.IY younger brother, the writer of the little 

book which is he.re presented to juvenile readers; 

feeling himself at present a stranger amongst 

them, imagined he n1.ight receive a more favour

able 1·eception if introduced by one who is al

ready so happy as to enjoy some share of their 

regard. 

With the freedom, therefore of an old ac-

quaintance, I beg leave to commend this little 

Yolume to the favour of my young friends. 

Although it was chiefly composed during the 

weeks of a painful illness, it is hoped there will 
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not be found a deficiency of that entertainment 

which generally renders a useful moral most. 

acceptable to the youthful reader. 

Should it succeed in its design, and engage 

the interest of those for whose instruction it is 

intended, the writer himself will not be more 

gratified, though, perhaps he may be more sur

prised,-than his sister, 

JANE TAYLOR. 
ONG.rn, Octobe1·, 1818. 

E x tract, from a Note to tlie P itbl-ishers. 

" I HAVE struck out the too numerous abbreviations, 

remedied some inaccuracies, and made the book, I 

think, more acceptable. 

"JEFFERYS TAYLOR. 

"Jan. 16, 1851." 



HARRY)S HOLIDAY. 

CHAPTER I. 

"How I should like to be Robinson Crusoe!" 
said Harry, who sometimes talked to himself, 
especially when he felt discontented. 

" I doubt it/' said his father, who, passing 
by just then, happened to overhear him. 

This made Harry lift his head from his hand, 
on which he had been restingi t, as idle people 
do, and he began to consider what else he 
might have said loud enough to be heard; for 
he knew he had been thinking a great many 
things which he should not at all like to tell 
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his parents. There was one sentence in par
ticular which he was very uneasy about; for 
he was sadly afraid he had muttered it loud, 
and, even in his present discontented mood, 
he knew it to be untrue, unkind, and ungrate
ful. 

"But I should not so much mind if he did 
hear that," thought he, referring to something 
in which he believed himself to be really ill 
used. "I wonder whether father was there 
before I said I should like to be ·Robinson 
Crusoe !-I did'nt hear any body." 

After questioning himself a little more to no 
purpose, his thoughts turned to the old subject. 
-" Yes,- I should like to be Robinson Crusoe," 
thought he; "father may doubt it, but I know 
it. I dare say I know what I should like my
self; but he knows nothing about it; he does 
not want to be any body else, I dare say, be
cause he can do just as he likes; and what is 
the reason I may not? It is doing as one likes is 
the thing; it is so disagreeable to be obliged to 
obey just to a minute, and to be forced to go 
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when that bell rings, let me be about what I 

will; as if 1 could not go to my lessons as well 

afterwards! How would papa like it himself, 

I wonded" Harry might l1ave recollected that 

his father was always one of the first to go when 
the family bell rang; but he did not recol

lect it; nor did he consider how lately his 

grumbling soliloquy had been overheard, but 

he began talking to himself again as he did 

before. 
"I only wish," said he, "I could have my 

own way for one week; oh, if I could but be as 
Robinson Crusoe was, and they could see me!

they would envy me. They might keep their 

chairs, and their tables, and their beds, and 

their carpets ! Why, if I were going to be 

like him, I would not have a thing that is 

in -this house ;-I know how to do without 
them.n 

I-Iis imagination then landed him, as if at 

one leap, on the desert island, where, he 

thought, he immediately saw a bread-fruit-tree, 

and some oysters, and that he presently found 
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a convenient sharp stone to open them wHh. 
He fancied himself, besides, just within sight of 
a snug cave to live in, when, .alas! the bell rang, 
which ·made poor Harry start as if in his sleep. 
It is wonderful how truly miserable, discontented 
people often make themselves; for poor Harry 
felt really unhappy, though far less so than he 
would have done in Robinson's cave that night; 
however, he was but a little boy, and he did 
not know how very often little boys are mis
taken. 

He now felt reminded of his hard lot, in be
ing obliged to obey every summons, and slowly 
paced towards the room in wh:ich the family as
sembled. But as he drew near, he began to 
think of what he had said, and of what his fa
ther might have heard, and he felt very uneasy 
lest it should be brought against him, as a 
serious charge, the moment he entered. The 
door being partly open, he looked in, and saw 
his father standing with his back to the fire, 
but not looking at all angry, he thought. How
ever, he resolved not to venture in alone, bu.t 
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to wait till others should come, that he might 
not be so much noticed. So when his brothers 
and sisters went in, he followed last of all, his 
heart beating so loud that he was afraid some 
of them would hear it. He was greatly relieved, 
however, to see his father stroking puss, (who 
lay before the fire with her kitten) and looking 
very good-natured. 

Soon after his parents had a long conversa
tion on the strength of maternal affection in 
animals, and Harry began to think that all was 
safe, when suddenly his father said-" Harry, 
'what was that I heard you-read the other day 
about the bear that was shot on the ice with 
her young ones?" Poor Harry had been too 
much alarmed, by the sound of the first part of 
this question, to answer without some agitation; 
however, he repeated the anecdote as well as 
he could, and it all passed off. Now it really 
happened that his father had just then quite 
forgotten what he had overheard, so that 
Hairry's fright was only the effect of his own 
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guilty conscience; nevertheless, he determined, 
for· the future, not to talk aloud to himself, 
unless, indeed, like Robinson Crusoe, he could 
be certain of being alone. 
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CHAPTER II. 

SoME time after this, some on~ observed, during 

breakfast, that which Harry knew before very. 

well indeed, that it was the first of August, 

and his birth-day. 
"The first of August!" said his father; '' so 

it is; the glorious first of August! hey, Harry? 

let us shake hands about it, however. Let us 

see; how old does this make you?'' 

"Eleven, sir," said Harry. 

" Eleven ! Indeed!" said his father; "well 

then, in ten years you are to do as yoi-1, like, and 

have your own way, I suppose; but you must 

do something for me first; run and bring me 

that parcel from the library table." 

Harry did not hesitate; but soon returned, 

feeling and looking a little conscious, though 

he scarcely knew why. 
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" Ah, that is it!" said his father; " now then,. 
let us see!" All eye~, and, of course, both 
Harry's, were fixed on this interesting parcel,. 
as it was turned round and round, like a joint 
of meat before the fire, while the well-tied 
string was undoing, which Harry longed, and 
even offered to cut. At last, however, it was 

untied, and the parcel began to unfold itself; 
and first one, and then another brown paper
was dismissed; and then some white paper, and 
then some silver paper appeared, and then
A WATCH!! !-which watch Harry's kind parent 
made him a present of, without farther cere
mony, merely advising him, in general terms,. 
to take care of it; for he well knew that a long 
discourse, just then, on the value of time, would 
not be much attended to. 

After this, his mother stepped forward, say-· 
ing, " I am afraid my present will not appear 
to very great advantage after the watch; but 
as Harry, in general, seems to like books, ancl 
t akes care of them, I thought one of this kind 
would not be lost upon him: this, Harry, is the 

c: 
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history of "The Boy Kings of the Seven Islands." 

It appears that they also were dissatisfied with 

their condition, and you will see by their ad

ventures, how far they improved it. 

"And now," said Mr. Stapleton, his father, 

"to crown all, Harry must have a holiday, I 
,, " supposef 

" 0, certainly!" said Mrs. S., " he must have 

a holiday-to-day, at least." 

"To-day l " said Mr. S., with a look which 

Harry knew meant something particular; "rn 
tell you what,-he shall have a week's holi

day! " 
"A week's holiday!" said· his mother, with 

lifted brow, "why, Harry, you will be almost 

as happy as Robinson Crusoe, to-day." 

Harry coloured at the recollection of that 

which this referred to; and now he felt indeed 

ashamed of the unkind thoughts he had enter

tained of those who loved him so well; but 

they quickly changed the subject, as they did 

not wish to spoil the pleasure of his birth-day, 

ancl Harry soon recovered himself; but he 

B 
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could · not help wondering, that, as he must 

have been overheard when he was talking to 

himself, he should have so many favours heaped 

upon him, and that he should even be indulged 

with that very thing which ·he had wished for. 

But Harry did not perceive that his father's 

principal reason for giving him this holiday 

was to convince him that he would not know 

what to do, if he might do as he liked. If he 

had been a little older, perhaps, he would have 

been reproved in a different way; but this me

thod was chosen, because he was but a little 

boy, and because what he had said was so ex

tremely Eilly. 
The next question with _Harry was what to 

do, now that he had nothing to do, and could 

do as he liked. A watch, and a holiday, and a, 

birth-day, and a fine clay l Indeed it seemed 

to be of very little consequence just then, what 

he did, or whether he did anything; for the mere 

thinking of all those advantages seemed happi

ness enough for the present. He turned heels 

over head, three or four times, upon the grass-
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plot, by way of making a beginning, till he re

collected his watch might not like that rotation. 

What, then, should he do? Should he fly his 

kite?-that was worth thinking of, as it made 

an excuse for his looking to know the hour, 

in order that he might be ready for his cousin 

Arthur, whom he soon expected. He found, 

however, that there was plenty of time; and 

his kite he determined to fly, that being a di

,ersion he was al ways very fond of. So he 

took it under his arm; but as he passed the 

place where his rabbits were kept, he recollect-• 

ed they wanted feeding. He knew this ought 

to be attended to directly, and his conscience 

told him he ,vas doing wrong, when he deter

mined to fly his kite first; yet he left the poor 

hungry rabbits, although they were putting 

their noses through the bars as if trying to re

mind him of their wants; but it was of very lit

tle use to remind Harry of what he ought to do, 

when there was anything in the way that he 

liked to do; he had not yet found out that 

B2 
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there is real pleasure in doing a thing that is 
not in itself amusing, exactly at the proper 
time, and that there is certain disappointment 
in doing a thing that is in itself amusing, at an 
improper time. · 

As he sauntered down to the meadow where 
he was accustomed to play, he met an acquaint
ance whom he had often envied, because he 
had nothing to do; that is, he was not obliged 
to do anything all day long; and though Harry 
saw that he never played with the cheerfulness 
of other boys, and seemed to take no pleasure 
in anything, yet he thought that he should, if 
he had his time to himself. Harry was, cer
tainly, a much better boy than this, his ac
quaintance, though their dispositions were very 
much alike; and the reason was, that he was 
not so much indulged, and that he had some 
regular occupation. This young gentleman, 
whose name was Edward Vowles, had no father 
or mother, they having died when he was very 
little; and so he had the misfortune to live 
with a relation, who said she was so fond of 

~ 
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him that she would never force him to do what 
he did not like. As he had no work-time, so 
he had no play-time; for as he could play 
always, he was always tired of play: he had, 
therefore, very few amusements, and was con 
stantly cross, fretful, and discontented. His 
companions called him also very ill-natured, 
and this was true; for he was very selfish, and 
a selfish person is never very obliging, when 
another asks a favour of him. 

"I'm going to fly my kite, Edward; will you 
go with me?" saicl Harry. 

"Yes, if it is not too far," said Edward, 
gaping; "but I thought you were obliged to 
mind your books always at this time in the . ,, 
morning. 

"But. papa has given me a week's holiday," 
said Harry. 

"A week's holiday!" said Edward, with a 
sneer, "and are you contented with that?
none of your holidays for me." 

It was true indeed, that poor Edward never 
knew what it Vl"'as to have a holiday. 
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"I would not be you for all the world," 

added he. 

"But I have something besides a holiday," 

said Harry, who did not quite like this last 

speech; "my father gave me this new watch 

to-day." 

"That can't be yours," said Edward. 

"It is, though," said Harry, "and here is my 

name on the seal." 

Now, though Edward had a great many fine 

playthings that Harry had not, he was never

theless without a watch, and, this being a far 

more valuable possession than any he had him

self obtained, he grew cross, and even angry 

with Harry, whom he now envied to a great 

degree, although he had said he would not have 

such a watch as that, if he would give it him. 

Very soon after this he parted from Harry and 

went home, determined to teaze one out of his 

aunt if possible; but this he did not find so 

easy as he expected; for, though in general she 

let him have what he asked for, or, at any rate, 

what he teazed for, she now said, that she -was 
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sure a person could have no use for a watch who 

had no use for his time. 

Harry walked more briskly after this, glad to 

find that he was really as well off just now as 

Edward Vowles, whose aunt he had often 

thought so much kinder than his own parents. 

He soon found himself in the open field; 

there was a fine wind, and his kite took its 

whole length of string without running (a great 

thing to Harry). He sent up several rnessen

gers, on one of which he wrote, "Ten o'clock 

by my watch-birth-day." But somehow, al

though his kite flew remarkably well, Harry 

did not enjoy his morning quite so much as 

usual, for his brothers were at their lessons, 

and there was he by himself, and it was of 

little use, he thought, to be ever so happy all 

alone. He soon began to grow tired, and present

ly thought that this would be a nice opportuni

ty to alter his rabbit-house, for he had no time 

in general to execute the grand scheme he pro

jected. He determined, therefore, to set about 

it immediately, and, as he had no patience, he 
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could not wait to wind the string of his kite 

properly upon the stick, but pulled it in as fast 

as he could, and, gathering it up in a bunch, 

thrust 'it into his pocket, and set off home. 

Poor Harry forgot that the next time he wished 

to fly his kite he, would have an hour's work to 
.disentangle this string; but that he did not 

~are about because it was not now, and, accord

ing to his present feelings, he might never wish 

to fly his kite again. 
As soon as he reached home, he fell to work 

upon the rabbits' hutches, and having put his 

poor bu.nnies one upon another in a basket, 

where they were not very comfortable, he soon 

knocked the- old boxes. to pieces, and while he 

was doing that he felt very glad that he had 

thought of the employment. 
To those who like altering, merely for the 

sake of it, there will always be a great deal 

more pleasure and amusement in destroying an 

old thing, than in making a new one; and so 

Harry founel it; for while he was rapping ancl 

rending, he could make a great apparent cl-if-

fe 
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ference with but little trouble, but this could 

not be the case when rebuilding 

In order to do the thing thoroughly while he 

was about it, he pulled every part to pieces which 

he could possibly rend asunder, thus making a 

cruel quantity of work for himself when he 

should put it up again. 

"I am afraid, Harry, you have made your

self a longer job than will suit yo1.i," said his fa

ther, when he beheld the wonderful clearance 

that had been made. 
"0, I like doing it very much, papa," said 

Harry, "and I intend to make it a great deal 

better than it was before." 

" I am afraid you will make it a great deal 

worse," said his father. "If you had asked my 

leave, I should not have consented to your pull

ing it to pieces, for this rabbit-place was built 

by a carpenter, and cost a great deal of money. 

Pray ·why did you wish to alter it?" 

"Because it was so-it wanted to be-it was 

so very-the rabbits were never comfortable in 

it," said Harry. 
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" Well, Harry," said his father, " I see you 
had no other reason for pulling this down than 
the want of something to do; but observe, you 
have a ·much better reason for building it up 
again, and that is, that I expect it to be done, 
and that" without delay; it is the least you can 
do to make amends for destroying what was 
mine and not yours; but pray where are your 
rabbits all this time?" 

"In that basket, sir," said Harry, pointing 
to a small one that stood on the ground. 

" In that basket! Well, I am sure they must 
be very civil to you, to remain there," said his 
father; "but, Harry, I see no rabbits." 

Harry peeped into the basket, which was in
deed quite empty! 

"I fancy these rabbits are like some young 
folk, and thought they should like a change," 
said hjs father. 

"Where can they be?" said Harry, moving 
the loose boards he had pulled down. 

" I am afraid this will be an unfortunate af
fair," said his father; " however, now we m-ust 
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make the best of it. I would advise you to 

look well for them about the yard and gar

den, and I ·will send your brothers to help 

you. " 
" How provoking it is!" said Harry, as soon 

as his father was gone; " I am tired enough 

already, and now I have to hunt, nobody knows 

where, for these rabbits." 

" How stupid of you to let your rabbits 

out!" said Sames; " I shall not look much." 

" Why, the rabbit-house is pulled down, I 

declare!" exclaimed Frederick, who happen eel 

to look that way. 
":Mind your own business, will you?" said 

Harry. 
"And I hope you will mind yours, when 

you are building it up again,'' said James, 

"and a nice task you will have, papa says; he 

told mamma all about it." 

"And what was there to tell?" said I-Iarry; 

"I thought you were come to help me to find 

my rabbits.'' 
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"I dare say they are in the potato-£eld," 
said Frederick. 

" Then there they may be/' said Harry; " I 
shall only look a little about the yard." 

So saying, he stooped very low, to see if 
they were beneatli the water-butt, and, while 
he was bending under the tap, a drop fell 
from it exactly into the nape of his neck.! 

" Ah, I will make you repent that/' said 
Harry, thinking Frederick: had done it, who 
stood close by; but, rising suddenly, he struck: 
his head very hard against the tap, which, 
coming out, the water almost knocked him 
down. His brothers instantly ran in, to give 
information. I-Iarry himself could not get by, 
as the stream reached quite across the narrow 
place where he stood. At last a servant came, 
who, after making many exclamations, endea
voured to replace the tap; but, in doing so, 
some of the water spirted with great force full 
in Harry's face. Thinking this, too, was done 
on purpose, and not waiting to consider conse-
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quences, he pushed the servant down into the 

wet, and) rushing through the stream of water, 

ran in doors. 
" Ah! Master Hinry ! Master Hinry ! I '11 

as surely tell your papa, sir, as ever your name 
is Stapleton!" said Ruth, who had fallen back

wards, and was completely drenched. 
"And so will I," said Harry, "I'm deter

mined." 
"What js all this?" said his father, hasten

ing to the spot. 
" He shi~ffed me down in the wet, sir, and I 

a,n't going to stand it," said Ruth, in a very 

angry tone of voice. 
"Well, I only wanted to get by," said Harry. 

"He shiiffed me fairly down, sir, if I never 
speak another word. Oh! my good gracious!,, 

said she, looking over her shoulder, "I haven't 

got a dry thread about me!" 
"Well, and why did you splash?" 
"Come in, I-Ienry, '' said his father, who 

generally called him Henry when he was dis

pleased. 
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Poor Henry followed, wet and woe-begone, 

saying, all the way, that Ruth splashed him 

on purpose. 
"N 6w, Henry," said his father, "you need 

not trouble yourself to say how it was, because 

I saw the whole- affair from the window. I 

have taken some pains to make this a pleasant 

day to you, so that if it is an w1pleasant one it 

·will not be my fault; but I am obliged to say, 

that, as you are completely wet, you must take 

your clothes off, and I think, too, it will be 

safest for you to go to bed. If this seems like 

a punishment to you, remen:iber you have de

served it." 
So poor Harry was really sent to bed, at 

twelve o'clock on his birth-dayl-a circum

stance so very disagreeable to his pride, that 

the thing he most wished just then was, that 

he might not meet anybody as he went up 

stairs. 
In a little while, his cousin Arthur came, 

,vho had been invited expressly on Harry's ac

count_; ~nd he had the mortification to hear 
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him playing with his brothers in the yard be

low, and seeming very merry, while he lay, 

wishing that he had not looked under the 

water-butt, or, at any rate, that he had not 

knocked the tap out, but never thinking about 

pushing Ruth down, or about going into a 

passion for nothing; nevertheless, the remem

brance of his watch made great amends for all 

he had suffered. He knew that he would have 

consented to stand some hours in a pool of 

water, and to have lain in bed for a fortnight, 

if such a process could have obtained him a 

'watch. 
"But I wish," said Harry to himself, "I had 

taken that kite-string out of my pocket; if 

they see that, while they are drying my coat, 

I shall be scolded for it; it is very hard one 

may not do as one likes with one's own things, 

when one is in a hurry and all. Oh dear!" 

said he, as this brought the circumstance to 

his mind, "and there is that rabbit-house to 

do; I certainly wish I had let that alone; how

Bver,"· thought he, "if the rabbits are gone, I 
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don't see that I need do it; and so he almost 
wished that his rabbits, which a little while 
ago he was so fond of, might be lost, to save 
him trouble that he so much disliked. He was 
just thinking thus when somebody knocked at 
his room door. -

" Who is that?" said Harry. 
" It is I," said James; " and I have got some

thing for you." 
"Come in then," said Harry, who recollected 

this was his birth-day. 
" Here is one of your rabbits," said. James 

as he entered, holding it by the ears over 
Harry's face; "and papa says you may come 
down now, and begin building their house." 

" .Ah'. I know all about that l" said Harry. 
" -I think I shall put this one in a box· till I 
find the others; papa said I should find the 
rabbits first; it is of no use building a rabbit 
place for one rabbit." 

" Well, you had better ask papa," said 

James. 
" I have a great mind not to keep rabbits," 
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said Harry; " they are such a trouble always, 
and they cost so much." 

"So papa said before you had them. Hark! 
I think you are called," said James. · 

" Here are your rabbits, all safe and sound!" 
said Frederick, bustlingin with a basket; "where· 
do you think they were?" 

" Oh! I don't know!'' said Harry; "I should 
not have cared if they had kept there, wher
ever it was." 

" They were all under that water-butt as snug 
as could be; and so now you may set to work 
as fast as you please." 

" That will not be very fast, then, I guess," 
said James. 

'{ I think I shall sell them," said Harry; 
"what will you give me for them? They are 
of no use to me that I know 0£" 

James smiled and said, that was not the way: 
to make a good bargain. 

" I am afraid I have not money enough,'r 
said Frederick, " or else--'' 

0 
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" Well, never mind the money," said Harry; 
"if you will let me have your guinea-pig, box 
and all, you shall have my four rabbits." 

" But 'where am I to keep them," said Fre
derick, " now that their house is down ?'' 

" Oh! why-you-can-you may-you must 
-keep them in the basket till you can think of 
something better." 

" Well, I will ask papa," said Frederick; and 
he ran down stairs, not hearing Harry's re
monstrances, who did not wish him to do that 
at all. He soon returned with-" Papa says 

you had better keep your rabbits, and I my 
guinea-pig; and he says too, that, let that 
be as it may, you must put up the rabbit
house again, because he says that is his; and 
he told me to say that you had better come 
down an<l do it now." 

"Well," said Harry, "I am not to have much 
of a holiday, I see." 

"Why, you will not be a week about it, will 

you?" said Frederick. 
" No; but there will be something else, 

r• 
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you will see, to be done to-morrow,n said 

Harry. 

" Not unless you pull something else to 

pieces," said James, as he and Frederick left 

the room. 

Some time after this Harry followed, and 

walked down the yard very leisurely, with his 

hands in his pockets; and thus he stood a good 

while surveying the ruins; but at last he really 

began to pull the boards about, though it was 

long before he could find out where to place 

one of them, so little idea had he either of 

what ought to be done, or of what he himself 

intended to do. However, at last he succeeded 

in patching up a place that would just hold his 

rabbits, though not nearly so comfortable nor 

so secure as it was before; for, instead of t.he 

door having two good hinges and a hasp, it 

was now only tied up with a piece of string, 

and where there bad been open bars put to ad

mit air, he placed a whole board, to save time, 

or rather trouble; and this " ~as fixed so badly, 

C 2 
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that the rabbits could have pushed it down 
themselves if they had tried. 

This was the way in which Harry did every
thing ·that he grew tired of; and, as he never 
liked trouble, he always grew tired very soon, 

· so that he seldom :finished what he began; and 
when he was obliged to finish anything, he 
slighted it as he did his rabbit-house. On. this 
account he seldom got any praise, though he 
was very fond of it; for what praise can be 
given to a thing that is left half done, or that 
is badly done, for want of pains and perse
verance? Indeed, when people have no good 
reason for what they do, it is not likely that 
they will do it well; it is knowing a thing to be 
right and reasonable, that will, in gener::i:I, cause 
those who undertake it to do it properly. 

Harry, performing things in the way that 
has been mentioned, was in danger of being 
considered a blockhead; and certainly nobody 
would have said he was clever, who looked at 
his rabbit-house; and he was in danger too of 
being thought ill-natured, from his indolence, 

na 
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which made him very unwilling to do any

.thing for another person that required the 

least trouble; yet he was really neither ill

natured nor a blockhead. 
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CHAPTER III. 

IN the afternoon, James and Frederick had holi
days given them for the rest of the day; and it 
would have been strange if they, with their 
cousin Arthur, and Harry, had not done several 
diverting things: indeed, there was seldom any 
want of fun i:vhere Arthur was; for he was 
always prepared, and always good-natured, and 
besides, he could see in a,,moment when a droll 
thing could be done, and he generally found a 
ready way of doing it. 

James had seldom any objection to a little 
sport, but he had rather more prudence than the 
rest, being the oldest. Frederick was content 
at present to look on, or to fetch and carry, as 
the elder ones directed him; and if there was 
anything interesting in hand, which would not 
take long, Harry would do it as well as any-
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body. With these qualifications they all walk

ed into the yard, though none of them exactly 

knew what they were going to play at; but 

Arthur quickly espied the water-butt mention

ed above, which, being quite empty, was laid 

down on its side. He instantly ran up to it, 

got astride of it, and put his head in and roar

ed; moreover, he said, that, if anybody would 

get qiiite in and roar, it would be the oddest 

sound that ever was heard. There was some

thing rather sly in his look as he said this, 

which, James perceiving, declined it, saying 

that he could guess very well, from merely put

ting his head in, how droll it would be. 

" You can't, indeed, half tell from that," 

said Arthut; " w by, it sounds like thunder, if 

you really get in, and roar properly." 

" Then do you get in :first," said Frederick, 

" and let us hear." 

" That will not do," said Arthur; " it only 

sounds like thunder to the one that is in." 

Arthur then turned to Harry, who he saw 

was almost persuaded; for though he well re-
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membered a recent catastrophe with the water
butt, yet, as it was quite empty, he did not 
now see any particular objection. 

" Come, Harry, now," said he; "why, it can't 
hurt you, man; just get in and try." 

Harry, suspecting nothing, complied, and be
gan to crawl in, but, not altogether liking to 
proceed; he asked if that was not far enough to 
begin to roar. 

"O_h no, no-we will let you know when," 
said Arthur; " only get in, will you?" 

Frederick clapped his hands for joy. 
Harry crawled further, till his head touched 

the bottom of the butt. "Now then," said 
Arthur,-" no, stop a minute;" then, giving 
the others a hint, they rolled the butt, three 
or four times over, from the place where it lay, 
and, with their united strength, set it upright; 
and even J ames's prudence could not resist the 
temptation of aiding the conspiracy. Harry 
-expostulated in the strongest terms. "Now, 
does it not sound awfully droll?" said Arthur. 

" Ohl prayl pray!" cried Harry, who, stand-

th 
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ing upon his hands, found inversion and diver

sion two very different things, "my arms are 

so tired! and my watch will drop out." 

This might have lasted some time longer, if 

Harry's father, hearing a strange noise, had not 

looked from a window, and seen two feet kick

ing about over the edge of the butt. 

"Who is that in there?" said he, throwing 

up the sash. "Oh! 'pa! 'pa! it is I !-lift me 

.out!" said Harry, in a voice which, as Arthur 

said, sounded very oddly from the bottom of 

the butt. 
" And pray, may I ask, whose thought was 

that?" said Mr. S., liberating Harry, and look• 

ing very hard at Arthur. 

"Why, uncle," said Arthur, " I-no-Harry 

got in himself, I believe." 
"But did he turn the butt up himself?'' said 

his uncle. 
" Why, no, sir, just that, I believe, we did," 

said Arthur; " but we were going to lay it 

down again directly." 
"Indeed! are you sure of that?" said his un-
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cle; "but," said he, turning to Harry, " surely 
you could not have been doing as you, liked 
when you crawled in there-were you?" 

" I did not know they would roll it, and turn 
it up," said Harry. 

" I am afraid,"- said his father, " if I had 
asked you to do it, you would have thought it 
very hard." 

" Dear me! why, I didn't mind it," said Ar
thur, "when I was served so once; and the man 
who put me in said, that, while I was topsy
turvy, I might eat a piece of bread without its 
going down my throat, and so I did it to try; 
do you understand the joke, uncle?" 

" I understood that joke some years before 
you were born, Arthur," said his uncle, 
"though, I suppose, you did not when you tried 
the experiment." 

" No," said Arthur; "for certainly the bread 
goes up the throat of one who is standing on 
his head." 

"With respect to such jokes," said his uncle,. 
" I think, when they have to be explained in 
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the way that has just amused you so much, 

they have this grand defect: that there must 

always be one person to whom it can be no 

joke at all. For my own part, I think those 

are the best games to play, in which every one 

may have his share of the diversion; now, if 

the amusement of putting anybody into a butt 

consists in seeing them kick their legs about 

over the edge, you know the one who is in can

not enjoy that pastime; and as, besides this, he 

must be in a very uncomfortable situation, all 

your sport must be at his expense, which, to 

say the best, is very unfair. You did not, I 

dare say, think of that; but I can tell you of 

an excellent way to find out what is right to do 

to anybody:-Always think first, whether you 

should like them to do it to you; that is, do as 

you would be done by." 

In order to make Harry's birth-day as plea

sant as possible, a party of his young friends 

were invited to spend the evening with him; 
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and, notwithstanding the unpleasant occur
rences of the day, Harry appeared as cheerful 
as if nothing had happened; indeed, it must be 
acknowledged that he soon recovered himself 
.after having been out of humour, nor did he 
ever remain sullen or resentful after reproof, as 
some children do. His chief anxiety now was, 
that the adventures of the water-butt might 
not be known among his companions; for, as 
has been said before, he was very much afraid 
of being laughed at; and, as neither his bro
thers nor his cousin were ill-natured, a hint 
from him on this subject was sufficient . 

..After dinner, and when the subsequent enter
tainments were over, as the evening was very 
£.ne, it was unanimously agreed that they should 
take a walk towards the woods. While they 
were walking through the garden and other 
grounds belonging to the house in which Harry 
resided, several of tbe party said they should 
like to live there. 

"Dear." said one, "what a delightful place 
you live in, Harry; " 
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" Delightful!,, said Harry, "I never thought 

it very delightful; what makes you think 

so?'' 

"What!" said his companion; "why, this 

beautiful garden, with the fine lawn in front,. 

and those noble trees." 

" Those :trees are only elms," said Harry; 

" they bear no fruit; if it were not for them, I 

could fly my kite at home, without having to 

ao to the meadow." 
L. 

" I think they are more beautiful than fruit-

trees/' said the other, whose name was Ed

mund; " and then you have such a nice house, 

with a play-room and all; I think yoir, ought to 

be contented." 

" The play-room is of no use, unless it rains," 

said Harry; " and I am sure I always think 

any other house pleasanter than ours." 

"Why, how would you like to live where we 

do?" said Edmund. 

" 0, I should like very much to live in your 

house," said Harry; " it is so different." 

" It is indeed," said Edmund; "though I am 
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sure I do not wish to find fault with it; only, 
as it is in the town, we have scarcely any gar
den, and what there is in it will not grow; and 
then we can see nothing but houses from our 
windows; but you have such a fine prospect; 
and, besides, whei1 it rains, we can never play 
at all, for want of a play-room." 

." And yet," said Harry, " I know you like 
your house a great deal better than· I do 
our's; it must be more comfortable-or some-
tl . JJ ung. 

" I am sure it is not," said Edmund; "but 
I think you are more discontented.-Dear!" 
cried he, stepping back, " what is that un
der the rose-bush ?-a little grave-stone, I de
clare!'' The party now stopped to look a.t 
it; there were a few lines inscribed on it, as 
follows:-

" HERE lies, the theme of tearful song, 
A rabbit tender, white, and young; 
He died of eating, it should seem, 
Or we might soon h::we eaten him ! 
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And close beside, there lies his mother. 

0 Death ! ere thou hast killed another 

As old, and black, and tough as she, 

Sure Time shall aim a shaft at thee ! " 

45 

" But how I should like to see your living 

Tabbits," said Edmund; " I hear you have got 

finer rabbits, and a better rabbit-house, than 

any ofus.'' 

"We have passed the place now," said Harry, 

" and it will spoil our walk to go back to it; 

and, besides, the rabbit-house has been altered, 

and is not quite done yet." 

"Another time, then," said Edmund; "but 

I should like to know why you are not happy 

here?" 

" Because I had rather be Robinson Crusoe 

than live in the finest house in the world," said 

Harry. 
".A .. h, I should like to be Robinson Crusoe!" 

said a very little boy, who was listening to their 

~on versation. 
" That is right, Philip,' said Harry_; ' and 
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now don't you think," said he to Edmund7 

" that every one of our party would say the 
same? That is one of those subjects which I 
thinlc young people understand the best." 

"I do not know much about it, for one," said 
Edmund; "indeed, I scarcely know what to
think-perhaps I might like it very well, if I 
could be as comfortable at :first as he was at 
last." 

" Comfortable! he was always comfort-able," 
said Harry; " but now let us ask some of them 
- Charles Mason, you are the oldest-pray 
now, would not you like -to be Robinson Cru
soe?" 

"After pausing a little while, as if to recol
lect something-" No," said he, "and I will 
tell you why: I should not like to be dipped in 
a pond; but Robinson Crusoe was half drown
in the sea: I should not like to be thrown 
against a wall; but Robinson Crusoe was dash
ed against a rock: I do not think I should like 
to live in a house all alone; but Robinson lived 
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in a cave all alone: I don't much like to wait 

for my dinner; but he was often obliged to go 

without it: I used to be sorry when the holi

days were over, and I left home for a few 

months; but Robinson Crusoe, I believe, left it 

for ever." 
"What a capital speech!" said Arthur. 

"Ah! that's all-but. I don't mean all that," 

said Harry;" nobody likes being 'thrown against 

a wall,' nor yet being 'half-starved,' nor 'half

drowned,' I suppose; but you know what I 

mean-Robinson Crusoe was very snug and 

comfortable at last, and enjoyed himself very 

much; and the reason was, he could do just as 

he liked always." 

"Where -did you read that?" said Charles 

Mason; "would he not have liked to come home, 

better than anything else in the world, happy 

as he was. Certainly he must have known best; 

and he thc,ught it better to live in a family, and 

do what he ought, than to live all alone, and 

do as he liked-very seldom." 
D 
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"What a fine finish l" said James. 
"Why, if the truth must be spoken," said 

Charles, " I once thought I should like to be 
Robinson Crusoe, and I asked papa if he would 
not, and he. said to me exactly what I have said 
to you." 

" Oh, then, it is only what your father thinks, 
after all," said Harry, " and not your own . . )) op1n1on. 

" But it is my own opinion, I assure you," 
said Charles; "and I think it would be your's 
soon, if you were tried." 

"I know best about that," said Harry; "but 
let us ask the others-come, now, Jonathan 
Evans, would not you like to be Robinson Cru
soe?" 

"Why," said he, "I think I should have no 
objection just to try, if I could get there safely, 
and have a better place to live in than he had, 
and better clothes, and somebody to be with 
me, to do things for me; and then I should 
like to be able to come home whenever I was 
tired." 
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" I think we may say Jonathan Evans would 
not like to be Robinson Crusoe, then," said 
Arthur. 

"Well, Arthur, how would you, like it?" said 
Harry. 

"Why, let me see," said Arthur, putting his 
head in a thinking posture-" half-drowned
dashed against a rock; half-starved-Ii ve all 
alone, as Charles Mason says; and then live 
snug, and do as one likes, as you, say-No, I 
think I had rather not." 

"What nonsense you talk! JJ said Harry. 
"Well, I know one of my opinion, however. 
Philip White, would you like to be Robinson 
Orusoe?JJ 

" 0 yes, that I should! JJ said he. 
"And pray do you know why?'J said Charles 

Mason. 
The little boy hesitated, and looked at 

Harry. 
" He thinks exactly as I do, you see,n said 

Harry. 
D2 
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" I think that yo'lf, think that he does not 

know what he thinks," said Charles. 

"And I know that he knows that you know 

nothing at ·all about it," said Harry; "but we 

will ask one more," added he, appealing to Ed

ward Vowles, the idle boy whom he had met 

in the morning; " wouldn't you like to be Ro

binson Crusoe, if it were only for the sake of 

a change?" 
"Who was Robinson Whoso?" said this blun

<l.ering, untaught youth, who, as he never read 

anything, of course knew nothing of that 

story. 
" Robinson ' Whoso,' indeed!" said Harry, 

laughing'; " why, really I cannot tell you who 

he was." 
"Tell him who Robinson Crusoe was," said 

Charles Mason, " and how he fared." 

" No, no; that would he of no use," said 

Harry; " and, besides, now I come to think of 

it, I am sure Edward would not like to be Ro

binson Crusoe, because he does not like trouble. 
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You would not like to have to chop a whole 

tree away to make a single board, would you, 

Edward1" 
"No," said Edward; "but where do you 

mean to walk to 1 I am so tired!" 

"We were going to the woods," said Harry: 

" will not you go 1" 
" No, I had rather not, I think," said Edward; 

and he took leave of the party. 

The rest walked on; sometimes talking, 

sometimes running, or throwing stones, till they 

reached their destination. It was a little be

fore sunset, and the woods were extremely 

pleasant just then. " How delightful it would 

be only to live here," said Harry, "if one could 

but get anything to eat, and to have a little 

hut, or a cave, or an old hollow tree to live 
. " 111. 

Charles replied to the same purpose as he did 

before; and thought, that, as they did not like 

small inconveniences at home, they would not 

like great inconveniences abroad. They kept 
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on talking in this way for some time, and had 

walked a considerable distance into the wood 

witho?-t knowing it, till a bunch of green nuts, 

which they espied, took them out of the path; 

and, in hope of c~btaining more, they strayed far 

out of their right path. 

"Well, but-where are we?" said Charles, 

looking round; "we have lost the path." 

Harry directed them to the best of his know

ledge; but he was quite mistaken, for they 

were then in the thickest part of the wood, and 

it began to grow dark. 
" I think we shall be here all night," said 

James; " I don't know the way at all." 

"Oh, what are we to do?" said Harry, throw

ing down the nuts he had gathered. 

" Let us all shout as loud as we can," said 

Arthur. 
They did so; but the echo rather frightened 

Harry, who turned a little pale. 

" If we could but find a cave l" said Charles 

-" stay, surely here is one," said he, pointing 
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to a gloomy place among the trees- " now1 

Harry!" 
"Ob, don't! pray don't!" said Harry; "I had 

rather not talk about that now.-" 

It was curious to see (if anybody just then 

had been at leisure to notice it) how Harry 

avoided every dark appearance which reminded 

him of a cave, as they were breaking their way 

tru:ough the underwood; and how close he kept 

to his companions, although he had so n1uch 

de ired to li,e alone. 

After having wandered about for some time 

to no purpo e, they called a general council to 

con ider -what they hould do; but, a nobody 

knew the way out, there was very little to be 

'"aid. Frederick, indeed, mentioned climbing a 

tree, in order to look round; but then nobody 

wished particularly to do it. 

They no-wall felt sufficiently uncomfortable; 

but Charles and .. t\ .. rthur -were the least o; 

a fo1· HaTry ne,er did he reo·ard Robinson . ~ 

Cru oe with le enYy. He thought of a, ca,e 
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with horror, and would not have been alone for 
the world! 

But his companions were too much dismayed 
themselves at the prospect of spending the night 
in the wood to rally Harry about what he had 
said at the commencement of their walk: they 
would have found, however, ifhe had told them 
all he felt, that he shuddered at the idea of that 
which an hour ago he was pleading for, and 
which he was sure that young people understood 
so well. Now, indeed, his father's comfortable 
house, which he had so much despised, was the 
thing of all others he most wished to see. They 
made no doubt that they were in the middle of 
the wood, and had no~ the slightest idea where 
to turn, when, to their great joy, they heard a 
gate swing to, and could distinguish the rat
tling of the chain when it was locked. They in
stantly darted towards the spot, and soon found 
that they had been groping about some time 
very near the edge of the wood. Getting over 
the gate, they presently came into the lane 
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that led homeward; and glad were they, and 

glad was Harry, to enter a cheerful house, and 

to sleep in a comfortable bed, instead of spend

ing the night in a wood, or lying in the snug

gest cave in the world. 



56 

CHAPTER IV. 

-
WHEN Harry awoke the next morning, he felt 
a great deal of pleasure in recollecting, that, al
though his birth-day was over, his holiday was 
not, and that he had still such a substantial 
remembrance of it in his possession as the 
watch. 

He lay awake some time listening to it, for 
he had put it under his pillow. At last, how
ever, he took a hint that it gave him, and 
dressed himself Finding there was time, he 
took a short walk before breakfast, and _was 
greatly pleased when a poor man, whom he 
met, asked him what o'clock it was. After
wards he compared his time with the church 
clock, and found the latter was five minutes 
too slow. When he had done that, he felt no 
inclination to continue his walk, and so he re
turned. 
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But, after all, Harry felt rather uneasy and 

uncomfortable this morning; he knew that his 

father's eye was upon him, to see what he 

would do now that he had his time at his own 

disposal; but, as he had formed no plans, and 

had no object in view, he was completely at a 

loss how to employ an hour in which there 

was nobody to play with. It is pretty clear, 

therefore, that, when Harry was talking so 

much about having his own way, "only for one 

week/ he did not know what that way would 

be; it seemed that he only disliked his father's 

way. 
Young people should always be able to tell 

what it is they would please to do, before 

they cornplain that they cannot do as they 

please. Indeed Harry would not have looked 

half so foolish as he did, while he was dozing 

away his time, if he had not said so much 

about having the entire management of it. It 

i certain he would have received the news of 

his holiday with much more real pleasure if he 
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had known that it would have enabled him to 
complete any undertaking already begun, or to 
begin anything, that, when done, would be use
ful and creditable to him. Any plan of this 
kind woul<l have _ entirely prevented the mis
fortunes of the birth-day, as well as the constant 
trouble and inconvenience of appearing to be 
doing something, when in fact he was doing 
nothing. 

"Well, Harry," said Mrs. Stapleton, who met 
him in the garden, "what fine weather you 
have for your holiday! I hope you will enjoy it, 
although Arthur is gone." 

"I hope I shall, mamma," said Harry; 
"but"-

" But what, my dear_," said his mother. 
"Why, if-if there was anything you thought 

I had better do, I should have no objection to 
do it." 

"You are to do exactly what you like your
self, Harry; you know this week is en ti rely 

" your own. 
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" I wonder what James did with his week's 

holiday," said Harry. 

"James ca.n tell you, I suppose," said his 

mother; "but I should like best to see you act 

for yourself, and so would your father, for I be

lieve that was the reason he gave you this holi

day; but if you really wish me to mention any

thing for your employment, why, I will try to 

think of something." 

"Well, mamma,-I shall see ;-perhaps-I 

think-I know what I shall like to do to-day,'' 

said Harry, who began to fear his mother really 

woiild think of something. 

"Very well, my dear," said she; "I tell you 

again, I do not wish to direct you; and then, 

you know; if, when you can do as you please, 

you do not please yourself, it will not be my 

fault, will it?" 
"Oh no, mamma, it will not be your fault 

certainly," said Harry, "and I don't think it. 

will be mine. I intend to read 'Rasselas' to

day." 
" I am glad to hear it," said his mother: "I 



' I I 
I 

60 ~.A.RRY'S HOLlD.A.Y. 

think, if you understand it, you will see that it 
was Rasselas's fault genern.lly that he did not 
please himself; and so it is everybody's fault 
when they are discontented with their situation, 
and wander about expecting pleasure from 
things that cannot give it." 

It is very probable that there are some other 
lads besides Harry who wish nothing more than 

, to be allowed to do always as they like, or, at 
any rate to have a time in which they might 
enjoy such a privilege. But let them be sure 
they know before-hand exactly what they 
would do, otherwise, like him, they might at last 
do nothing at all. 

There was time after breakfast for Harry to 
have a good game of play with his brothers, be
fore they went to their lessons; but when they 
were gone, and he was quite at liberty to act 
as he saw fit, and it became necessary to think 
of something for himself, he was considerably 
at a loss. 

He continued, however, for sometime play
ing at trap-ball, but, being alone, there was 
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nobody to throw him the ball back again, 
so that the harder he hit it the farther he had 
to run and fetch it, and that did not suit 
Harry. 

" Ah, well," said he, striking the ball with all 
his force, and throwing the bat after it, "I'm 
not going to do this all day-I wish Arthur 
was here ;-let us see-oh,-I can fly my kite l 
Oh no, I can't though," said he, when he found 
the string tangled as he had left it the day 
before, so he was obliged to give it up; for to 
untangle it was not the job for Harry. What 
houlcl he do? Who can think of anything? 

Harry will be very much obliged to anybody 
who will tell him how to employ himself; 
Harry, who wanted so much to do as he- liked, 
and to have his own way "only for one week!" 
But let us give him time: perhaps he has not 
thought about it yet; it is to be remembered 
that this holiday took him by surprise. Well, 
Harry clicl take his time, for there he stood a 
long while, with hi peg-top in his hand, mak
ing marks upon the white wall, though he hardly 
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knew what be was about. Whilst be was do

ing this, there was a garden-spider close by 

him, very differently employed, for it was 

bard ~t work at its web, crawling round and 

round a great m~ny times, to mend a large hole 

that Harry's trap-ball had made in it. Hap

pening to observe it, he poked another great 

hole to see what it would do then, upon which 

it instantly ran up a single thread of its web a 

long way, and bid itself under a leaf. If Harry 

had been a little older, or rather a little wiser, 

he might have learnt something of this poor 

spider, for it soon returned to its web, and 

did not repair it in the way that Harry did 

his rabbit-house, but never left off till it had 

made it in every respect as good as it was 

before. 
It being a very hot day Harry slowly walked 

in doors, and, throwing himself back in a chair, 

took a comfortable nap. It was the same place 

where he sat some time before, longing and 

grumbling to have a little time he could call his 

own. He sprang from his seat, however, in an 

ni 
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instant, on hearing a step which he thought 
to be his father's, and he narrowly escaped be
ing caught sou11ll.d asleep in this his own time, 
though he wished it to be thought that he knew 
better than anybod:Y how to employ it. 

Again resuming his seat, he was near begin
ning to doze when he thought he might as well 
do as he had said, and read" Rasselas." Accord
ingly he opened it, and, after trying a page or 
two, he began to skip a great deal. He soon 
nfter turned over the leaves :very fast, in hope 
of meeting with something that he called in
te1·esting. His eye at last caught the words 
One day, which he very 1nuch liked to see at 
the beginning of a paragraph; however, as 
what followed did not please him particularly, 
after having dipped in several places not more 
to his satisfaction, he laid the book down, antl 
thought it very dry. He then turned over 
some other books that he found on the shelves, 
and at last fixed upon ".LEsop's Fables;" these 
detained him much longer: though he read them 

E 
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very fast, and never troubled himself with 

looking at the applications. He had discern

ment. enough to pe1•ceive the wit and beauty 

of many of them, but som-e others that were 

equally g.ood, b1~t above his <eomprehension, he 

pronounced to; be: ve11y poor things. "I," said 

he, "could write as good a fable as that," re

ferring to one he despised, a:nd so he drew out 

his pencil to try, but he: found that he could 

not make one at all, for he had (just then a.t 

least), no- ideas, no-thoughts to make it of. It 

is when people: ha:ve real ideas or thoughts, anQ:1 

only then, that whait they write or say is worth 

i-eading or hearing; but when they attempt to 

do either without ideas they can ·produce no

thing but nonsense, and that of the most tire-

some kind. 
Harry, finding it did not suit him: to co1r1J-

vose a fable, thought he could, at least, turn 

one into rhyme; and he was so pleased 

·with this scheme, that he more than half de

termined to versify the whole hook. He ae:

cordingly a.ttempted several, but did not sue.-
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ceed; at last, however, he began one which he 
contrived, with some difficulty, to finish, and, 
after reading it over a time or two with some 
little complacency, he thrust it into his pocket, 
quite contented with what he had done that 
mornmg. 

"Why, Harry," said his father to him, at din
ner-time, "you have been as still as a mouse 
this morning." 

"Yes, papa," said Harry, "it has been so 
warm. " 

"You have dropped something," said his 
father; " a manuscript, I see!" 

Harry coloured deeply as he took up his 
fable, which lay with the writing uppermost. 

"So you have been scribbling this morning, 
Harry-no wonder you were so quiet; pray, 
may we be favoured with a sight of your com
position?" 

"Oh, I have only been-you may see if you 
please, papa," said Harry. 

"Let me see, then," said his father, put.ting 
E2 
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on his glasses. " Verses l verses, I declare

O h- 1Esop in Rhyme;" said he, and read as 

follows :-

HERCULES AND THE CLOWN. 

SAYS lEsop-A clown was driving to town, 

But woe and ill luck overtook him: 

He stuck in a slough, no mortal knows how, 

And straightway his courage forsook him. 

"Dear, dear!,, says the rustic, "this wheel how it does 

stick! 
Good Hercules, help me to turn ye ! 

Why, the cart may take root, and so may the brute, 

Before I shall finish my journey! 

"Each foot I extract like a piston doth act, 

Though not on the usual construction; 

(Which proves, by-the-bye, that which some would 

deny, 
The doctrine and nature of suction). 
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" If thou wouldst extract me, 'twould suit me exactly! 

Oh, Hercules! ouly pull gently, 
By my limbs or my clothes, and not by my nose; 

The same by my horse, and I 'll thank ye." 

Thus he proffered his suit, for himself and his brute; 
But loud thunder would not let him go on; 

Which uttered this stanza, and frightened the man, 
sir: 

'' You rascal ! you scoundrel ! " and so on-

"What's all this preamble? don't grumble, but scram
ble, 

Aud as for the clay, never mind it; 
To your shoulders apply for yo1u help, or you '11 lie 

Aud groan till you 're dead, ere you :find it." 

Poor Harry scarcely knew how he felt while 
his father was reading his performance; he ob
served, however, that he smiled continually, 
and once burst out laughing. 

"Well, Harry," said his father, folding up 
the paper, " this is droll, certainly; and you 
have contrived to express, I believe, quite a 



68 HARRY'S HOLIDAY. 

much as ever 1Esop intended. Some of your 

rhymes are rather roughly fitted; but that, 

perhaps, may be in character for a clown. 

There is one thing, however, that I like, which 

I cannot al ways praise you for-I mean your 

having finished it." 
Harry thought this sufficient encouragement 

to him to try what more he could do; hut 

there were no more rhymes to be had that day, 

and he gave up the task. 

"Well, I am glad that I am not obliged to 

go to my lessons this hot day," said Harry to 

himself, leaning back in his chair, " so tired as 

I am-that is what I mean-when one feels 

so languid, it is very hard to be forced to do 

everything just the same as usual-pn.pa ought 

to make some difference." 

"I wish, though," thought he, "I could con-

trive something or other that would be clever 

to do in this holiday, if it were only for the 

appearance of it ;-I know what will be said if 

I do not. So, after all, I can't do really as I 

' like," said he, gaping. " Dear!" thought he, 
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and he closed his mouth in an instant ·" I 
' have a great mind to copy that-it is the -very 

thing! and then hang up my nice new one in
stead of that old dusty thing." The dusty thing 
that had caught Harry's eye was Dr. Priestley's 
Chart of History, which hung ·against the wall 
opposite to him. Having been there many 
years, it was indeed discoloured, but it .. was 
quite whole, and, as to the use of it, was as 
good as ever. 

Harry was very fond of 'undertaking great 
things; and though nobody had less 'patience 
and perseverance in overcoming difficulties 
than he, yet, while he was planning, the more 
difficulties there were, the better 'he was 
pleased with the scheme. 

But he thought it best to -consult his father 
on this business, and he never was afrai<l. of 
doing so, unless his conscience told him there 
was something improper in what he wi8hed to 
Jo; and so strong were his present impressions 
of the propriety, and even necessity of this un
dertaking, that he felt more than usual confi-
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dence in asking his father's advice and assist

ance. 
His father never forbade his children to 

attempt anything merely on the score of its 

being impossible for them to accomplish it; on 

the contrary, he would make it possible for 

them to try, in order to convince them, by the 

best argument in the· world, their own expe

rience, what the re::>J difficulties were; and 

these he always represented to them before 

they began. 
"Papa," said I-Iarry, as he entered the fa

mily school-room, "may I have a large sheet 

of paper?" 
His brothers looked up from. their lessons, 

curious to · know what Harry was going to do. 

" How large?" said his father; " what is it 
£ '2" 1or. 

"I want as large a one as there is," said 

Harry; " as large-as-the Chart of History." 

" So you are going to copy that,. are you? " 

said his father. 
"1iVhy, I was thinking, papa," said Harry,. 
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"that that is very old and dusty, and-all 
that, and that a new one would look much 
better; and that I could make one if you had 
no objection." 

cc Why, my dear boy," said his father, cc I 
will tell you what I think about it. It will 
cost you a great deal of labour and time to 
copy that neatly from beginning to end, (and 
you would not like to do it imneatly of course); 
and, when done, it would only be another of 
what we have alrea<ly; it is something like 
copying a printed book, which would not be
worth while, you know, because the time it 
would take must be more valuable than the 
money it would cost; and with respect to• 
the overation of copying, I am afraid you 
will :find it very difficult to draw all the lines 
in that chart without a blot or an error ; 
and I can a sure you it will be a, very fa
tjguing task to write in all the names with
out a blot or an error; hey - what think 
you?" 

Ilarry looked di appointed, and only said 
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how discoloured the old one was, and that his 

would be quite clean and new. 

" V e_ry well," said his father, " you shall 

bave paper, and may begin as soon as you 

please; but bring_ me the chart, that we may 

see what size to make it." 

Harry soon returned with the dusty scroll, 

which had stains and ink-spots before it and 

cobwebs behind it. 
"Ah-this wants dusting, I see," said his 

father, brushing it briskly, and Harry was 

sorry to see how much better it looked. 

" This roller, and the moulding at the top, 

will do very well for mine," said Harry; " I 

may as well take them off." 

" Not at present," said his father, " not at 

present, I think: we had better wait till the 

new one is ready. Now, the first thing to be 

done is to join two sheets of paper." 

"Dear! what! is there not one sheet of paper 

large enough?" said Harry. 

" No," sc:1.id his father; and do not you see 

this is joined?" 
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Harry saw that it was, but was sorry, be
cause he knew he should have to wait till it 
was dry. That part of the business, however, 
was done sooner than he expected, an_d he had 
nothing to do but to begin. His father, who 
only waited till he saw he was wanted, then 
stepped forward, and advised Harry first to 
make a square, by the help of instruments 
proper for the purpose, and then to draw all 
t.he lines very correctly with a brass pen, be
fore he attempted the writing. But, alas) poor 
Harry! he had not drawn half a dozen of these 
<livi ions, when a large drop of ink followed 
his pen along the ruler, which made a line 
almost a quarter of an inch broad; and, in 
dividing the distances with the compasses, he 
found that he had miscounted, so that he be
came quite confused. 

"I don't see much u e in all this measuring," 
said Harry; "why cannot I copy it as one 
hould anything else?" So he ruled his lines, 

one after another, hy his eye, and it 1s asto-
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nishing how much faster he found he could 

do it. 
"N oyr," thought he, "I may just as well be

gin writing some of the names in; " I don't see 

why I should wait till all the lines are done.' .,. 

So he wrote as many names as filled up the 

spaces made by the few lines he had drawn. 
Then he thought he might just as well colour a 
little bit of it, to see how it looked. When he 

had thus done all the different sorts of things 

that there were to do, he left off to rest himself. 

" Ah, well," thought he, " I needn't do any 

more now: there is plenty of time to finish it 
before my holiday is over." So saying, he rolled 
up his chart, wet as it was, and, hiding it up.,. 

ran down stairs. 
"Well, Harry, how does your Chart of His

tory come on?" said his father. 
"Oh, papa, I 've done a good bit of it," said 

Harry. 
Just then bis father was called away; so 

Harry escaped farther questions for the pre-
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sent. But he now saw that he had brought 
himself into a disagreeable dilemma; for, as 
he knew his father would ask to see his chart, 
he must either work regularly at it, and take 
great pains with it, or suffer the disgrace he 
had so oft.en incurred, of not finishing what he 
had begun. He comforted himself, however, 
with thinking that he was not obliged to do it now. 

Soon after, as he was walking in the garden, 
a man came with some paint for the pales, and 
this was a welcome incident to Harry, who did 
not exactly know what he was to do next, and 
it relieved him for the present from that dis
agreeable state of mind in which the attention 
is engaged upon nothing. 

After watching the man for some time, 
Harry longed for some paint himself, to try 
what lie could do; for it seemed the easiest 
and pleasantest work he had ever seen per
formed. "Can you let 1ne have some of that 
paint?" said B~arry, at last. 
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"Yes, sir, certainly,'' said the man. Harry 

11astened to fetch a vessel, which the man 

readily filled, at his employer's expense, with 

the afo~esaid paint. 
" Can you lend me a brush?" said Harry. 

"There's a very nice one," said the man; 

"perhaps you'd like to buy it-it's only a 

shilling, sir." 
"I will buy it, then," said Harry; and the 

bargain was concluded immediately. 

With his paint and brush Harry set off, 

highly pleased, though he did not recol

lect anything just then that wanted paint-

ing. 
"Let me see," said he, walking slowly round 

the yard, and looking up and down for some

thing to begin upon,-" I don't see why this 

wheelbarrow should not be done;" and that, to 

him, seemed equivalent, at the time, to why it 

shoitld be done; so, muddy as it was, he painted 

the wheelbarrow, inside and out-wheel, han

dles and all; indeed, if it had been full of coals 
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gravel, or potatoes, it is not unlikely that he 
would have painted them also; such are the 
silly, useless, or mischievous things that occupy 
idle people. 
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CHAPTER V. 

ALTHOUGH Harry contrived to amuse himself, 

.after he had left his chart, with painting a 

wheelbarrow, he found himself quite out of 

work when he arose next morning. But this 

was not the worst, for, as it did not suit 

him to finish the chart, there was no good rea

son why the old one should not. be hung up 

in its place; but this would lJe telling every
body that he did not mean to complete his 

-own; however, he recollected that he need not 

,decide about that at present. "Indeed," 

thought Harry, " I don't mean to trouble my

self with any more of those great undertakings; 

--why should I work so hard in my own holi

day?-I know what I will do to-day ;-I will 

prove that there is no need for so much bell

.ringing to tell me what to do, or when to do it. 
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I will somehow get all my lessons and other 
books away out of the school--room, and do just 
the same as if I had no holiday. Let me see: 
then at eleven o'clock I begin; but I will not 
£,pend quite so much time in ciphering,-that, 
I am sure, is of no use at all,-nor yet get the 
rules by heart. Now we shall see if I don't do 
as -·well by myself as if there were twenty peo
ple looking over me." So Harry had fully 
made up his mind what to do, and felt confident 
that he should perform his tasks far better in 
his own way than in his father's; but the thing 
he was most desirous of proving was, that he 
did not require to be told when to begin and 
when to leave off. With this persuasion, he 
waited for the time that he had fixed upon for 
beginning his studies. 

As he was arranging his books before him, 
-and was just going to apply himself to them, 
there appeared before the window an old pedlar, 
who, in a very -droll voice, was sjngi.ng some
thing in praise of an article he held in his hand. 

F 
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Harry looked up, and as the man evidently ad

dressed himself to him, he paid sufficient at

tention to distinguish these w0rds :-

" Come, leave your star-gazing, there's n.0 fun iu that~. 

And you that are counting the joints of a tly ;. 

Why, what do I care for the bones of a gnat,. 

Or what the moon's made of,-how distant or hight" 

" But here,-tol de rol,-a great mystery lies : 

Flies, earwigs, or gnats will be tum'd into stars! 

(If they be but put in it). Come, use yoill' own eyes: 

There's never a spy-glass with this that compares!" 

The man, rseeing he had gained Harry's at

tention, touched his hat, and held out one in 

his hand. Harry took it, and asked him what 

it was for. 
" If you '11 please to look through it, sir,"r 

said the pedlar, " you'll say, if you havn't seen 

· one afore, you never see such a thing in your 

l . [' )) 
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osity was highly excited, and he took one to 
try it. 

"What 
1

s that all ?11 said Harry, who was 
not aware that it should have a rotatory mo
tion. 

" Please to turn it round and round, sir,'1 
said the man. 

" Oh, I see !-ah, that will do !JJ said Harry, 
who instantly drew his head in, and ran, 
with this new wonder, to show his brothers 
and sisters. 

"There 1

s a man at the window,11 said he, 
" with a number of these things to sell. Now, 
only look through this hole, and keep turning 
it round.'1 

They did so, and were all as pleased as 
Harry. 

" Suppose we buy it ?JJ said be; " they are 
only seven shillings a piece; let me see,-four 
of us,-that is,-let me see, four of us,-that 
lS-

" One-and-ninepence a-piece," said Harriet. 
F2 
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" Yes, only one-and-ninepence for each of 

us/' said Harry; " suppose we do?" 

,: Suppose we ask papa?" said James. So 

they all appeared in a body, with this kaleido

scope, in the garden, where their papa and 

mamma were walking. 

"What have you there, Harry?" said his 

father. 
"Oh, it's a kaleidoscope; IsawtheminLon

don, and was almost inclined to buy one for 

you. 
,, 

" Then you have no objection to our buying 

this, papa?" 
" I have no objection to your having it," said 

his father; " and I suppose you will have no 

objection to my paying for it?" added he, giv

ing him the money; "but remember it is to be 

pro bono piiblico." 
" I certainly think," said Harry, as he re

turned, after having paid the man (who was 

almost tired of wRiting),-" I certainly think 

it is the best thing I ever looked through." 
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" I had rather look through a microscope," 
said James. 

" Or a telescope," said his father. 
" Oh, yes; only they are so common," said 

Harry. 
" But the things they discover to us are not 

common, I think," said his father; " at least 
they are not so to me. Pray, have you looked 
at Jupiter's moons; or Saturn's ring; or at the 
eyes of insects; or the down from their wings, 
till you are tired 1" 

" Oh, no, papa," said Harry; " I like that 
very much; and it is very curious to look 
through the telescope, and see what's o'clock 
by the church five miles off; and certainly one 
could not do .. that with a kaleidoscope." 

" No, Harry," said his mother, " you could 
not do even that with a kaleidoscope." 

" But I should like to know how it is that 
the figures are so very regular in their shape, 
and yet so different every time," said James; 
" it really is very curious." 

" Yes, it is curious, I will allow," said 
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his father; "and if Harry will lend it me a few 
minutes, I will endeavour to explain it to you; 
but Y?u will find it appears to less advan
tage when taken to pieces and examined; and 
that, perhaps, '!Ilakes the grand difference 
which exists between the w01;ks of nature 
and art." 

I-Iarry then gave the kaleidoscope into his 
father's hands; and they all drew near to hear 
and to see. 

Their father then showed them that the 
variegated figures they so much admired were 
composed of nothing but a few pieces of colour
ed glass and gilt paper; and that the regularity 
of the form was only caused by the multiplied 
reflection in two pieces of looking-glass, placed 
in a proper angle with each other. When it 
was put together again, each of them gave an
other look through it; but it was evident that 
they, none of them, felt quite so much respect 
for it as at first; for they had expected to find 
very curious and complicated machinery inside, 
instead of what was really there. Harry took 
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it last, and after his broth.ers were gone to their 
usual occupations, he still c011tinued to amuse 
himself with it. 

This affair ha:ving detained him so long, he 
<letermined not to attend to his lessons till the 
afternoon. After h!;Lving funy satisfied himself 
with the kaleidoscope, h.e laid it down and. felt 
quite ready for any new engagement; -so he 
stretched himself on the garden-seat till some
thing should occur to him; and, whether it was 
that he really could not tliink of anything, or 
that he happened to go to sleep, is not known, 
hut he never stirred from that spot till he was 
called to dinner. 

" Harry/' said his father, '-' will you be very 
busy this evening?)} 

" No, papa-not vm·y busy," said Harry. 
' Not ve1·y busy," said his father; "but if 

you have any plans for the eveni;Jg, I have 
no more to say; you know it is your own 
time." 

" Yes, sir, but I had really not thought of 
.anything particular that I wanted to do." 



" vVell, then, I suppose you will thank any
body to think of something for you. We ate 
going this evening to hear a philosophical lec
ture, · in which many of those experiments 
will be performed which you have so often 
read about. What say you ?-will you not 
like it?" 

" 0 yes, papa, very m-uch," said HarPy. 
"Then I would advise you to read a few 

pages beforehand,. in ' Gregory's Economy 
of Nature,' especially on the subjects to be 
treated of to-night; for I suppose you do not 
wish to he classed amongst those very young1 

or very silly folk, who care only to b.e 
amused." 

" I think that I should like to do-the same;'' 
said James, taking up the prospectus; " Jet us 
see what the subjects are to- night.-. ' General 
Properties of Matter,. Pneumatics,. Hydro,_ 
t t . & J JJ S a ,lCS, T. C, 

But Harry did not see the necessity for tak
ing so much trouble; indeed, he generally ac
counted the books in which sciences were ex-
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plained disagreeable and tiresome, or, as he

used to say, "very dry." So that he must be 

numbered with all those ignorant little boy& 

who only want to be amused, and do not wish 

to be instructed; however, Harry was very 

much delighted with the idea of going; not, as 

is plain, because he was much of a philosopher,. 

but merely because he expected to see some-• 

thing new or diverting. 

Whenever he was in expectation of any plea

sure, he considered the time before it arrived 

not only as of no value, but as so very disagree

able, that he would gladly have destroyed it 

all in a moment, if he could. This being the 

case, he did not feel much inclined towards his. 

lessons that afternoon, but resolved to let them 

quite alone till to-morrow. Harry did not 

know that idling an afternoon away makes it 

as long, tiresome, and disagreeable as it is pos

sible for it to be, and that the only way to, 

m.ake time seem short is to he doing some

thing. 
However, at last the hour dicl come, and they 
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all went 1n time to the appointed place. It 
was a large room, in which was a very large 
table, covered with a great many known and 
unknown things. As nobody had arrived but 
this family, their father, with the lecturer's 
permission, suffered his children carefully to 
approach and survey the table. The air-pump, 
electrical machine, and orrery, with many 
other things, were recognised immediately by 
these young folk; but, at the greater part 
of the apparatus, they looked with profound 
wonder. 

"Is that a bit of meat, papa?" whispered 
Frederick, pointing to something in a wine
glass. 

" That, my boy, is part of a frog," said 
his father, " which you will presently see 
leap out of the wine-glass; although, as 
you may suppose, it has been dead some 
time." 

"Will that be done by ga.lvanism, papa?" 
said James. 

"Yes: you are right," said his father. 
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" Will it leap towards us, papa?" said Har
riet. 

Just then another party entered, with seve
ral young folk, who crowded directly round 
the table, and very rudely began to handle the 
lecturer's apparatus. 

"La! good gracious! what's that?" said a 
young girl, looking into the wine-glass. 

" It is a dead frog,'' said the lecturer. 
"Patience! a1ive! '111,a!" said the gir1, start

ing, horror-struck, from the table; " let us sit 
as far off as we can." 

"Ah! for goodness' sake, my dear children, 
all of you come away," said their mother; "one 
never knows what one may touch in these · 
kind of places." 

The philosopher had often found a dead frog 
very useful in driYing away persons who were 
rude, ignorant, and silly. 

But he now began to be a, little anxious 
about his company, and often looked at his 
watch, and then at the door. 



90 HARRY'S HOLIDAY. 

The week before, a conjurer from Bartho
lomew-fair had exhibited in the same room, 
and ha.If an hour before the time, a seat could 
scarcely be procured; but now, half an hour 
after the time, only two families were pre
sent: so that it seems some people, taller than 
Harry, like being amused better than being 
instructed. 

After some delay, however, a few stragglers 
made their appearance; and with less than 
half a room full the lecture began. Several of 
the persons present, during the ten minutes 
occupied by the introductory remarks, wished 
they had not spent their money to hear them; 
and there were others who whispered or talked 
so loud, that those who tried to attend could 
not. However, as soon as the lecturer touched 
his apparatus, all was mute attention; and, in 
order to rouse it effectually, he exhausted the 
air from a glass vessel covered over with a 
piece of leather, which, on being punctured 
with a needle, produced so loud a report, as to 
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<t'onvince every one that the philosopher was 
no impostor. 

"How do you like that?" said somebody, 
·who touched Harry fro1n behind. · It was 
Charles Mason. 

" 0 ! are you here? " said Harry; " come 
and sit by me; there's plenty of room;-it's 
capital l-it is really capital l" 

"Having thus clearly proved," said the lec
turer, "the gravity or weight of a column of 
atmospheric a.ir, I will now proceed to shew its 
-elasticity." He then, by a very laborious pro
cess, in which some thought he bowed to the 
-company, and others that he looked like a 
Gawyer,-forced a great volume of air into a 
small copper ball, and then screwing it on to 
..'.l. gun,-after having explained to the ladies 
t1iat no gunpowcle1· was ernployed,-discharged 
it several times; a,nd, as Harry said, it sounded 
anore like sneez,ing than anything else. Then 
he aimed it at one of the candles, which it 
.extinguished so admirably, as to produce a 
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buzz of applause from rdmost the whole assem • 
bly. 

After having performed various pneuma
tic experiments, and briefly noticed several 
other sciences, he introduced the subject of 
galvanism, on which, having said a very few 
words, as he found very few persons paid 
any attention to him, he proceeded to the 
marvellous experiment of making the dead 
frog (and, sympathetically, some living ladies) 
to jump. 

" By means of this wonderful principle, so 
analogous, it should seem, to the nervous in
fluence/' said the philosopher, "the muscular 
system of dead animals is acted upon so as to 
produce what some might be tempted to say, 
are the most unequivocal signs of life. La
dies," said he, seeing them slightly agitated, 
" I pledge myself that its motion shall be 
confined to the table." Saying this, he just 
touched the frog with the wire of the galvanic 
trough, when, to the astonishment of every-

bod 

or 



HARRY'S HOLIDAY. 93 

body who was not aware of the principle, 
or who did not think it was a trick, it 
jumped out of the glass, and fell on to the 
flour. 

The same experiment was likewise perform
ed upon a rabbit, which also jumped, and ap
peared to struggle. 

The company were then requested to dip 
their hands in basins of water, connected with 
the galvanic apparatus; which the few who 
ventured to do it found to produce an inde
scribable sensation in the joints of the arm. 

Electricity was next introduced, and many 
found time for a nap whilst the philosopher 
was talking about Thales, electron, and Dr. 
Fra,nk1in. Finding his audience wished for 
positive electricity, he shortened his oration, 
and proceeded to perform the usual routine of 
experiments. There were some who were inter
ested in hearing of Franklin's grand and fear
ful experiment with the thunder-cloud; but 
the greater part preferred the luminous chain 
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or the electrical bells to all the explanations 

in the world. 
After as many other sciences had been in

troduced as the time admitted, the lecture 

dosed, and the company departed, some tired, 

.some amused, and some highly interested and 

instructed. Among the latter was Charles 

Mason, who accompanied Harry and his bro

thers part of the way home. 

"I will tell you what I am going to do," 

.said Charles; " I mean to try and make an 

electrical machine, and I think I can, because 

I know somebody who did, and he is no older 

than I am." 
"Well," said I-Iarry, "and I ,vill tell you 

what I have a great mind to do, and that is to 

1nake an air-pump." 
"Do you think you can make an air-pump?" 

.said Charles. 
"Why not?" said Harry, "it only wants 

care and patience, and for me to understand 

what I am about.'' 
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"Very well," said Charles, "we shall see 
whose is done first; I shall begin mine tG-mor
row." 

"And so shall I mine," said Harry; and 
they parted. 
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CHAPTER v:r. 

HARRY lost no -time in commencing his opera
tions; for early the next morning he went to 
the blacksmith's, and· ordered a winch to be· 
made-not, as is usual, to fit a machine, but 
intending the machine to fit the winch; he. 
thought it would be wasting his time to make 
what a blacl<:s-niith could do just as well. 

" I hope you were pleased with what you 
saw and heard last night, Harry," ' said his fa-
ther. 

" 0 yes! very much indeed, papa," said he;· 
" and particularly with the air-pump." 

"The air-pump was, perhaps, altogether the· 
most interesting instrument on the table; and 
I should think, on account of the nicety of the 
workmanship, it must have been the most ex-
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" Is an air-pump so very difficult to make, 
papa?" said Harry. 

"It must require great skill and perfection 
of workmanship," said his father, "especially 
in the tubes and pistons, because of the resist
ance made by the external air." 

" Charles' Mason says he thinks he can 
make an electrical machine; and I thought 
perhaps I-perhaps I could make an arr
pump." 

" You know, Harry," said his father, " there 
have been some things which you have wished 
to do that I have told you would be tiresome, 
fatiguing, or difficult; but I assure you, that 
to make n.n air-pump you will £nd qi1,ite imvos
sible. I think it is possible to make an elec
trical machine, because care, patience, and 
neatness in constructing the various parts will 
be sufficient; but then no one can do that who 
is not careful and patient, and neat in his 
workmanship.'' 

Seeing that there were so many difficulties 
G2 
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in the way, Harry, for once, was persuaded to 
relinquish his scheme, and determined, instead 
of an air-pump, to make an electrical machine. 
It must be observed, however, that the winch 
he had ordered was the tiirning-point of the 
business, for that, he recollected, would serve 
as well for one as the other. 

"Well, then, papa," said he, "you think I 
can make an electrical machine?" 

" I said, Harry, that I thought a careful, 
patient person, who could work neatly, might 
make one. What think you now?" 

"I think, if Charles Mason tries," said Harry, 
"I may as well." 

"Very well," said his father, "try ;-I will 
give you all the advice I can while you are 
doing it,-but pray where is your cylinder?" 

"Oh dear! I forgot that," said Harry; "I 
wonder what Charles Mason will do?" 

"I cannot deny," said his father, "that I 
have by me such a thing as a glass cylinder, 
made on purpose for an electrical machine; 
and I will make this proposal to you, Harry:-
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if you will really put together and finish all 
the other parts, so that they will probably 
serve the purpose, I will give you the cylin.: 
der; and if, in any particular part, you find a 
difficulty which you cannot overcome, I will 
procure you assistance, provided I see that you 
are really taking pains, and persevering; but 
lest, in the meantime, the cylinder should be 
broken, I shall keep it myself till your task is 
completed." 

" I think I shall try now," said Harry. 
"But I must give you the dimensions," said 

his father, reaching down the cylinder from a 
high shelf; "you see it is ten inches long; 
that is all that is necessary for you to know;" 
and he replaced it immediately. 

The sight of this cylinder, which, to be 
sure, was exactly the thing, was sufficient to 
make Harry extremely impatient to possess 
it. 

His father not only procured all the mate
rials, but gave Harry so many directions, and 
was so ready to assist whenever there was any 
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real difficulty, that he had a very fair oppor
tunity of succeeding; and as, at present, he 
felt a great deal of interest himself in the un
dertak1ng, there were some who really thought 
that, for once, he would. 

Although it is known to be a fact, that 
some lads, not much older than Harry, have 
contrived to make an electrical machine, yet it 
must be confessed that it is rather a difficult 
undertaking for one so young, and that it 
would not have been much disgrace, if, after 
having done his best, he had been obliged to 
give it up. However, giving it up was the 
last thing that anybody thought of at the ·end 
of the first day of his operations, for he had 
got so forward, and what he had done looked 
so well, that there appeared little doubt of his 
success. 

In the evening, after having accomplished 
more that day than in all the former part of 
the week, he set off in high spirits to his friend 
Charles Mason, to see how he was going on, 
and to converse with him on the subject. 
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" Ah, Harry, how do you dot' said Chdirles; 

·" how is your air-pump?" 
"Oh, my-ah, my air-pump," said Harry, 

·who had quite forgotten that he had ever in

tended to .make one; " why, papa said that it 

was impossible for me to make an air-pump, 

.and I shall make an .electrical machine in

stead." 
"Will you?" said Charles; "now you shall 

see what I have done, and what a nice cylinder 

I have got." 
"Oh,-but it's only a bottle.!" said Harry, 

rather agreeably surprised. 

"Well,-a bottle, I know it," said Charles, 

"' ' but it is quite straight, and quite large 

~nough ;-what have you got, may I ask f' 

" A cylinder, ten inches long, made on 

purpose," said Harry; but it sljpped his me

mory just then that he had not yet obtain

•ecl it.. 
" Well, how do you like my 111.achine," said 

.Charles, " as far .as it is aone?" 

It was not apparently so forward .as Harry's, 
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l)ut an accurate observer might discover signs 
of more substantial workmanship. 
. "I dare say that will be a very good one," 

said Harry, who could not help thinking his 
own the best, because it was the largest; " but 
I should like you to see mine; when will you 
come?'' 

"When I have done my own," said Charles; 
" and I will bring it with me." 

Harry now returned, more than ever satis
fied with his own machine, and longing much 
for the time when he might compare it with 
Charles Mason's. 

"Now," thought Harry, as he was dressing 
.himself next morning; " I have two whole 
days left to finish my machine; I can do a 
great deal in two days. Let me see ;-to-day I 
shall do that, and that-and then to-morrow I 
shall be ready for the cylinder. Oh, but there 
is the conductor to make, and to cover it with 
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tinfoil-what is the use of not letting me have 
the cylinder now? Papa thinks, I suppose, 
that I shall not :finish it; but, for once, he is 
mistaken.'' So saying, Harry ran down stairs 
to his work, and did something considerable 
before breakfast. 

"Did you see Charles Mason last night, 
I-Iarry?" said his father; "has he begun his 
machine?" 

"0 yes, papa.," said Harry, "but it is a very 
small one, and he has only got a bottle for a 
cylinder." 

"Well, I have seen a very good electrical 
machine, ,vhich had only a bottle for a cylin

der." 
"But certainly my machine will be the best, 

2 JJ papa. 
" I cannot say anything about that at pre

sent," replied his father; " it must depend up
on which of you takes the m0st pains, and who
is the most persevering. From what I know 
of Charles Mason, I have little doubt of his 
making a, very neat electrical machine, whe-
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ther he has only a bottle, or a cylinder made 
on pID·pose; and I hope you will do the 
sa1ne." 

But 'Harry intended to do a great deal bet
ter, and wondered that his father seemed to 
have any doubt about it. He was pleased to 
.see how much like an electrical machine his 
work began to look, and only wished for the 
-cylinder, that he mjght just hold it in its plaee 
for a moment, to make it look still more like 
-one. 

But Harry's machine was not really so for
ward as it appeared to be, it having been 
roughly and hastily put together, that it might 
have the form, of a machine as soon as possible, 
to gratify his impatience; so that the cutting 
and clipping, and filing and fitting were all to 
come. 

It is true, his father had promised him assist
ance, in case of any grand and insuperable 
difficulty; but the greatest difficulty of all to 
Harry, which was the trouble and labour, no 
.one had offered to take off his hands; however, 
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1iis patience lasted pretty well, till it fell to his 

hard lot to file a large piece of iron much 

smaller, and to make it square, for the winch 
to turn it. · 

At last, taking this for one of the impossi

bilities his father had mentioned, he determin

ed to claim the promise. 
" Papa," said he, "here is a thing I can

not do; I can't file this piece of iron at all, 

and it must be square to put the winch 

on. " 
" And why cannot you file it, Harry?" 
"It is so hard, sir, it is impossible. You know 

you said, papa, you would help me when any

thing was impossible." 

" And so I will, Harry, depend upon it; but 

this requires nothing but a little patience; 

perhaps you mean it is impossible for anybody 

to do it without patience? I would strongly 

advise you to persevere, and then, if you find 

it to be impossible, I promise that you shall 

be assisted. Remember Hercules and the clown, 
I-Iarry.JJ 
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With this answer he returned, and, after a 
great deal of lazy kind of labour, he reduced it 
to such a size and shape as he thought per
haps would do; he then, for the first time 
since this affair ~ad been in hand, left off to 
rest himself; just then the blacksmith's boy 
came with the winch, which Harry was very 
glad to see; but, alas! when he came to try 
it on the pin he had been £ling, it was so 
1nuch too large as to be positively of no use 
at all. 

"Now, how stupid and provokrng l" said he, 
as he applied it to the machine; " if I had not 
worried myself so long in filing that pin away7 

it might have done." 
" This winch is of 110 use," said he to the 

boy; " your father has made it large enough 
for the mangle." 

" If you please, sir, my father says, you didn't 
mention no pitrtik:lar size." 

" But he was not obliged to make it too• 
large, was he?" said Harry; "if he had made· 
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it too small, it would not have signified so 
n1uch." 

" No, sir, 'twon't so," said the lad. 
" Then tell your father he must make 

.one a g1·eat deal smaller, and you may take 
this back; it's of no use at all," replied 
I-Iarry. 

" Yes, sir," said the lad; and with this wise 
message he departed. 

" Now," said Harry to himself, "I suppose 
I shall have to wait nobody knows }low long 
for this stupid winch. However, it is of no 
use being in much of a hurry about the ma
chine; for if it was clone. now, I could not 
u-se it." 

So, what with fatigue, disappointment, and 
indolence, Harry was contented to allow him.
self to rest all the morning. 

After dinner he felt so little disposed to his 
undertaking that he would certainly have rest
ed himself a,gain, if he had not recollected 
that there was but one day more of his holi
day left; and as he was not yet so tired Lut 
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that he fully intended and expected to fin
ish his machine, he determined to see what 
more he could do before the winch came 
home. · 

But Harry did not yet know how to deter
mine against his inclination;- for, not being 
disposed just then to exert himself, he rathei
played with his tools than worked with them. 
He could not prevail upon himself to finish 
any part he took in hand, but as soon as he 
met with any difficulty, or grew tired, he laid 
that part asid-e, and began another; so that 
it was with this as with the Chart of History, 

. when there was nothing new to begin upon, 
he grew tired of his undertaking altoge
ther. 

" Now," thought Harry, " the cylinder is 
exactly the thing I want; and yet I know if 
I were to ask for it now, I shouldn't have it. 
I doB't think there would be niuch harm in 
my just getting it down to look at. I could go 
on as well again then-in short, I don't see 
I can go on at all without it." 
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How easily persons may know whether the· 
thing they are meditating to do is right or 

wrong! Who was it that Harry was talking 
to when he said "much harm ?"-he was talk

ing to his conscience; and people seldom talk 
much with their consciences, except to quiet 
them. 

Thus Harry, not contented with wasting his· 

own time, and spoiling his own things, did 

not ~cruple to make free with what belonged 
to others; so, having had the last word with 
his conscience, he went softly to the place 
where the cylinder had been laid, and reaching 
it very carefully from the shelf, (for he seemed 

much afraid of a disaster,) he put it under his 

coat and returned. 
" This," thought Harry, "is just the thing

who will say I can't make an electrical ma

chine?" said he, as he held the cylinder in 
the frame. "They are always saying that 
I never finish anything; but now, for once, 

they will see-why it is just :finished." And 
so a person standing at some distance might 
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:almost think, while Harry was holding the 
cylinder in its place; but a closer examination 
would have shewn that there was a great deal 
to do; and much to undo, before Harry could 
see a spark from it. 

But he thought differently; indeed, his ma
chine seemed to him so near being completed~ 
:after he had seen the cylinder in it, that he 
fell to work with new spirit, thinking that his 
labour would soon be over. 

But though he worked for a little time with 
something like industry, he did not prosper 
from the moment he had the cylinder in his 
possession; and this was probably owing to 
his excessive hurry and impatience. Twice 
did part of the frame give way, while he was 
forcing it to fit this cylinder, and as often did 
-he repair it with nails and glue, and then, with
out waiting till the glue was dry, force it again; 
so that all his work became ricketty and un
sound. 

At last, tired, hot, disappointed, and cross, 
l1e resorted to his old expedient of leaving off 
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for the present; and without making any re
flections on the disgrace he must incur if he 
suffered his whole week's holiday to pass with
out having done one thing worth doing, he 
gave himself what he called a real holiday for 
the rest of the evening, and that always con
sisted in doing liter.ally no.thing. So ended the 
fif~h day. 

n 
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CHAPTER VII. 

" I WISH that troublesome old chart were 
safe up again," said Harry, as he passed the 
-vacant place next morning; " what could I he 
thinking of to begin it? Now, if I put it up,. 
I shall be asked if the new one is done; and se> 
I shall if I don't.'' So he thought it most 
prudent to replace it, and then took care to, 
destroy his own. Thus was that scheme en
tirely relinquished; and so disgusted was he· 
now with it, that he would rather have learnt 
by heart half the Latin Grammar at once, than 
have been obliged to proceed with it for an 
hour. 

It would have been well if Harry's pre
. sent undertaking had concluded like the last, 
ancl like most of bis form.er ones, with 
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merely growing tired, and giving it over peace
ably. 

It had been observed, though not mentioned, 
at breakfast, that he appeared unusually sullen 
and discontented: he was iw1/usually so; for 
he frequently thought he had occasion to 
seem slightly offended; and this he imagined 
,vas best made known by silence and sullen 
looks. 

If Harry, and all other little boys who very 
much dislike being laughed at, did but know 
how really ridiculous they look when siilking, 

they would find out some other method of 
shewing their displeasure. 

With whom he was displeased, or what had 
displeased him, nobody knew ;-how should 
they? for he was displeased with himself:
not tlrnt he blanied himself, but he felt some
how disappointed that the last. day of his holi
day was come, and that he had not done as he· 
liked after all, although he certainly had had 
the opportunity, and that he had still a long, 

II 2 
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difficult, and now disagreeable job before him. 
This being the case, it may be supposed that 
his electrical machine was not much the for
wardeT for what was done that day. 

As soon as Harry lost his relish for the 
undertaking, he determined, the £rst time he 
went that way, to return the cylinder as si
lently as he had procured it; for he knew 
that his father would be really displeased, and 
shew himself to be so, if he found it had 
been taken without leave; but this, though 

determined upon, like many other things, was 
not attended to, but delayed from time to 
time, because it could be done at any time, 
till it was too late to do it at all. 

In the evening, as Harry wa.s still doing, 
or seeming to do something to his machine, 
his brother James came into the room, and 
not observing, or not recollecting Harry's ill 
humour, began, in a good-natured way, to 
make certain remarks. 

'' ·why, Harry," said he, as he entered, 
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"you are up to your knees in shavings and 

saw-dust!" 
"Well, they don't hurt you,, do they?" said 

Harry. 
"Nobody said they did," said James; "pray, 

have I hurt yo·u ?" 

"You will hurt that, if you pull it about/ 

said I-Iarry, seeing James tc:tke up his electrical 

machine; "I wish you would just be so good 
as to let it alone.'' 

"What! is it so very tender?" said James, 
a little louder, as he held it up out of Har
ry's reach-" No; now we will have a look 

at it-the tenpenny nails have split your 

work, Harry," said he, carrying it to the win
dow. 

"Nobody wants you to mend it," said 
Harry. 

"Oh, and you have taken the cylinder 

down! " said James, who saw it glisten 
through some shavings with which it was co

vered; "I don't believe papa gave it you, 
though." 
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"It is no business of yours who gave it me," 
said Harry. 

"No, very true," said James, taking it up 
and examining it; "but you don't suppose 
that your machine will fit this cylinder, do 
you?" 

"I wonder how you came to know so much 
about it," said Harry; "I think that I ought 
to know best." 

As he said this he placed the cylinder in its 
frame, and attempted to fix it. 

After some time spent in pushing, pulling, 
and squeezing, he took up the hammer, which 
he knew was useful to produce compliance of 
some sort, and being a little impatient and a 
little angry, he administered two blows so much 
to the purpose that the whole concern fell to 
pieces! 

"Well done, Harry, boy!" said James, 
who immediately burst into a violent fit of 
laughter. 

"What business haive you to insult me?" 

sai 
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.said Harry. " I won't stand it! I won't!" 
So saying, furious with passion, he clashed 
the machine, cylinder and all, to the ground! 

I-Iere James, whom we cannot now com
mend, thought proper quietly to issue at the 
nearest door. 

"1Vhat is that broken?" said Harry's father, 
who, although at a distance, had heard the 
crash. 

" 'Tis something betwixt Master James 
and Master Henry, sir, I think," said a ser
vant. 

I-Iarry trembled, as he heard his father's step 
approaching. 

"Is there anything broken here.?" said he> 
mildly, as he entered. 

Harry said nothing. 
" What i8 all this?" said his father; "glass! 

broken glass !-the cylinder! How came that 
here? Harry, now you must speak to me;-is 
this an accident, or what?" 

" .J a.mes made me do it ; he has been insult
ing me all tlte evening," said Harry. 
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,: James must be called, then,"' said his fa
ther. 

He· soon arrived, an.d, although. he appeared· 
concerned at the catastrophe, yet he did not 
seem as if he thought that he had much to· an
swer for. 

" ·Now I must have this business explained 
to me," said their father. 

"James, Harry says you have been insult
ing him; let me hear fairly how it ,v.as ;· you 
will find it the best way." 

James and Harry then bega11, at the sam.e 
instant, to tell each their own story. 

"N.o, Harry," said' his father, "you have 
accused James, and now he has a right to de
fend· himself" 

James then related exactly what had passed, 
and he did not forget to• m-ention the circmn
stance whicli appeared to have occasioned his-
brother's anger, namely, his having laughed at 
the fracture of the machine. 

" I confess," said his fa,ther, "had I been 
here I should not have laughed~ because· I 
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should not have been glad; I cannot con

ceive of rejoicing at other people's misfortunes. 

:However, James, you may now leave us." 

"And so this, Harry," said his father, shut

ting the doors, "this is the conclusion of your 

week's holiday?" 
Harry burst into tears. 
"I have not been at all surprised," said his 

father, "to see the many vain attempts you 

have made to employ yourself, or even to 

amuse yourself, during this week, because it 

was the ver~ thing I expected, and it was, too, 

the very thing I wished you to find out; and I 

thought it very likely you would be more than 

ever discontented and out of humour at the 

close of it. But I am surprised and disap

pointed at what I see before me; for, I confess, 

when I promised you that cylinder upon cer

tain conditions, I had not the slightest suspi

cion that you would think of taking it with

out leave. I did not think it necessary to 

lock it up or conceal it from you, because I 
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<lid not believe · that you were in the smallest 
degree dishonest; for, let me tell you, it is a 
degree of dishonesty even to borrow what be
longs to another without his consent, and you 
must have had the same kind of excuses to 
make to your conscience as if you had intend
ed to steal it. I hope, however, Harry, that 
I need not say much more upon this subject 
to you, because you appear willing to con
demn yourself, and I believe, for the same 
reason, that I need not say much on another 
subject-I mean the best and pleasantest way 
of spending time, and the best and pleasantest 
way of doing what we undertake. I did, in
deed, overhear something you said to yourself 
one evening, by which I understood that you 
were discontented with my way, and thought 
my treatment unkind; I think, however, you 
cannot say that I have taken an unkind me
thod to convince you of your mistake." 

"You have been very-very good to me, 
papa," said Harry, sobbing. 

mis 
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"And are you convinced, then, that it was a 
mistake?" said his father. 

"Oh yes, papa,'·' said Harry; "indeed it is 
much the pleasantest to spend my time in your 

)J way. 
"Then," said his father, "my purpose is an

swered, and this week has not been wasted 
after all-for it has corrected a mistake which 
is not easily done by words; and, however 
painful many circumstances of it may have 
been to both of us, we shall, I trust., have no 
real cause to regret hereafter in looking back 
to I-IARRY's HoLIDAY. 

THE END. 

LONDON: 
W. :ll'DOW A.LL, PRINTER, LITTLE QUEEN-STREET, 

LIN CO LN'S-I:S-N-F IELDS. 
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NEVER vVRONG, &c. 

CHAPTER I. 

"\V HAT are you so busy about? " inquired Walter Sedley 
of his cousin Edmond Hargrave, whom he found sitting 
alone in the school-room, a pencil in one hand, and with 
the other turning over the leaves of a book nearly filled 
with writing. "You know, VY alter," returned Edmond, 
" that I, being the eldest boy in the school, have been 
chosen by the rest to decide who is right and who is 
wrong in any dispute or misconduct that may happen out 
of school hours, and this being the beginning of a new 
year, I have been looking through my book of trials and 
cases that have occurred during the last, that I may make 
out a fair account of improvement or the contrary." 

" Well, and which do you find the most on" asked 
Walter, impatiently, for the subject was anything but 
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agreeable to him, as my young readers will quickly disco

ver. "I am. sorry to say," answered Edmond, "that, with 

regard to yourself, there is little or no improvement at 

all; for though in three cases out of every four you, Walter, 

are the J)rincipal person concerned, and proved to be in er

ror, you have never, in any one of them, s~gned your name 

as acknowledging yourself to be in the wrong; I have 

the names occasionally of all the other boys in the school, 

but you have as yet never owned a judgment just that 

has been given a.gainst you" "That is, given by you, and 

set clown in your wise book," said Walter, contemptu

ously; "anc.l pray, cousin Edmond what does that provei'' 

"Only this," returned Edmond, very coolly, "that you, 

Walter, either are or believe yourself to be INFALLIBLE, 

which word you will find, on looking in your Dictionary, 

to mean, 'INCAPABLE OF MISTAKE.'" "Do you think 

I don't know that without your telling me1" again in

terrupted Walter, petulantly; "considering how much 

younger I am, I dare say I know the meaning of diction

ary words as well as you do." "You ought to do so at 

least," replied Edmond, "for, according to your own ac

count, you know everything, not only as well but a gTeat 

deal better than other people do; and that is the reason 

that it has been determined to give you the name of 

I 
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'N e,er ·wrong· or, The 1 oung Disputant,' till you pro,c 
you haye no claim to it. You know we do it all in good 
humour: it is only a sort of play : so you need take no se
riouN offence at it; and if by our game of 'Judge a,nd Laws' 
we cme one another of any fault or folly, we are surely 
doing each other a ser,--i.ce; you will own that to be cor
rect, I uppo e." "Of course I do," returned Walter, 
"but I can t see that I deserYe to have a nickname, and 
I mu determined that I ,,-ill neYer a11sVt·er to it; it is not 
right for one boy to make fun of another: I hate all such 
stuff. ' ' So you do, when you are the boy to be mnde 
fun of, a you call it," replied Edmond; "but you did not 
say so ,Yalter when ,,-e named Master "Willoughby, the 
other day Dox Bo:\IBA TES FuRioso, because of hi ex
trayaga.nt ,·rny of speaking, such as calling hi pens hor
rible, wretched, and mi erable, because they are a little 
too oft or too hard for him; you thought nicknaming 
him a goocl joke and laughed as heartily as any of us." 

"And uppo e I did what doe that pro-re i" a ked 
Walter, again. 'I sa,v that he laughed him elf, and didn't 
mind it ~o there wa ~ no harm in making fun of him; be
side , enr ·body could ee that he had the fault, and that it 
would be a good job to cure him of it." ' Ancl suppo e, 
Walter,· "aid Edmond, that eye;:ybocly can ee you ~aye 
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the fault of thinking yourself always in the right, would it 
not be a good job to cure you of it i'' "To be sure it 
would, if I had it, but I have not,1' replied Walter, angri
ly. "Just prove now, cousin Edmond, that I am never 
wrong, and you may call me 'Infallible' or anything else 
you please." "It is not my business now," returned his 
companion, "to prove that you are never wrong, but that 
you never think yourself so." "That's not quite true, · 
Edmond," said VY alter, "for I have often declared that 
everyboclr that ever lived must be wrong sometimes j so 
of course I must be wrong occasionally, as well as the 
rest." "Aye Walter," replied his cousin, laughing, "but 
the 'rest ' seem often to know when their 'sometimes ' 
take place, but we never can find out when your 
'sometinies wrong' happens. If you break an}'thing lent 
you, it is sure to be an accident j if you don't keep to the 
rules in or out of school, the poor rules are to blame, not 
you, of course,-t.hey are bad ones j if you quarrel with 
us, it is all our fault, and not yours,-we ought to know 
better than to say or do anything to offend you, however 
unintentional j and, added to all this, when you make 
complaints of us to our master, you excuse yourself by 
saying he has unclertn.ken to educate us, and if he don't 
know our faults,howis he to cure them? It is a good thing 
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for us that he has more sense and justice than to encom
age idle tale-bearing and misrepresentation even from 
you, who are his own brother; and I really believe, Wal
ter, that you would not make such foolish complaints 
to him as you do, when you are cool, but only when 
you are in a passion." "No, to be sure I would not," 
eagerly exclaimed Walter, ever delighted to get rid of 
censure, and as constantly insensible to its justice; "and 
of course, cousin Edmond, when Iam in a passion I ought 
not to be blamed for anything I do, for then people scarce
ly know what they are about or what they say." 

"There again, Walter," exclaimed Edmond, "quite 
right as usual, NEVER WRONG, of course; and yet there is 
one thing you have mentioned that I think you will hard
ly venture to defend." "And what is that1" inquired 
TV alter. " The being in a passion." "And so, cousin 
Judge," cried Walter, in great wrath, ''I am to put up 
with all manner of ill treatment without being angry, just 
as though persons could help being angry when they are 
offended." " Perhaps not always," said Edmond, " but 
then people ought to be sure they have sufficient cause 
of offence before they get into such passions as you do, 
Walter, even supposing it to be right to be in a passion 
at all." 

"It is mighty easy to say; but I fancy it is a great 
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deal harder to do," grumbled Walter; "but I can't see any 

reason; though you are my cousin, and older, for your 

schooling and lecturing me in the way you do; if I had 

not the b_est disposition and temper in the world, I should 

never Lear it, that I shouldn't; you are always trying to 

pick a quarrel with me. One does not expect to find an 

enemy in one's relation," added the perverse boy, becom

ing thoroughly excited; " but I don't care for anything 

you can do or say; I know that I hav'n't any one of the 

faults you have told me of, and the moment my brother 

comes home 1 will tell him all about it." ,n,;y ell done, 

'Never Wrong .l "' exclaimed Edmond, again laughing; 

"not one of the faults I have been telling you of! and intend 

complaining to your lll'other as soon as he returns from 

his walk. But come, cousin WalteT," he added, more se

riously, "I cannot endure that you should call me your 

enemy; you should recollect that it is your brother's wish, 

on account of our relationship and difference of age, that 

I should r~ssist, to the best of my ability, in pointing out 

what may be of advanfa,ge to you. You ought to know 

by this time, that, from the circumstance of your being 

born so many, many years after my cousin Mr. Sedley, that 

you were a great pet with both father and mother, who 

did their best, with the help of grandmamma, to spoil you; 

so that there has been not only a great deal to learn, but 
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a great deal to unlearn you; all you want is to have a little 
more candour, more ingenuousness,-I mean that open
ness of temper ,vhich would incline you to believe yourself 
wrong when told that you are so, without such long argu
ments to prove it. You are always ready enough to say that 
you must be sometimes wrong, because no one is always 
right, as though such an acknmvledgment as that could be 
of any use. But now, ,V alter, I will make a bargain with 
you: the first time, upon any occasion, you really and se
riously o,vn yourself in error at the moment of being told 
so, I will erase the name that so much off ends you from 
my book, and, what is more, will challenge the whole 
school, one by one, (as your champion,) to single combat 
with snow-balls, if they should presume to again call you 
'Never Wrong,'' the Young Disputant,' or 'Infallible;' this 
is a capital opportunity for you, being the Christmas ho
liday , which yon, and I, and some others, are to spend 
at school; so let your reformation take place before the 
time for snow-balls goes over." 
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CHAPTER II. 

ABOUT an hour after the conversation between Edmond 

and Walter, Mr. Sedley returned home. His first in

quiry was for his young brother. "Do you want me, 

Alfred?" asked Walter, somewhat impatiently, at being 

interrupted in his play. "If I did not, I should not 

have sent for you," returned Mr. Sedley, mildly. " Of 

course I knew you must have some reason in sending for 

me, brother j but then, you know, I could not tell that 

you wanted me particularly, so that I need come to you 

directly," said the young disputant. "We will not argue 

that point, Walter," replied Mr. Sedley: "whilst you are 

under my care, it wi11 be better that you should always 

come immediately, whatever may be my motive in desir

ing to see you. I sent for you now that you might bring 

me the book you promised to cut open for me against my 

return. Where is it? I expected to find it here." "'Tis 

on my desk, I believe, where you placed it," returned 

vValter, in some confusion, "but I have not opened it." 

"And why did you not?" inquired his brother. " Be-
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cause I forgot it," returned Walter, boldly. "How many 
times more," sn,id Mr. Sedley, "am I to be told of this 
forgetting, when I inquire, Walter, for what you have 
been desired to do, or promised you would do i'' "Well, 
brother, you needn't be so angry," answered Walter, who 
always mistook admonition for severity and injustice; 
"if I hav-e a bad memory, it is my misfortune and not my 
fault; and I am ready to say again, as I have done before, 
I am sorry my being unable to recollect should put you to 
inconvenience; and what's the use of my saying morei" 
"There is certainly no use in saying more, or so much 
either," said Mr. Sedley, "if it is mere words, as I think 
it is in your case, for I do not believe your memory to be 
at all in fault; you were inclined otherwise to dispose of 
your time, and so you forgot what you had promised to do, 
and this you call want of memory." "It is not very kind 
of you to say so," answered Walter, much offended; "you 
wouldn't speak to little Henry that way; when he said he 
was eorry about something the other day, you didn't make 
the same answers to him as you do to me." "Certainly 
not," returned his brother, "because I have no occasion to 
do so, for I have always found, when Henry has said he is 
sorry, he has, at the same time, been convinced that he was 
in fault, and has, rnoreov-er, taken care to avoid a repetition 
of it." B 
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" But, perhaps, Henry being such a little boy, is very 
much afraid of you," observed Walter, unwilling to give 
up the point as long as he could maintain it. "Which 
it is very clear that you are not," said the patient Mr. 
Sedley; ·" but I must explain to you that there are two 
kinds of fear: one, the fear of being in the wrong, aris
ing from a sincere desire to do rightly, and engage the 
respect of ourselves as well as that of others. The fear 
that you allude to, in speaking of my little boy Henry, 
could only exist in a nature like his, where the parent or 
teacher is of a tyrannical, severe, or passionate tem
per and disposition. Now, as I am neither of these, but 
have, I trust, proved myself to be an affectionate father 
as well as brother, I can see no reason for your suggest
ing such an inducement for the good behaviour of Henry. 
My poor Walter," he continued, with great emotion, 
"what a pity it is that our parents suffered you to reason, 
as you call it, where they ought to have commanded and 
you to have obeyed; what a hard task they have given 
me to correct this habit in you, and the wrong judgment 
it has induced you to form upon almost every point of 
conduct that interferes with your inclination." "And 
I am sure," sobbed Walter, "I have as much to bear with, 
for I am always being scolded for something or another; 
and I know I don't deserve it, for I never had a cross 
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word said to me till I came here, and I feel just as good 
now as I did then." cc I barn no doubt that you do," re
turned Mr. Sedley; cc but the truth is this, Walter, you 
had precisely the same faults then that you have now : the 
only difference with regard to them is, that· now you are 
told of them, and then you were not; but you make a 
great mi take in saying you are scolded, for, in fact, you 
are never scolded at all." cc 'Well, brother, I don't know 
what you may call scolding," exclaimed Walter, with a 
look that said, as plain as look could speak, I think now, 
at any rate, I must know better than you do. (( I will ex
plain my elf," resumed Mr. Sedley, ((for I see you have mis
taken the meaning of the word. Scolding signifies not only 
chiding, but quarrelling, and is a vulgar e:s.pre sion, wholly 
mi applied in your ca e. I undertake to teach you the 
difference between right and ,vrong; I endeavour to make 
you loye the one and hun the other. If you mistake ad
monition and reasoning for colcling, the fault is your's." 

(( Poor me!" exclaimed ,V alter, catching at the last 
words, without con idering what preceded them: (( the 
fault is mine, as u ual; but I do think it very hard to 
have a long lecture all about uch a trifle a. forgetting to 
cut open a book." cc There you mistake a.gain, Vv alter," 
said his patient instructor; cc your neglecting to cut open 

B2 
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the book began the lecture, as you term it j but that cir
cumstance has nothing to do with its continuation; all 
that has followed is owing to your habit of arguing and 
defending, instead of acknowledging and amending your 
faults." ·" I am sure I don't mean to say I am never to 
blame," replied Walter; "I know, of course, that I must 
be in the wrong sometimes." "That useless and oft
repeated sonietinies," sighed Mr. Sedley j "and why not 
wrong now, Walted" "0 ! not now, brotherj I am quite 
sure I can prove that I am not, though I did forget the 
book," said Walter eagerly j "it was all owing to cousin 
Edmond; he has been lecturing me in such a manner on 
what he calls my faults." "And receiving a lecture on 
your faults, you give as a reason for repeating one imme
diately-I mean that of forgetting what you ought to 
have remembered," said Mr. Sedley; "this is a curious 
argument, almost too ingenious even for you, Walter j 
'but we will pursue this conversation no farther at present. 
It was my intention to take you out with me for a ride 
to-morrow; but I hope, if your memory is really what 
you declare it, it will shew its unfortunate deficiency 
by forgetting to remind me of the engagement; for, 
to prove it capable of retaining what is agreeable to 
yourself, and not what is useful and pleasing to your 
friends, is an inconsistency that, with all your fancied 
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,v alter, however, was of a very different opinion. He thot~ght there would be no difficulty at all. "My brother," said he to himself, on reaching his own room, "is a good-hearted fellow, but he quite forgets that he was once a boy, the same as I am; and, forgetting that, he expects me to be just as thoughtful and serious as he is. A precious stupid sort of a young-old figure I should make of myself, going about all day thinking! thinking! thinking! afraid to play, lest something I have to do should escape my memory; and then if I remind him of his promise for to-morrow, he will say I can recollect just as well as he can, as though it was not a great deal more natural for me to remem1er that, than the cutting open of a stupid book. He ought to know that it is, instead of blaming me in the way that he does." 
Such, and many more like them, were the wise reflections of Walter on what his brother had said to him. Instead of profiting by the good advice he was in the daily habit of receiving, he had long been inclined to regarcl those who told him of his faults, as enemies more than friends; and, by the same perverted mode of reasoning and judging, he deemed those boys to be hypocrites whose uniform and steady good conduct set him a,n example he 
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greatly needed, and would have done well to have fol

lowed. 
Now, as Henry was a remarlrnbly quiet child, and the 

hest 1eh:21;ved of all the little boys, he considered him to 

be more pretending and deceitful than any of the others, 

and often suspected that the motive of his strict obedience 

to Mr. Seclley was that that gentleman might make com

parisons in his favour against the rest, an<l he (Walter) 

in particular. The consequence of this unfounded and 

illiberal opinion was a secret ill will, and often an openly 

unkind and pettish behaviour towards the child, who bore 

it with great patience, never for a moment thinking it 

possible that so near a relation, and one he had early been 

taught to love, could have any worse inducement for his 

conduct than the morn.entary hasty fe_eling arising from 

some outward cnuse. Young as he was, he had refrained 

from angry words or unkin<l actions in return; practising 

the excellent and pious principle early inculcated, of en

deavouring to overcome evil with good. 

But to return to V{ alter. That ingenious reasoner in 

his own favour, having come to the decision that he ,vas, 

as usual, blameless, instead of repairing his error, ran the 

risk of again forgetting, by resolving first to indulge a 

sudden fancy to draw a caricature resemblance of what 

he chose to imagine little Henry would be at his age1 
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that is, if he did not become wearied of being so amiable 
before that time, or rather, as Walter believed, so hypo
critical. The figure of poor little Henry was soon sketch
ed, with an enormous wig on his head, a beard down to 
his breast, and a pair of spectacles across his nose; a 
large volume was under his arm, on the outside of which 
was written "An Abridgment of all the Learning in the 
World. By Master Henry Sedley, aged twelve years." 

Walter was so much pleased with what he considered 
to be his cleverness, that he sat chuckling over and gaz
ing on his picture, whilst his brother's book, that he ought 
to have been employed on, remained still on his desk, in 
the far end of the second school-room. How long he 
might have continued thus lost in self-admiration, had 
nothing occurred to disturb him, it is impossible to say, 
for he vrns still contemplating his performance when he 
heard two or three voices at once calling him by his name 
of "Never Wrong." Walter, exceedingly angry, started 
up, intending to leave the room and avoid them; but 
before he could do so, four or five boys entered, amongst 
whom was Edmond an<l Willoughby. "0 ! here you are," 
said 011e of them; " but why didn't you answer us 1 we 
haye been calling to you for an ' eternity of time,' as 
'Bombastes' here would say." "You didn't call me by my 
right name," replied Walter, indignantly, "and I shall, 
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of course, never answer to any other." "0 ! but you 

must, though," said Pemberton, the boy who had spoken 

first; "the laws and decrees of Judge Hargrave are never 

to be disputed." "Then he should make them better," 

answered Walter, sullenly. " That's what you always 

say, when they are against yourself," retorted Pemberton; 

" but you must learn to own them just, the same as we 

do. I had a nickname last year, but I soon got. rid of it; 

and so may you, if you like to do so." "I only wish that 

grandmamma could hear you," said the petted boy; "she 

would soon let you know what it is to treat me in this 

abominable manner." "To be sure shG would," responded 

Pemberton; "she would first trim our jackets, and then 

pin us together in a corner with her knitting-needles, and 

tell tis we should have no sugar on our bread and butter, 

till we consented to spoil her darling, and make him 

more disagreeable, as a play and schoolmate, than be is 

already." 
" Order, order, Master Pemberton," said Edmund Har

grave, who never suffered their joking or finding fault 

with each other to be disgraced by ill nature, " I must 

have no rough speaking; we must recollect, in our game 

of Laws, that we merely mean to break ourselves of foolish 

or bad habits, so that we may live the happier together, 

as well as grow up wiser; but this must be done with 
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perfect good humour, or else it is no longer play, and had, 
therefore, better be let alone. You must apologise to 
vValter for speaking disrespectfully of his grandmother, 
who has meant to be very kind to him, though, perhaps, 
she has a l1ttle mistaken the right way in showing it." 
" I own myself wrong, and beg your pardon, vV alter," 
said Pemberton, with great good humour; "but you must 
not mind being laughed at a little, any more than 'Don 
Bombastes' does; if you do, you have only to make the 
greater haste 1n getting your new name crossed out of 
Judge Hargrave's book." "I am in hopes," said Willough
by, "that I have already made TREMENDOUS !-0 no, 
that is a mistake, I mean to say great-progress in getting 
mine of 'Bombastes' erased. I am sure everybody who 
has heard me lately must perceive that I take care to use 
only the prettiest little quiet words; I expect, when I go 
home for the i\fidsummer holidays, I shall express myself 
as though I had learnt to talk out of a baby's primer, 
something in this fashion, all in one syllable :-

How are you, dear pa? 
And how is my ma? 
And where is puss cat? 
Can she catch a rat ? 
And W a p, the old dog, 
Does he bark at the hog-? 
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I now have left school, 
Where I kept to each rule; 
So can write, read, and spell, 
.And have learnt to speak well 
In all that I say, 
As you hear me to-day; 
Which I did not do once, 
But I now am no dunce." 

" If that jg the way you mean to express yourself," 
said Edmond laughing, "you will only exchange the 
name you have at present for another you may not like 
so well; therefore be warned in time." 

" You see now, Walter," said one of his com
pn.nions, " how good-naturedly Willoughby takes our 
laughing at him; that is just what we want you to do: 
and here, too, is ' Valiant ' or ' Alexander the Great,' 
as we sometimes call him: he is as little offentled at 
having those names given to him as 'Bombastes' is." 
" I see no ' Valiant ' here, or ' Alexander ' either," re
turned Walter; "I only see a young gentleman who 
I call Master Melville, but who you have thought 
proper to affront, the same as you have me." A loud 
peal of merry laughter burst from the boys at this 
grave speech, delivered too, as it was, with great dig
nity of manner. " I will bet you anything," cried 

• 
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Pemberton, " that Melville, instead of being affronted,. 
is as much amused as any of us at the joke upon 
him, ancl, I dare say, won't object to my telling you 
how he got his title, for I don't think you know, be
ing on a visit at the time." "·with all my heart, Pem-• 
berton," said Melville, " you may tell Walter the whole 
particulars, if you please." 

" vV ell then, ·vv alter," began the narrator, " you 
must know that, once upon a time, ( as the story 
books say) 'Valiant' w::ts seated at a table, on which 
was a green baize, and in this green baize was stuck 
a pin with the point upwards; now this terrible and 
deadly weapon, being of the smallest kind, was quite 
unseen by poor Melville, who in a very brave humour 
was descanting on all the great heroes he had read or 
heard of, from Alexander the Great down to Jack the 
Giant Killer; at length he became so animated ,vith 
his subject, that he suddenly raised his hand in an ecstasy, 
hi.· eyes looking as bright as the sword he imagined he 
was grasping, and declared that he should like, of all 
thing , to be a great warrior, and die covered ·with 

wounds on the fi.eltl of battle ! So far, so good; but 
unfortunately for so heroic a spirit, these words were 
no sooner uttered than, in order to testify his earnest
nes , he gave the table a great thump with his up-
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lifted hand, just where the unseen pin ·was, upon which 
this gallant candidate for glory halloed out in a loud 
voice, Jl[urcler I fire I fury I I've pricked 1ny little fin
ger I and he has gone by the name of ' Valiant' ever 
since, and so he will, till he leaves off his sudden and 
violent exclamations on meeting with such trifling hurts j 
for, as we are not- so brave as he is, we are afraid 
that he will frighten us some day out of our wits; 
and we shall call Willoughby 'Born bastes,' till he gets 
rid of his horribles, 1nisercibles, and cibomincwles, and 
such like superlatives, all about nothing." "Here's some 
lines in character for 'Bombastes,"' said 2\Ielville, "against 
Twelfth-night, as his mother has promised him a cake. 
Shall I read them 1 " " Not till I have seen them,'' 
interposed Judge Edmond, " for I must be certain they 
will not offend before I give permission, and not then, 
unless Willoughby allows it too." The lines were ac
cordingly handed over to Hargrave, who, when he had 
looked them through, gave them to the youth for whom 
they were intended, telling him to do as he pleased 
about them. 

" 0 do let us hear them ! " crie<l senral voices at 
once; and Willoughby, after shaking his head in pre
tended displeasure, and saying it was a great dea1 too 
bad of them to expect it, read as follows :-

' r.: 
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"' I'm so TERRIBLY hungry, it's so DREADFULLY late, 
And what an IMMENSELY long time I must wait, 
Before thi:; EKomrnus-this WONDERFUL cake 
Will be made, and the HORRIBLE baker will bake; 
And when it at last from the o~en shall come, 
It p'rhaps will be WR.ETCHEDLY-:ms'RA.J3LY done; 
Or Ma' may forget, and with a gi-eat key 
In the ABO)IIN.iBLE cupboard lock it from me; 
Or, if I hould get it, the next nonRID news 
1Vill be, I've a character HA.TEFUL to choose, 
Yet no anger I'll feel, but of my cake nice 
Give all the boys round a TREMENDOUS large slice. ' 

27 

" I am sure that ,,rill be very generous of me," said 
Willoughby, " after your making so much fun of my 
fcwourite wor<l , a you call them. v\11at do you say, 
Judge Hargraye?" "I say that I think so too," re
turned E<lrnon<lj "yet I giYe it as my further opinion, 
that there is no offence to be taken against Melville, 
for, by hewing ·Willoughby how absurdly such ex
pressions sound, as applied on common occasions, "·e 
shall not only greatly help to break him of them, but 
deter others ,Yho might, from his example, acquire the 
same habit." "And I think it n. great affront," chimed 
in Walter, " to haYe such rubbish as that written upon 
anyLody, and I only wonder that Willoughby has not 
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more spirit than to put up with it; for my part, I am 

glad that I have too much proper pride and good sense 

to be so easily and so ill-naturedly amused;" and so 

saying, he turned to leave the room with a look of 

great contempt at the other boys. 

" 0 don't stalk off in that way, like a tragedy kiug," 

exclaimed Pemberton, placing his back against the door; 

" you know we came here on purpose to seek you; we 

want you to tell us what sort of weather it will be the 

{lay after to-morrow." " There's a question for peo

ple who think themselves wiser than everybody else!" 

-cried ·w alter, exultingly. " Not than ev6rybody, only 

everybody but you, Walter," said Hargrave; " you, you 

know, are never wrong." " And, therefore, must be 

always right," interposed another of the boys; " and, 

that being the case, we thought we could not do better 

than ask you ,vhat sort of weather it would be the day 

after to-morrow, becn,use of settling our skating party." 

" "'\Vbat nonsense!" exclaimed Walter. " Not at n,ll 

nonsense," said the other; "for we have often heard you 

say, when your walks over to your grandmother's has 

been put off for another week, that you knew it would 

rain or snow on that particular day to which it was put 

off; so we were thinking that, if you could tell us on one 

Wednesday or Saturday what sort of weather it would be 
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on the Wednesday or Saturday foliowing, you would be 
still more certain as to what it will be on the day after 
to-morrow: this is what I was calling to you for." "And 
I wanted to tell you, Walter," said Melville," that my 
ball, which you lost the other day, has been found in Far
mer Blake's kitchen; you had thrown it through a pane 
in the window, which he says you must have mended." 
"I dare say, indeed!" replied Walter, ever ready at self
justification, " as though I could see his window with 
all those ridiculous shrubs about it." "Those ridicu
lous shrubs, as you now term them," observed Hargrave, 
" I have heard you say, were the prettiest group of 
evergreens you had ever seen." " Well, and if I did," 
answered the young sophist, "I never said it was right 
to hide a window with them." "But you knew that they 
did hide a window," rejoined Edmond. "But if I did," 
replied the uncandicl boy, " how was I to know that he 
had glazed it ·with such stupid thin glass, that such a 
light hall would break it 1 Besides, after all, it is only an 
accident, and who can help an accident1 I neither ex
pect to pay for it, or to be blamed either." 

"To be sure you don't," said Melville; "you never do 
for anything. When you lost my ball, instead of owning 
yourself in fa,ult, you told me I made more fuss about it 
t.han it was worth, and that was all the consolation I got; 
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you answered my complaints by telling me you couldn't 

help it, it was an accident." "Well, and so it was," re

iterated Walter; "and who, I should like to know, can 

help me~ting ,vith an accident 1" " Those who bestow a 

little more care and thought than you do on what they 

are about," remarked Hargrave. " Don't say another 

word npon the subject, Hargrave," interrupted Pember

ton; " I am delighted to hear 'Never Wrong's' opinion 

concerning the excusable nature of an accident, and that 

nobody can avoid meeting with them, for I have been 

distressing myself very much about one that has hap

pened to the kite he lent me." 

Walter turned very pale on hearing this, for his kite 

was a valuable one, and he wished he had not spoken so 

decidedly. "What has happened to it 1 "he faltered out. 

" Why, somehow," replied Pemberton, " the tail must 

have got loose after I had placed the kite upon the desk 

and against the wall; I am afraid it attracted the notice 

of my cat, who was playing in the room at the time, for 

when I returned there an hour or two afterwards, I found 

it on the ground with Mistress Puss frisking over it, and 

three large holes made in the middle of it." Walter was 

for some time silent; he was searching his mind, or more 

properly speaking, his imagination, for arguments by 

,vhich he might prove, that though his own case of the 
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ball and broken window was an accident, that of his 
kite was not. To do this he found a more difficult at
tempt at reasoning than any he had yet made j but he 
had been so long accustomed to consider himself in the 
right and others in the wrong, that he felt no doubt as 
to the fact, and trusted he should be able to prove that 
it was so to the rest. Luckily for him in bis present 
dilemma, Pemberton spoke again, before receiving an 
answer, and, by what he now said, gave Walter an oppor
tunity for his false mode of reasoning. " I am very sorry 
that your kite has got torn," resumed Pemberton, "though 
I don't think I am much to blame about it, for you will 
remember being in the room at the time that I folded the 
tail as it is usually done, and very carefully, as I thought j 
and"-" As you thought!" interrupted Walter; " now I 
know how my poor kite became torn j the tail was not 
folded carefully, and so puss got hold of it j you ought 
to have been sure that you placed it safely, and not trust
ed to thinking that you had done so." "You speak," re
plied Pemberton, "as though you understood I was only 
thinking now that I had secured it, and not at the time, 
which is what I meant: it is then that I thought it was quite 
safe j but cats are often ingenious in their play, as well as 
mischievous." "And if you know that they are so," re
joined Walter, " I can't think how you can call what has 

C 
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happened to my kite an accident, and I see no excuse at 
all for it." 

"No more than there is," interposed Hargrave, "for 

you carelessly playing at ball close to shrubs, behind 

which y'ou know there is a window." " I don't see any 

likeness at all between the two cases," replied Walter, im

patiently. "I dare say that you do not," said his cousin, 

cc because in the case of the kite you are the injured par

ty, and in that of the ball the injurer." 
" I have not yet finished what I was saying. When 

Walter interrupted me," said Pemberton, " I was going 

to remind him that I placed his kite where I did at his 

own desire. You will remember, Walter," he added, 

" that you said, 'Let it he there, Pemberton, and, when I 

go up stairs, I will take it with me, and put it away.'" 

Walter was not at all pleased with this finish ofwhat 

he had so exultingly broken in upon. Wilful falsehood 

was not among his faults; and, perfectly recollecting that 

he had thus spoken, he immediately acknowledged that 

he had. " But," added he, "I forgot it then, and how 
could I help that 1 Pemberton is still to blame, for he 

knows what a bad memory I have, and he ought, there

fore, to have reminded me to take my kite up stairs be

fore he left the room, and not let me run the risk of for-

, i getting it." 
"Well done! 'Never Wrong' again," shouted the boys. 

you 
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" I wonder, Walter," said one of them, " if the bell 
didn't ring for our meals, and nobody called you, whether 
you would remember in what order they came. I should 
not be surprised to hear you ask for breakfast at tea time, 
and fancy supper was dinner." "Or," said another, 
"with such a dreadful bad memory as you make yours out 
to be, that you should forget to take some of your clothes 
off when you go to bed, and so lie down with your boots 
on, as winter socks, and your hat, instead of a night-cap, 
wondering all night what makes you so uncomfortable. 
Perhaps, by and by, you will be like the absent man, who, 
entirely forgetting what he was about, put his wet um
brella into the bed and himself in the corner." 

" I am not going to answer any such nonsense as 
that," returned Walter, angrily; "and as for you, Pem
berton, I can't think why you should be allowed to have 
such a mischievous beast as a cat." 

" You forget, in your displeasure about your kite," 
observed Hargrave, "that it was yourself who begged Mr. 
Sedley to let Pemberton keep poor puss, when he so hu
manely saved it from the cruel boys who were going to 
destroy it." " Then, as I did that," replied the young 
disputant, " it ought to have made the cat's master more 
careful that she shouldn't do me a mischief, whatever she 
might the others: it is very hard that what I meant 

C 2 
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as a kindness to him should be a vexation and a loss to 
me. I never saw anything like you all," he added pas
sionately; "let me reason ever so well, there is no convinc
mg you. I wish there was not a cat in the whole world." 
".A.nd yet you are afraid of rats, and dislike mice," 
said Hargrave. a And I know that you like plenty of 
light," observed Willoughby. "Yet, for all this," rejoin
ed Hargrave, laughing, " Walter would have windows 
glazed with horn, that he might play near without dan
ger of breaking them, and have the house overrun with 
vermin, because it is too much trouble for him to remem
ber and think of consequences, as other people do; and 
this he calls reasoning well." "You are all mighty clever, 
I dare say," cried Walter, with increasing displeasure; 
" and you are, every one of you, ready enough to blame 
n1e,-that I will say,-but I know better than to mind 
you; for though, of course, I must be wrong sometimes, 
the same as you and everybody else in the world is, I 
am not wTong now, except, indeed, in being too good
natured; for there isn't a boy anywhere would bear such 
lecturing from his school-fellows as I do; but I'll take 
good care to mend that fault; and to begin, I declare, 
from this moment, I will never lend anything to anybody 
again, let them ask me ever so." "Then, of comse, you 
don't mean to borrow," said Hargrave; "and in that 
case, cousin Walter, I fancy you will be the greatest loser; 
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for where you lend one thing, you generally borrow at 
least half a dozen." "Come, Walter," said Pemberton, 
good-humouredly, seeing he was about to leave the room 
much offended, " don't let us part in anger; you pay 
Farmer Blake for his broken window, and I will buy you 
a new kite." 

"You may buy me a new kite," answered the self
sufficient boy, "if you think you ought to do so: I don't 
want it, unless you do; and when I feel certain that it is 
right for me to have the window mended, I will have it 
done, but not before." 

" 0 ! poor, poor Farmer Blake," cried several voices. 
" If he waits for 'Never Wrong' to glaze his broken pane," 
said one, " he won't have to complain of want of air in 
bis kitchen during the winter." " Or dust in the sum
mer," observed another, " if that is any advantage to 
him." "You may say whatever you please : I don't 
care," replied Walter, going; "but I shall remember you 
all, that you may depend upon." "We will hope, at 
least, Walter," said Hargrave, " that, as you are so apt 
to forget, you will not remember anything that has seem
ed unkind or ill-natured towards you, and that, when you 
join us in the playground, as we hope you will, we shall 
all meet again with the good feeling that schoolboys should 
bear to each other." 
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CHAPTER III. 

WALTER, dissatisfied with his companions, and altogether 
in a very uncomfortable state of mind, went into his own 
room. When there, he began, as soon as his agitation sub
sided, to reflect on the loss of his kite, and that, in all 
probability, he should have to pay Farmer Blake for his 
win<low, in spite of his recent determination not to do so. 
Though in the heat of bis anger he thought he coul<l jus
tify himself, and avoid the consequences of his thought
lessness and pertinacity, yet, as he began to cool, he could 
not help acknowledging to himself that be was, perhaps, 
not always so entirely free from blame as he had hitherto 
imagined. He, for the first time, began to think that it 
might be taking too much credit to himself to suppose 
that the whole school, with the teachers, and his brother 
at the head of all, must be wrong in their judgments, 
whenever faults were attributed to him, and yet right, 
when they imputed blame to others. He was aroused 
from -these meditations, so fortunately at last begun, by 
a gentle touch on his arm, and, raising his eyes from the 

floor. 
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floor, to which they had been directed, he beheld his 

little nephew Henry. 
" Dear Walter," he said, with great earnestness, " I 

wanted so to see you when nobody was by." "I wish 

you wouldn't come teasing me just now," returned Wal

ter, with his usual pettishness, and forgetting at the mo

ment all the wise reflections he had been engaged in. 

" Don't be angry with me," said the child, his eyes fill

ing with tears; "I have only come to tell you papa has 

just desired me to go into the school-room, to see if the 

book he gave you to cut open is still lying on your desk 

undone, for, if it is, he said I was to do it, and bring it 

him afterwards." 
" Oh, dear, dear!" exclaimed Walter, " I have quite 

forgot it again. I do think there's a spell set on me." 

" A spell! what's that?" inquired Henry. " You won't 

understand me, even if I take the trouble to explain it," 

returned his ungracious young uncle; " it's a fate,-a 

sort of power that makes everything go wrong, and we 

can't help ourselves." 
"I should think that couldn't be," said Henry, " only 

that, you being so much older than I am, I suppose you 

must know best." "And why do you think it can't be?" 

inquired Walter. " Because," replied the well-taught 

child, " I think if I was told to do anything I was able 
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to do, nothi~g would put it out of my head, for two good 
reasons." "And what are they, pray7" asked Walter, 
with his usual habjt of disputation.. " The first reason 
woulrl be," answered Henry, "because I was desired to 
do it; and the second would be, if I had promised to do 
it,. that I ought to keep my word." "But suppose you 
were ever told to do what you thought a hard task, or 
perhaps something wrong7" rejoined '\Valter, in a true 
spirit of cavilling. "Why, then,'' replied the little boy, 
" I wouldn't trust to my tlunking so, but I would ask 
papa, or somebody else wiser and older than myself, 
whether it was wrong or not; but as for spells and fates 
hindering me, I never heard of them before, and I don't 
know what they mean." "So much the better for you," 
said vValter, with a long-drawn sigh. " I wish that I 
could say the same ; but with me everything goes 
wrong." 

" Perhaps, vValter, that is because you don't try hard 
enough to make everything go right; but you will say, 
as you have done before, that it is very impudent of me 
to seem to teach you, who ought, of course, to know so 
much better than I do." 

"Ought, indeed!" repeated Walter to himself; " but 
do I 7" This was the only time he had ever so questioned 
himself, and it led him into a long train of thought, 

l RI 
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which the child again interrupted. " Instead of cutting 

open the book," he said, " I have brought it up to you 

under my pincloth, that, if I met anybody, they might 

not see it. I thought you would feel vexed at having it 

done for you, and perhaps, too, papa might be angry, and 

it would then be too late to make amends by remember

ing it." 
" And are you so willing," inquired Walter, as 

he took the book, " to give up the praise I know my 

brother would bestow on you, and, perhaps, reward, too, 

for doing what he told you~with once bidding1" "I hope, 

Walter," replied Henry, colouring, and with a gravity be

yond his age, " that you think better of me than to sup

pose I can have any pleasure in being praised for doing 

what you would be blamed for leaving undone. I could 

not bear to be so ill-natured, and to you, too, who I could 

love so very much, if you would let me." The eye of 

Henry at that moment resting on a piece of paper Walter 

had unconsciously held half-folded in his hand, he asked 

him to permit him to look at it, for he saw that it was a 

drawing. 
A blush of shame burnt on the cheek of Walter 

at this request; it was the first time so deep a colour 

had appeared there, arising from such a cause. He look

ed for a moment at the ca,ricature, and then at little 
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Henry, and he thought that the right-minded, warm
hearted boy, and his sensible father, both deserved some
thing better of him than to be made subjects for his ridi
cule and ill-humour, and that he would have been more 
properly employed in doing what his brother had request
ed of him than in wasting his time on the performance 
that had, an hour ago, given him so much satisfac
tion. 

" Never mind," said Henry, perceiving an unwilling
ness in Walter to show the picture j " perhaps you had 
rather not let me see it. And now I must go, for I 
should not like papa to know I brought you the book, 
and I shall be so pleased to tell him you are doing itj 
so pray begin at once, that I may say so with truth j 
there's the paper-knife in it j and, as your memory is 
so bad, Walter, wouldn't it be a good way for you to do 
everything you are told directly, instead of trusting to 
it? But don't be angry with me for saying so." Henry 
now quitted him, and Walter was left again to his own re
flections, as he pursued his long-neglected task. 

It is said that Experience keeps both a very dear and a 
very severe school as to discipline, yet, I am sorry to say, 
there are many little folk who refuse to learn in any 
other j and so it was with Walter Sedley. Precept, ad
monition, and example, had long been thrown away up-
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on himj but to-day seemed fated to give him a lesson he 

could notmistake. He was rejoiced at being saved the mor

tification of having the book opened by Henry instead of 

himself, and his heart, in consequence, warmed with a feel

ing of thankfulness and affectionj all the unjust suspicions, 

and the unkindness of his conduct to the generous and 

affectionate child, rushed upon his mind, and inflicted a 

severe pang of self-reproach. He could no longer resist 

the conviction that he had at least judged wrongly of 

his young nephew, and he asked himself whether he 

might not also be mistaken in thinking his brother se

vere, Hargrave his enemy, and the other boys all disposed 

to treat him illj he could not but perceive that the rest 

of the school bore with perfect good humour the judg

ments and names awarded by his cousin, and made them 

a sport amongst themselves, instead of a mortification or 

punishmentj in addition to all this (for Walter was much 

humbled in spirit), he felt that it would be shabby to ex

pect a new kite from Pemberton, and that he would, in 

all probabnity, be obliged to have Farmer Blake's window 

mended. 
He was ashamed to remind his brother of the engage

ment for to-morrow, since he had again forgotten the 

book, and he thought how false and mean-spirited it 

would be to take any commendation from him for having 
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done it at last. Such was the wholesome train of thought 
tha.t now passed through the mind of Walter. 

Had Pemberton, on the accident happening, supplied 
him with a new kite,-had the farmer not demanded pay
ment for his window, and; above all, had Henry cut open 
the book, instead of bringing it to him, no such ideas as 
those with which he was now impressed, would have oc
curred to him, and he would still have been the wrong
judging, disputatious, and petulant boy we have hitherto 
seen him; yet, though such a change had come over him, 
his reformation wa.s by no means complete; old habits, 
especially bad ones, are not so suddenly got rid of. 
Walter was still too anxious for the promised ride, to act 
as he ought to have done; that is, to haYe acknowledged 
his inattention to Mr. Sedley, and to have told him of 
how much more Henry deserved his commendation than 
he did; such a piece of open and good conduct was more 
than be had resolution for at present; but he satisfied bis 
conscience for concealing the fact, in a better manner 
than he bad hitherto done in persuading himself that he 
was in the right, though, in order to do so, be had affirm
ed all those who gave judgment against him were wholly 
in the wrong; he, on the contrary, this time, resolved 
that the next praise he obtained should be fairly earned, 
and that he would, in the meantime, endeavour to find 
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out whether his memory was in truth so bad as he sup

posed it. Here was another step gained on the road of 

improvement. 
Mr. Sedley, in the course of the evening, discovered, 

by Walter's giving him much more than usual of his 

company in the parlour, by his frequent allusions to the 

weather, and other indications, what was passing in his 

mind with regard to the ride for the morrow j but he re

solved not to notice them openly, hoping that the feeling 

of shame, which was so evidently struggling with the fear 

of losing the promi.;ed indulgence, would gain the 

victory. 
It happened as he wished it should: vValter went to bed, 

without reminding him of the engagement. It was not 

Mr. Sedley's intention to try his strength too far : satis

fied ,vith the progress he had made in one day, he would 

not expose him to the temptation of breaking his good 

resolution on the next j he therefore, at breakfast-time, 

spoke of the ride himself, and desired him to get ready, 

a.nd this, too, in a manner that showed Walter it was 

meant to be considered as encouragement for further 

good behaviom·. Walter, delighted, not only spent a 

very pleasant day at the house of one of Mrs. Sedley's re
lations, but thought proper to behave to that lady and 

his brother with something more like respect and humi-
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lity than he had hitherto done; and, besides, treated 
Henry (who accompanied them) with a show of affection 
and kindness that made the good little boy perfectly 
happy. But still, Walter's reformation was, as yet, only . . m progress. 
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CHAPTER TV. 

THE frost having now set in for some time, the follow
ing day was fixed on by the young gentlemen of the vil
lage for the skating party, and all the boys who were 
spending their holidays at Mr. Sedley's set off, under the 
care of a trusty servant, who was directed to see that 
they went into no danger, but kept to the one pond they 
were accustomed to, the water of which was exceedingly 
shallow. All went on very well for the first hour, but, 
at the end of that time, Walter proposed trying another 
pond, of which there were many, and much larger than 
the one they were on. " See," he said, " how nicely 
those boys get on out yonderj this is so narrowj we shall 
have so much more room at the next, and there is nobo<ly 
there to interrupt us." " All that is very true, to be 
sure," replied Pemberton, to whom he had been speakingj 
" but, then, you know, Mr. Sedley told us only to skate 
here, because the water here is shallow, and there it may 
be very deep." " Of course," rejoined Walter, "it is very 
right of my brother to be careful of us, but then there is 
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such a thing as being over careful, you know." "No 

doubt there is," returned Pemberton, "but that, if a fault, 

is, at least, one on the right side; so we will stay where 

we are." 
Walter was in high spirits from the effects of exercise 

in the open air. He was, though so young, a good skater, 

and had received several compliments, that had not only 

increased his exhiliration, but created a strong desire to 

give a further display of his cleverness. The wise re

flections an<l. good resolutions of yesterday were alike for

gotten, and his long-indulged propensity to argue that he 

was right, because he wanted to do what was wrong, again 

took possession of his mind. 
" My brother," said he, " tells us to go to this pond, 

as a general rule, without considering it sometimes freezes 

so hard that it is as safe on another as it is on this; and 

that is the case to-day." " That is very likely," replied 

Pemberton; " but for all that, as Mr. SecUey desired us 

to skate here, in order to prevent even the possibility of 

an accident, this is the pond for us; we ought certainly 

not to attempt any other; neither do I think John would 

let us, if we designed to do so." 
"That's well thought of," cii.ed vValter·: "if we go we 

must give the old fellow the slip." "Indeed_! shall do 

no such thing, nor let you either," said Pemberton. 
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"It's very hard indeed," returned the wilful boy, "to be 

always thwarted in one's pleasures for nothing; I am 

sure if my brother was here he would make no objection, 

and therefore it is just the same as though he was here." 

"l ot quite, I should think," observed Hargrave, who had 

been listening to the dialogue; "for in one case we should 

have Mr. Sedley's own word, and in the other we have 

only V{alter's opinion of what that word would be." "I am 

sure of one thing, hmvever," cried vV alter, angrily, "and 

that is, cousin Edmond, that you are always willing to pre

Yent my having any pleasure that I set my mind on." "I 

mu. t still bear ,vith your ill-will and pettishness," return

ed Hargrave, mildly, "for the sake of serving you, for I 

shall continue to point out where you are wrong, to the 

be t of my aLility, till you have the good sense to perceive 

it yourself. A direction given to us bymycousinMr. Sedley 

ought not to be departed from, unless be is on the spot to 

sanction our doing so; though all appears safe and right on 

the other ponds, yet who can tell what maypos ibly happen 

should we disobey the orders we received at setting out 1" 

"0, ' :r ever Wrong' can tell, to be sure," said Pemberton, 

laughing : "the next pond is as safe as this, of course, if 

lie ,Yants to go on it." "If I am to have that stupid 

name, I may as well ha Ye it for something," cried vValtcr, 

D 
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reddening with passion, "and I'll go, if it's only to con
vince Pemberton that I am right now, at any rate, in 
reality." "Worth while, to be sure," replied Pemberton, 
"for you to risk incurring your brother's displeasure, and 
perhaps an accident, for the sake of convincing me. Come, 
Walter, don't be wilful and foolish; forget and forgive, 
you know." "You forget to call me by that foolish nick
name, and then, perhaps I may forgive your ill-beha
viour," replied Walter, magnificently; "but for all you 
can say, I won't believe that the next pond is less safe 
than this is. What sLould make it so?" " I will tell 
_you," said Hargrave: "this is more shaded by trees, and 
that is more exposed to the sun." 

This was ind~ed the case, and, owing to that circum
stance, some of the neighbouring cottagers had chosen 
that pond in preference to the others, for the purpose of 
supplying themselves with water, and had Lroken the 
ice at the far end of it, so that they could throw a pail in 
with a string to it, and pull it out again without danger 
to themselves. This was of course unknown to the little 
party from the school. 

"However," resumed Hargrave, again addressing Wal
ter, "as it seems impossible to convince you by argument 
of either the propriety of doing as yon are bid, or that 
the other pond may be less safe than this, we ,vill, for 
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your satisfaction, just go and try its strength." "That's 

right/' cried Walter, triumphantly; "I thought I should 

be able to shew you the folly of not doing so." "Softly, 

~faster Watty: not quite so fast, if you please," said Har

graye; "I may perhaps be able to shew you that the folly 

is all your own." 
He then called to the other boys and John, and told 

them, that, to please Walter, he was going to try the ice 

on the next pond with some long poles they had with 

them, and stones,-not that he, or anyof them, he assured 

John, meant to go on it, however firm it might be found" 

They then all proceeded together. Walter had by this 

timenotonlyworked himself into a full conviction of being 

right, but was bent on the triumph of proving that he 

,Yas so; therefore, the moment that they reached the 

edge of the pond, he threw his skates npon the ground, 

and, before any one could be aware of his intention, he had 

slid into the middle of it, when, waving his hand exult

ingly a he turned his head towards the companions he 

had left, in tead of looking before him, he gaYe another 

slide, and in the next moment wholly disappeared, hav

ing slid into the hole nlready mentioned. 

Hargrave, only waiting to rid himself of his shoe ,

hi worsted stockings enabling him, with the help of a 
D2 
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pole, to walk on the ice, lost not an instant in hurrying 
to his assistance, regardless of danger to himself. For
tunately for VY alter, who might otherwise have been 
drowned, some boys had eariy in the morning amused 
themselves with throwing heavy stones around the hole 
previously made, so that the ice there was broken to a 
considerable extent, and was floating about in large frag
ments. \Valter had risen near the same spo.t at which 
he had gone down, and had instinctively caught at a long 
slip of ice, over which he got his arni just as Edmond 
came up; another moment and his brittle support might 
have broken from the main body, to which it ·was still at
tached, and have suuk with his weight. Hargrave placed 
his pole across from the ice on which he stood, to a firm 
piece opposite, and then, trusting his ·weight to its support, 
let himself down into the water, moving with his hands 
along the pole till he reached Walter, whose grasp he di
rected to the same object. By this time the rest had ran 
round the pond, to the same spot, and by their assistance, 
though not without considerable difficulty, both \Valter 
and his preserver were extricated from their perilous si
tuation, amid the tears of joy and exclamations of thank
fulness uttered by the attached group that thronged 
around them; for Hargrave was, as he well deserved to Le, 
a most especial favourite, and ·wc1Jter's faults and ill beha-
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viour were almost forgotten in their rejoicing at his safety. 
~fore dead than alive, through terror and mortification, the 
so lately exulting and self-sufficient boywas almost carried 
home by John, one of the boys running on first, to tell 
'iVhat ha<l happened, in order to prevent unnecessary alarm 
on their arrival. Both Edmond an<l Walter were put into 
warme<lbeds,andarnedicalman directlysentfor. Ouhisar
rival he gave it as his opinion that a fever would be the 
con cquence of ,r.1 alter's folly and misconduct, owing to the 
state of excitement he had Leen and was still in; Har
grave, he said, ,yas in no danger. Both judgments proved 
correct; for some <lays Walter's life was nearly despaired 
of; but the skill of his physician, and the great attention 
he received from everyLody, eYen those he had in his per
verted judgment called his enemies, at length restored him, 
after a confinement of many weeks to a sick chamber. 

In the course of this tedious period, he had plenty of 
lei ure to reflect on his past conduct; he shuddered ,vhen 
he thought of how nearly he had lost his life, by his ha
bit of arguing falsely; he could no longer conceal from 
him elf, that in reasoning he had all°'ved inclination ra
ther than judgment to sugge. t ,vhat he said; he perceiv
ed, too, that he wa equally in error in the character and 
motive of conduct he had attributed to others; Har
gn:n-e, whom he had long thought to have m-treated him, 
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had risked his own life to save him; little Henry had 
clearly proved himself to be his friend, even before that 
never-to-be-forgotten day of the accident; and, then, his 
brother! his patient, sensible, and good brother! "How," 
said Walter, to himself, "shall I ever he able to make up 
for my ungrateful conduct to him1" That brother whose 
understanding he had often dared to treat as inferior to 
his own, whom he had believed capable of allowing him
self to be prejudiced against him, and whom he had often 
designated as harsh an<l severe, and consequently unjust; 
that brother had attended him through a long· illness, 
with the patience and solicitude of a parent, sitting up 
with him for several nights, to the injury of his own 
health, forbearing to reproach him with his misconduct 
an<l clisobe<lience, though he was so extremely culpable, 
but, on the contrary, only kindly encomaging his reform
ation. 

The veil of self-deception was at length completely 
withdrawn, and Walter, far more exalted by his humility 
than he was in his arrogance, saw all his conduct in its 
true light; nor was he backward in acknowledging that 
he did so. 

More than two months elapsed before he was able to 
rejoin the -boys in their pastimes, and when he did, the 
first thing he observed in their play-room was Hargrave's 
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book of cases and judgments, with the offensive name 

completely erased, and a challenge written, to fight with 

snow-halls any boy who should presume to again call 

:Master ·walter Sedley 

"NEVER ·wRoNG ·" or "THE YouNG D1sPUTA}lT." 
) ' 
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"IT WAS ONLY IN FUN." 

CHAPTER I. 

"Do you know, Miss Vernon, whether any accident 

occurred from the log of wood being thrown across the 

railway ye~terdayr' inquired George Markham, as he 

was walking with that lady and her pupil, his little 

cousin Mary. "I hope, ancl, indeed, believe not," re

plied Mi s Vernon, "for it is said that some one saw it 

in time to remove it before the train came up; otherwise 

several of the carriages might have been overturned, and 

then, perhaps, even loss of lives might have been the con

sequence." " How lucky! " exclaimed George. " In 

speaking of so serious an event as escaping such dread

ful mischief," rejoined :Miss Vernon, "you should call it 

providential." ""\i\7 ell, perhaps I should," said young 

Markham, carelessly, "but one can't always think of the 

right wonl." 
Miss Vernon looked grave, and even sad, for she had 
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frequently before remarked the light manner in which 
this youth was inclined both to think and to utter Lis 
thoughts. Referring to what he ha<l sai<l, she replied, 
"Perhaps not, Master Markham, when speaking on trifling 
subjects; but on such an one as this, where a number of 
persons might have been killed, and whole families, in 
consequence, be plunged in sorrow and poverty, I should 
suppose the right expression would naturally arise in your 
mind, in preference to· any other. Let us imagine, for a 
moment, that Mr. Jolliffe, who you know lives with your 
uncle, instead of returning from London a fortnight ago, 
had come yesterday, as he ha<l first intended, and had 
been overturned in one of those carriages, and, at least, 
seriously injured, how would you have felt ther~ ?" 

" 0 ! I should have been most dreadfully sorry," replied 
George, earne;jtly, " for if Mr. Jolliffe Lad been laid up 
ill, or lamed, the house would have been dull indeed, be 
is always so good-humoured and merry. I don't know, 
I'm sure, how I should get on a whole summer in this 
stupid village uncle bas fixed on to reside in, without Mr. 
Jolliffe." · 

"As you value that gentleman so much on account of 
his being :i\IERRY," replieJ :Miss Vernon, "I hope you 
have remarked and set some store on his being WISE at 
the same time. 'Merry and wise,' you know, should al
ways go together." "I dare say they should," returned 
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George, in the same careless tone as before; "but as long 

as I can have the 'merry,' I don't care over much about 

the 'wise.' " " Perhaps that,'' said Miss Vernon, " was the 

feeling of the wicked boy who p~aced the log across the 

raihvay; for, on being found out, and asked ·why he did 

it, he said, 'It was only in fun.'" "Good gracious!" 

exclaimell George, indignantly, "what a stupid and bad 

fellow he must be i What fun coul(l there possibly be in 

risking people's lives and limbs in that way?" "None at 

all, certainly," replied Miss Vernon; "neither did he 

think there was any. It is evident, from his examination, 

on being found out yesterday, tha,t he had no intention 

of such serious mischief as might have happened, but 

merely meant to frighten the people in the carriages by 

a su<lden jolt in crossing over the log. Like many other 

persons who are fond of playing tricks, he did not give 

himself the trouble or care to consider ·what might really 

be the consequences of it." "I can see no joke in it at 

all," per isted George. "As you said before, only think 

how ·hocking it would have been had Mr. Jolliffe been 

hurt by it. He must be a very good-for-nothing boy, 

and ought to be well puni heel." "Your indignntion is 

very ju. t, and I am plea eel to see it," returned Mi Ver

non; "any person who, for the sake of a je t, does that 

which may produce injury to another, however unpre-
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meditated the evil, is guilty of a wicked act, and ought not 
to complain, even should he be punished as though he bad 
designed all the mischief his thoughtlessness may lead to." 

"And yet," said little Mary, who had listened atten
tively, ·cc Cousin George will scarcely believe that; for I 
have often heard him say, when, by some trick or rough 
play, he has frightened or hurt any of us, that we shouldn't 
make a fuss about it, for he only did it in fun." "Just 
the same as that boy," said ).Iiss Vernon. "Yes," cried 
George, "I know I have; but then I never did, nor ever 
thought of doing, anything so stupid or wrong as throw
ing a log of wood across a railroad." "If it be wrong," in
terposed ::Miss Vernon, "to play off a trick that may end 
in mischief, on a railway, it must be \\Tong- to (~O anything 
in 'fun,' as you call it, ,vhich may produce mischief, how
ever trifling, anywhere else. Besides, :iL-ister George, the 
habit is a bad one; and, though begun at first in a game of 
play, may, if indulged in, finish in something very serious. 
I dare say the boy we have been speaking of had played 
many pranks of a lesser kind, before he became thought
less and wi.cked enough to risk overturning a train of car
riages at fall speed. Few persons arrive at a great height 
of vice or folly at once, but go quietly and slowly on, step 
by step, though some much faster than others." 

At this moment their attention ,vas diverted from the 
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subject on which they were speaking, by the sound of 
angry voices at no great distance. Ou turning round a 
cori1er of the road, they saw two boys struggling together; 
the biggest had got the head of the other under his a.rm, 
and was cuffing him on the back with hearty goo<l will. 

George, forgetting in a moment what little gravity 
Miss Vernon's last address to him had occasioned, burst 
into a loud laugh. Little Mary shrunk away frightened, 
whilst Miss Vernon, going up to the boys, desired the 
big one to let the other go, and then inquired what was 
the matted "l\Iatter enough," replied Tom Hobbs, the 
big boy, angrily. "He left the gate open of that field 
you see there, and, by doing so, has let the horses, and 
cows, and donkeys out, that it was meant to keep in." 

",Vell, and if I di<l, I only did as the gate told me," 
replied Soft J ohnny,-for that was the name the very sim
ple youngel' lad \fas known by in the village; " mother 
can't afford to pay my schooling for nothing, and Dame 
says I mu t do as I'm bid.'' '' What do you mean by 
the gate telling you 1" inquired :Miss Vernon. " Why, it's 
,nit on it," returned Johnny, "' Please not to shut this 
gate."' "It's no such thing," eagerly interrupted Tom 
Hobbs; "and if you \\7.ll just take the trouLle, ma'am, to 
come and look, you will see, that, instead of ' roT,' the 
words are ' Please to hut this gate.' It is done with a 
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piece of red stuft, in great letters, as big and as plain as 
the nose in his face." " And nothing can be plainer 
than that, I'm sure," said George Markham, staring at 
the poor boy, and looking a,g though he had some secret 
cause of merriment besides. 

Now, whether Tom Hobbs felt some shame for his beha
viour to Soft Johnny, or whether, though he had no objec
tion to treat him roughly himself, he did not choose that any 
other boy should do so, I cannot tell; hewa.s, perhaps, mere
ly offended, and resentful at George laughing when he was 
vexed. But, however all this may be, he turned sharpl .r round 
to that young gentleman, saying, "I suppose, sir, he is as 
God made him, and you are no better;" adding, in a mutter
ing tone, to himself," and, very likely, a great deal worse." 

Miss Vernon, though she heard these words, forbore 
to notice them, aware that the reproof was well merited; 
and, in order to prevent an answer on the part of George, 
that might lead to something more angry from the young 
peasant, she immediately, with the rest, crossed over to 
the field spoken of. She wished, too, to gratify the lad, 
by seeing what was really written on the gate. When 
there, to the gTeat astonishment of Tom Hobbs, she saw 
that Soft Johnny had read aright; there it was, in gTeat 
reel letters, "Pleas~ NOT to shut this gate." "It is yery 
strange," she said, "for I think I have noticed this gate 
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before, as having a very different direction on it, indeed, 

quite a contra.ry one; and, now that I look at it more 

particularly, I can see that the word 'KOT,' though done 

with the same material and colour, is in another hand

writing. I believe,'' she aJ<led, after a pause, " I can 

guess all about it. vVhen the direction was first written, 

the word ' Please' having been placed a good way off the 

word 'to,' some mischievous person has put 'NOT' between; 

and this poor boy, knowing no better, but thinking he was 

doing right, left it open, iustead of shutting it after him." 

"'\iVhoever it is that has clone it," said Tom Hobbs, 

rubbing out the word as well as he could with the sleeve 

of his jacket, an<l then scr.atehing it over -n·ith a stone, 

u I only wi h that I could come across him; see if I 

wouldn~t serYe him as I did Soft J olmny here, only a 

pretty deal worse." """\Vhat a fuss aLout nothing!" cried 

George :Markham, contemptuously; "and what a stupid 

fellow you must be not to see, in a moment, that, ,vho

ci;er has done it, ha. done it 'only in fun.'" "You may 

-call me stupid, sir, if you please,'' replied Tom Hobbs, 

"but whoever calls mischief 'fun,' is, I think, a pretty 

deal stupider; eYen Soft J o1mny knows better than that, 

and is too fond rm<l proud of his schooling not to have 

lea.rut it, if he didn"t." "0, I'm sure, Tom Hobbs, I didn't 

E 
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do it," cried Johnny; "I don't go t.o school for nothing·; 
and Dame says, ' We mustn't do evil, even though good 
may come of it;' so I'm sure I ought not to do wrong, 
that mischief may." 

"This poor boy, with all his simplicity," said Miss 
Vernon, acldressing Tom Hobbs> " is more truly wise 
than many amongst you who call him by so offensive a 
name; I hope you ~11 leave it off yourself, and persuade 
others to do the same." " I owe him a good turn for 
ha·dng thrashed him for nothing," replied Tom Hobbs; 
" and that puts me· in mind again of this trick. Who
ever has put that word in, has done mischief enough for 
one morning: Farmer Hedges can't find his best cart 
horse, and a cow and two donkeys have got into mother's 
garden, eat up her cabbages, an<l trampled clown her pease 
and beans, that were just getting strong." "It's a great 
pity they were not a little stronger," observed George, 
looking still much more amused than he ought to have 
been; " but I suppose a rake and a hoe, and a shilling 
to buy more cabbage plants, will soon set all to rights 

. " agam. 
Tom Hobbs's temper, not a little ruffled by his late 

vexation, was still more annoyed by having his grievances 
treated in this light and unfeeling manner. " A lot of 
cows an<l donkeys getting into a garden may seem very 

funn 
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funny to you, sir," he said; "and, if the garden belonged 

to rich folks, it mightn't be of much matter : a loss of 

cabbages is not much to them; but, though you mayn't 

know it, to lose anything that grows in poor people's 

ground is to lose great part of their living. Such trou

bles as these may make young gentlemen laugh, but they 

are serious enough to us, when vl'e are obliged, through 

them, to go with half a dinner." "Besides thumping me, 

·when I was only doing as I ,vas bid," chimed in J olmny. 

"I'm sure, Johnny, I'm very sorry for having done so," 

replied Tom Hobbs; "ancl, as I said before, only wish that 

I could catch the right one to give it to." And, whilst 

he . poke these last word , he looked suspiciously at young 

nlarkham. "You can't give him the same thumps you gaye 

me, if you did," said Johnny, "so don't mind any more 

about it; Dame says, folk shoulcl 'forget and forgive.'" 

Tom Hobbs seemed not at all inclined to follo,v this 

Christian precept, and Miss Vernon having noticed the 

suspicious glance he had cast on George, hastened to put 

an end to the dialogue. Taking t,vo half-crowns from 

her purse, she put them into Tom's hand, sq,ying, she 

hoped that it would be sufficient to repair the injury done 

to hi mother's garden. 
The lad, with Johnny, then went away, still not yery 

E 2 
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well satisfied, though respectful to the lady, who, with 
her young companions, passed on for some distance in 
silence. Miss Vernon looked extremely gnwe, and 
George was the first to speak. "I arn sorry, ma'am," 
he said,· t, that you should think it necessary to give that 
fellow so much as five shillings; it is a large sum for you 
to lose." "It is not my intention to lose it," replied 
Miss Vernon; " I gave the money on your account, and, 
therefore, Master Markham, expect that you will repay 
it me directly on reaching home." "On my account! 
and why?-" exclaimed George, in a faltering voice, and 
the colour forsaking l1is cheeks. "Simply for this rea
son," she replied: " I feel certain that it ·was you -who 
occasioned the mischief those two half-crowns are meant 
to repair, and you may consider yourself fortunate should 
they prove to be a sufficient sum for the purpose." ":Me! 
Miss Vernon i'' exclaimed George, again in a tone he in
tended to sound like surprise. "Yes, sir," returned Miss 
Vernon; "and do not add to the fault nlready committed, 
hy attempting to deny it. It was yon who wrote in the 
·word 'NOT,' filling up the space bet,veen the 'Please' and 
' to.' I knew in a moment the particular kind of 't' 
that you make, looking more like n, cross than a well
formed letter; but, even bad I not known it, your man
ner ·was enough of itself to convince me. I would not, 
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of course, express my opinion before the two boys, fear
ing the bigger one might tell it to the whole village on 
account of his resentment, and the other through his 
straightforward simplicity." 

George was, by this time, aware that whatever he might 
say, to thro,v a doubt on the subject, would not be be
lieved, so he hel<l his tongue; he was in hopes, too, by 
thus silently a<lmitting the truth, he should prevent any
thing more being said about it now, and, perhaps, at 
home. Judging lVIiss Vernon by the common rules he 
had used on other occasions, he further thought, that, if 
he repaid the money readily, i.t would be all right, and 
no more "\YOrry (as he termed admonition) about it; and, 
having a purse unfortunately too ,vell filled for a boy of 
his thoughtless disposition, the loss of five shillings was 
not so great a punishment as it "·ould otherwise have 
been. Ii was, at least, very far from sufficient to break 
him of the bad habit he had long indulged in of playing 
tricks, regardless o_f consequences, excusing himself, when 
found out, by saying, "it was only in fnn." ~\.rnl this 
was the justification he made in the present instance, 
when pressed by Miss Vernon to own the truth, on be
ing asked why he had altered the direction on the gate. 

"I wonder, Master Markham," she said, "that you, 
who can see so clearly how ,uong the boy was in throw-
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ing the log across the raihvay for the sake of a jest, do 

not perceive how blameable you are yourself." " I don't 

think," returned George, "that what I have done ought 

to be compared with ,vhat he did; my putting the word 

' not' in' could never cause such ha.rm as his trick might." 

"Perhaps not," said Miss Vernon; "but, as I remarked 

to you before, we should avoid doing anything, even in 

j-est, that may end in mischief, however slight; and you 

ought to have learnt, long ago, that there is no true wit 

in either saying or doing what may injure or give pain 

to any one." "Well, there's no great harm <lone this 

time, at any rate," cried George, impatiently, and some

what wearied of the longest lecture he had ever received: 

H ' it was only in fun' that I put the word in; and that 

impudent Loy, and the old woman his mother, in having 

five shillings given them, have got, I dare say, more than 

twice the value of the damage done, so they'll have a 

double stock of cabbages and everything else; I think I 

have the most reason to complain this time, at least." 

" If so, that is just as it should be," replied Miss Vernon; 

"and I hope all persons who do things in fun, without 

first considering consequences, ,vill always find them

selves the greatest sufferers by them." 

"Perhaps, Miss Vernon," said George, as they drew 

near the house, "you will be kind enough not to say 
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anything of this business at home; I don't want to be 

teased about having lost five shillings. And I'm sure 

dear little cousin l\Iary," he added, to tl1e c11ild, coaxingly, 

"won't spea.k of i.t. Some day I may, very likely, tell 

Mr. Jolliffe, because he is so merry that I know it ,vill 

be just the thing to please him." "I dare say you think 

so, but I doubt it very much," returned Miss Vernon; 

"I never can persuade you to believe that Mr. J olli:ffe is 

not only merry but wise, at the -same time." 

" How glad I am that the waik is over ! " said George 

to himself, as they entered the avenue leading to the 

house. ",Vomen have no fun in t11em: whilst they are 

children, they care for nothing but dO"lls and baby-houses; 

and when t1iey grow older, they are always for lecturing 

and hectoring over boys:" 
George 1\forkham had only veTy lately formed this 

opinion, for he had had, unf01-ttmately, but few oppor

tunities of female tuition, or, indeed, any instruction at 

all fitted to co1Tect his erroTS. His mother had died 

whilst he was an infant, and 11i.s father, the captain of a 

merchant vessel, being sca:rcely ever at home, left him to 

the care of his housekeeper, an ignorant old woman, very 

ill qualified to instruct and manage him. This pnson, 

with a footboy to assist her, named Bob, completed Mr. 

Markham's housebohl 1t is true that George, when old 
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enough, ·went to school, but then he begged so hard to 
be only a day scholar, that his father, more of a rough 
seaman than an educated and judicious parent, granted 
his request. Thus he still continued to pass the greater 
part of his time at home, ·with Bob for his chief compan
ion, practising between them unnumbered pranks on old 
Betty, who, instead of complainingJ as she ought to have 
done, when Captain Markham came home, generally 
bore their behaviour very quietly, fearful, if she did not, 
she might lose her place, in vvhich, beiug the gTeater 
part of the year her own mistress, "was a thing," as she 
said to herself, " not to be thought of." 

Thus was a love of mischief, disguised by the name of 
fun, early created and encouraged by the ill-judging and 
cunning old woman, who, however, contrived to avoid 
any very serious annoyance to herself, by threatening 
Bob ,Yith dismissal if he didn't mind what he was 
about. 

Mr. Ingram, the brother-in-law of Captain Markham, 
whilst on a visit to him a few weeks before the present 
period, noticed the familiar terms on which Bob seemed 
to be ,vith his young master, and, fearful of what might 
be the result of such an improper intimacy, had, in order 
to check it, invited George to spend the summer with 
him in Hampshire, saying· to his: father he thought, too, 
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that a little better female society than that of old Betty 

might be of service to him. Captain Markham readily 

assented, and Master George left his home at Greenwich, 

accompanying his uncle to the retired, or, as he called it> 

the stupid village in which that gentleman had fixed bis 

residence. 
On reaching home, not a "·ord was said by either Miss 

Vernon or Mary of what had occurred during their walk. 

Though he felt as though he was a goou deal ill used, 

in being obliged to give so much, George was anxious to 

repay the five shillings. " Then," thought he, " she 

can't pester me any more about it. I only wish Miss 

Vernon was like old Betty j but I suppose governesses 

never are, and to be fault-finding and lecturing is J)art of 

their traclej that may do, perhaps, very well for girls, for 

they are all just as stupidj but it won't do for boys, at least 

not such famous fellows as I have been used to at Green

wich." 
Miss Vernon made no hesitation in taking the bright 

five- hilling piece offered her, though she could see that 

Master George, on presenting it, ·would have been better 

pleased if she had. And now, that affair settled, he went 

to the drawing-room, in ,vhich he found l\fr. Jolliffe, alone 

and reading a letter. " I have some ca,pital news fo1· 

you, Georgy, my boy," he said, rubbing bis hands, bi 
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cheerful, round face beaming with delight. " The good 
ship 'Hope,' of Calcutta, has safely arrived, and my man 
J runes, whom I left behind me in London for the purpose, 
will be here with little Julian and his Indian nurse Mirna, 
to-morrow." "Is that all?" inquired George, disappoint
eclly. "Is that all ! " repeated Mr. Jolliffe; " to Le sure 
it is, and ,vbat more would you have i But perhaps you 
would like him to bring, instead of his nurse, a lion or 
Bengal tiger, to put in the forest here." " I think I 
know better than to have such a fancy as that,'' replied 
George; "but what a famous sport those tiger hunts they 
have in India must be, mustn't they, Mr. Jolliffei" "I 
think hunt the slipper a much better game," replied that 
gentleman; " for sometimes, in tiger hunting, the tiger 
takes it into his head to hunt the man, and that, you 
know, the slipper never does." "Oh! but you are top 
of an elephant,'' said George; "that's the way in India." 
"Yes, I know that it is," replied Mr.Jolliffe, "at setting 
out; but, perhaps, before your return, instead of the ele
phant's back, you may be on the tiger's; for I believe 
they don't expect you to walk to their dens when they 
catch you, but are polite enough to carry you there on 
their backs or between their jaws, whichever may be 
most convenient to themselves. ·when little Julian comes 
he will tell you all about it, and then we will make a 
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game of it. As I am bigger than anybody else here, I will 

be the elephantj Julian shall be ,the huntsman, mounted 

on my sboulclersj you shall be the tiger, and we will 

hunt you all over the grounds, and, to make the play 

complete, lock you up in the village cage afterwards, if 

you wi hit." 
George considered himself rather above entering into 

such a game of make-believe, and thought he should 

really feel a little tiger-like, if expected to play it for the 

child's amusement. "I hope," resumed :Mr. Jolliffe, after 

a pau e, " that Julian is a brisk little fellowj I never 

could like a stupid milk-and-water sort of boy, though, of 

course, I would <lo my duty, after having promised his 

father to take charge of him." " "\iVhat fun it will be, if 

he is one of that ort," said young :Markham to himself, 

-" a capital joke, indeed, for a man like Ir. Jolliffe to 

ba'"°e such a lad as that sent him all the way from India j 

l>ut, if he is not, it will be good sport to make him for 

a while, ju t a little while, seem as though be was stupid 

and milk- oppisb. Mr. Jolliffe will know afterwards that 

it was only done in fun, and then he will laugh at it him-

self." 
l\Ia ter George llfarkham, in thinking thus, only proved 

how little be really knew of :Mr. J olliffe's true character j for 

in wishing to find Julian a brisk, intelligent child, he had 
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motives far deeper than the mere desire of being amused 
by lum. Possessing a large fortune, and without rela
tions to claim his assistance, he had long devoted him
self to purposes of benevolence. Mr. Selby, Julian's fa
ther, had been the dearest friend of his boyhood, and he 
had afterwards, at his own expense, fitted him out, and 
provided for him in India. There Mr. Selby had mar
ried. Julian was the youngest of several children, and 
the climate not agreeing with his constitution, a change 
had been recommended. l\'Ir. Jolliffe no sooner knew 
this, than he determined on adopting him, if his parents 
·would consent; and, if the child proved capable of re
ceiving it, he meant to give him a first-rate education, 
thus fitting him to do credit to some high profession, and 
to the fortune he intended to bestow on him. Of this 
George was then, of course, entirely ignorant. 
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CHAPTER II. 

~IR. and 1Irs. Ingram had been chiefly induced, in the 
choice of their present residence, by their long intimacy 
,vith a family who had retired to the same village. This 
family consisted of Mrs. :\Iaitland, a widow lady, with a 

grown-up son and daughter, and two or three other 
younger children. They lived in a house called the Pri
ory, about a mile distant from Mr. Ingram's. On the 
morning following the incidents related in the previous 
chapter, Mis , ernon and Mary intended calling at the 
Priory; and, as both his uncle and aunt were from home, 
and ?\Ir. Jolliffe engaged in writing, they again invited 

young ::\farkham to go with them, as being the best me
thod for keeping him out of the stables, well knowing that 
he would much have preferred the companionship of the 
groom, or eyen the stable boy, to theirs. 

An+rnd at the Priory, they were shewn into a parlour, 
in which they found Miss :-iiaitland alone, sitting at her 

de k:, "-ith two letters before her that she had ju t writ
ten, put into their envelopes, and directed. (< I am 
afraid," said Miss , eruon, when the first words at meet-
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ing had passed, " that we interrupt you." " Q ! not at 

all," she replied j " I had just finished as you came in j 

and glad enough I was, for two such different kiml of let

ters I don't think any poor girl ever had to write at the 

same time." "Then, I suppose I ought to congratulate 

you, not only on having completed a task, but on your 

ingenuity," said Miss Vernon. ",v ell, I think I almost 

deserve that you should," replied the young lady, laugh

ing; "for one is all form and ceremony, written from 

my poor head, and the other all affection and nonsense, 

and that one comes from my heartj and, after saying so 

much, I certainly ought to say a little more, and explain 

what I mean." "Pray do not think that necessary on 

the score of politeness, my dear," said her friend. " 0 

no, not on that account; and now I must tell you: this 

letter," holding it up as she spoke, " is to one of the 

most precise old ladies in all England, or anywhere else, 

I believe: it is to my godmamma, Lady Strickland, and 

begins with ' Most respected and honoured Madam;' 

whilst this," showing the other, " is to Nurse Hjggins, 

and begins, ' You dear, darling, old nuzzy,' for that is 
what I used to call her before I could speak plain." After 

a few more minutes spent in conversation, Matilda-for 

that was Miss Maitland's name-observed to her lady 

visitors, that they had not seen her sleepi_ng room since it 
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had been newly fitted up; " and you can have no idea,tt 
she added, "of how pretty it now looks to what it did. If 
this young gentleman will excuse b~ing left by himself,. 
and you will take the trouble of walking up stairs, I shall 
like to show it you." George, in his plain, rough ·way, 
said, he did not care at all about being left, and his three 
companions then quitted the room together. 

At first he amused himself tolerably well, in looking 
through the window into the garden; but, soon tired of 
that, he glanced round the room in search of some better 
entertainment, and, in so doing, his eye rested on the 
two letters already mentioned. A bright thought, ac
cording to his own idea, immediately arose in his mind, 
and, without pausing for a moment to reflect before he 
acted on it, the two letters were taken out of their enve
lopes, the one intended for Lady Strickland put into the 
cover directed for Nurse Higgins, and that for Nurse Hig
gins placed in Lady Strickland's. Using his favourite ex-

am a ti on on such occasions, "What fun!" he cried, in 
great glee, "wouldn't I give more than five shillings, this 
time, if I could but see that stiff old lady believing hei-
self, even for a moment, to be called, ' a dear, darling1 

old nuzzy;' and then the old nurse herself puzzling and 
spelling word by word over the grand, formal letter. 
Matilda Maithmd, if she ever finds it out, "'Yill think she 
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has made the mistake herself, and she is such a merry 
creature that I know she will only laugh at it. If all 
girls were like her, I shouldn't care if I had happened to 
have a sister or two." 

Geofge had just come to this complimentary conclu
sion of what he had been saying to himself, when Matil
da, with her two visitors, re-entered the room. "I ought 
to beg your pardon, Master Markham, for having left 

' yon so long," she said; "but I hope you did not find the 
tin-;e tedious." "O! not at all," replied George, with 
more sincerity than politeness : a I should have been 
sorry, if you had hurried yourselves to come before." This 
was said with a sort of suppressed chuckle that did not 
escape the notice of Miss Vernon, though she made no 
observation on it at the time. " Shall I not have the 
pleasure of seeing your mamma 1" she inquired of Matilda. 
" I believe you must excuse her this morning. In the 
first place, I do not think she knows you are here; and in 
the second, I must tell you, though it is at present a secret, 
she is exceedingly busy in preparations for a grand fete, 
to he given in honour of my eldest brother being of age,and 
to which you must all come, for there is to be enterta,in
mentfor little folks, as well as bigger ones; but though so 
intimate with you, and dl dear Mrs. Ingram's family, you 
must expect to receive formal cards of invitation in clue 
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time, the same as our other acquaintances." " I can only 

say, on my own part," repliecl Miss Vernon, "that I thank 

your mamma very much for the invitation, let it come in 

"·hat ever shape it may, knowing that it is always a kind 

one." "vVe are to meet early in the day," said Matilda 

".and I only hope it may he a fine one. There is to bear-, 

chery and cricket, and a great many other games for the 

boys. So, :Master :Markham, as I understand you are very 

clever at those sort of things, we shall particularly depend 

upon you to conduct them." 

George·was delighted at the promise of being made of so 

much consequence, and the prospect, too, of such a day's 

plea. ure. "For," said he to Miss V erno1~, as they returned 

home, "I nppose an entertainment like ,vhat Mrs. l\Iait~ 

land i going to give, don't come more than once in fifty 

years in this stupidest of all stupid places. Ah! Miss Ver.

non, you shoul<l come and see us at Gr.eemvich in .the fair

time." "And take a nm clo"·n the hill, I suppose," she 

replied good humouredly; " thank you, :Ma. ter George, 

for the im·itation, but I would rather be ex.cu eel, if you 

plea e." " I can't think," resumed young 1\forkha.rn, 

"how the people here can amuse themselves all the year 

i-ouncl. I wonder what , uch boys as I ha·rn been used to 

would . ay to uch a dull place." "Perhaps it would have 

been better for those fa1nous boys you so often s1)ea.k of," 
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replied Miss Vernon, quietly, " if they had been born 
and bred in this stupid pla.ce, as you call it, and never 
quitted it till they had been confirmed in good habits, in
stea<l of bad ones." 

" Another lecture ! so I '11 say no more," thought 
George; and the rest of their ,valk home was passed iu 
silence, little Mary a.musing herself in gathering ·wild 
flowers, and Miss Vernon feeling as disinclined to speak 
a.s young Markham himself, though he entirely occupied 
her thoughts. She ,vas trying to find a meaning for
what his manner and countenance had expressed upon 
her returning to the pa.rlour at Mrs. Maitland's. It was 
impossible, without some very plain evidence to judge by, 
that she could suspect he would he guilty of so disgrace
ful a departure from principle an<l good breeding, as even 
to touch a letter written by another person, an<l that he 
knew was not intended for him, much less could she im
agine that he ,vould venture to do what he had done. 
She, therefore, this time supposed she must have been 
wrong in suspecting him, and on entering the house, dis
missed the subject from her mind. 

It was rather late in the afternoon when Julian Selby 
arrived, with Nurse 1\Iinrn and James. Mr. Jolliffe had 
Leen for more than an hour looking anxiously out for them, 
and so lrnd George :Markham, though from very <liff~i;ent 
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motives and feelings. The wholly inexcusable trick be 

had played Miss Maitland in the morning, instead of 

satisfying him for one day at least, bad only increased 

his inclination for another j so true it is that, in the pur

suit of EVIL, the race is so much more rapid than in that 

of GOOD. Therefore, I should advise, and, indeed, ear

nest1y entreat my young readers, if they should ever be 

disposed to follow so had an example as that set by 

George :Markham, to shrink with terror from taking the 

first step, for they know not where it may leadj but_ of 

this they may, at least, be certain, that the more they 

advance the further they will go, and consequently, the 

greater difficulty they will have in returning to the path 

from which they stray, or, to speak in plainer language, 

of regaining the love and esteem of their friends, as well 

as their ovm self-respect, without which their lives can 

never be desen·edly prosperous, or really happy. 

" \Vell ! here they are at last," cried Mr. Jolliffe, turn

ing from the ·windmv and hastening down stairs to re

cei-re his little friend, as the carriage drew up to the 

hall-door. George, eager for anything new, followed, of

fering to assist in unloading the cliaise. 

Julian was the first to alight j he was a very delicately 

formed small boy for his age, looking pale and fatigued; 

he spoke scarcely abo-re his breath, and his hand trembled 
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as he put it into M:r. J olliffe's. After desiring J a.mes to 
see that Nurse M:ima was properly attended to by Mr. 
Ingram's servants, Mr. Jolliffe led Julian up stairs to 
the drawing-room, ,vhere he was warmly received by 
the kiu,d, though, till then, unknown friends awaiting 
him, 

Julian Selby was one of those kind of children whom 
it takes some time to thoroughly understand and love, 
at least by persons who are hasty in forming their opin
ions. He was not only an affectionate, but a clever and 
high-minded boy; incapable of misleading, or telling a 
falsehood himself, he seldom or never suspected it in 
another, and had, indeed, so great an ahhorrence of that 
vice, that he could scarcely believe it, when found out in 
any one he had trusted; he was good-tempered, docile, and 
quick at learning, and would, perhaps, have been more 
lively in his manners, but that he was painfully shy and 
timid, this nervous feeling always acting as a check up
on him. His delicate health, and the weakening nature 
of the climate he had hitherto lived in, might, perhaps, in 
a great measure account for this defect. 

After Julian had partaken of some refreshment, Mr. 
Jolliffe tried to draw him into conversation, but the child 
shrunk from him as a stranger, and his thoughts were in 
the home he had left; but, fearful of seeming ungrateful 
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if he said so, his manner was confused and awkward, and 

his answers not so clear as they would otherwise have been j 
thus Mr. J olliffe's first impression of poor Julian was not 
very favourable. Never having lived where there were 
children, excepting :Mary, he was more than usually slow 
at understanding them, and he could uot help wishing 
the little boy had been more like George Markham j for, 
only having spent the last fortnight with that hopeful 

young gentleman, and never having heard of any of his 
pranks at home or else,vhere, he appeared to him as a 
fine spirited youth, allov,1.ng for some occasional rough
ness or folly in speech, by saying he perhaps was a little 
too merry sometimes. George, too, was a handsome, 
well-grown lall, such as he had pictured to himself his ex
pected pet j-not that :i\Ir. Jolliffe thought outward beau

ty of any value, when compared with that of the mind 
and disposition j but Julia,n seemed to him very much 
the reYerse of even a manly boy, so that he could not 
help feeling a little disappointed on that account too, 
besiJes the other. Mr:. Ingram saw that Julian's eyes 
were constantly turned towards the door, and, better able 
to judge of what wa pa sing in his mind than :Mr. J ol
li:ffe could be, , he asked him if he would like to be taken 
to Mima, for perhaps he was tired, and would like to 
go early to bed. The little boy, still fearful of offending 
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in saying what might be thought wrong, answered, " I 
will do as you please, Ma'am." " Then my dear," said 
Mrs. Ingram, a little puzzled by his reply, " I think you 
had better go: Mirna, too, w-ill perhaps be glad to have 
you with her, for all here must be as strange to her as 
it is to you; to-morrow, I hope, we shall be better ac
quainted." 

The bell was then rung, and the servant who answered 
it desired to take him to the rooms prepared for his and 
Mirna's use, in which she was already comfortably seated, 
with no want of companions, curiosity leading all the 
other servants to spend as much time as they could spare 
with her; and when Julian entered, there were wonder
ful stories being told about India, and many que3tions 
being asked as to what sort of a country England ,vas; 
but there was a speedy stop put to all this, upon his 
coming, for, running up to Mima and throwing his arms 
round her neck, he eased his overcharged heart by a flood 
of tears. This little incident was told in the drawing
room on the servant's return when the bell ,vas again 
rung. It chanced soon after, that no one was left there 
but young Markham and :Nfr. Jolliffe, who had been 
walking to and fro for some minutes lost in thought. 

" I am afraid," said he at length, as though thinking 
aloud, " I shall be disappointed in him, and that will be 
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a grea,t pity; for I intended to make him a clever and a 

rich man." And now :Mr. Jolliffe suddenly paused in his 

walk, opposite where George was sitting, and looked at 

him for a few moments with evident admiration. George 

easily understood the look; he had, besides, eagerly lis

tened to the few words that had been spoken, and, ever 

rapid in his conceptions, a new idea suddenly darted into 

his mind. Hitherto he had excused his tricks by saying 

they were mere pieces of fun : he woukl have been very 

much offended, as well as surprised, if ~nybody, in judg

ing of them, had accused him of lying, and yet th~y would 

have been perfectly right in so doing. Thus, whilst he 

was deceiving himself as to their true character, tJ1e first 

great principle of Integrity, which is a love of rr.r·uth, 

was every day becoming weaker and weak.er, whilst the 

habit of making his inclination the rule of hi. aetions 

strengthened iu proportion. He perceived that :Mr. J ol

liffe was wishing Julian had been sueh ,a boy as himself, 

and that, on the contrary, the child had appeared unfit for 

the good intentions he had in tore for him. "If Mr. J ol

liffe likes me best," rea oned George v,1ithin him elf, "why 

should not I have my fortune made instead of this balJy, 

who don't eYen look as though he would fo-e to be a man 1 

He is no more a Telation of his than I am; besides, his 

father is rich, and able to give him a fortune himself, 
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(here George was mistaken,) whilst mine· is only captain 
of a ship, that may go to the bottom of the sea any day, 
with everything in it, even my father and all, and then 
what is to become of me1" At this selfish and unfeel
ing conclusion of his meditations he looked up, and saw 
that his unsuspecting friend was again gazing earnestly 
at him. " Why should not Mr. Jolliffe," he added, still 
speaking inwardly, "make a clever and a rich man of 
me i " Had Mr. Jolliffe kno,vn the real character of 
George Markh3.m, he would have tried to do even more 
for him than making him clever and rich : he would have 
used his best endeavours to make him good." 

" Georgy, my boy," said Mr. Jolliffe, at last, " I am 
afraid this little lad is not quite so brisk as I could wish, 
and, as I suppose he will naturally like better to be with 
you tlrn.n anybouy else here, I shall take it as a favour 
if you ·will try to make him a little more like-in fact-
a little more like yourself." Poor Mr. Jolliffe, so kind 
an<l confiding! could he at tha.t moment have known what 
Master George Markham ·was really like, bow shocked 
he would have been at having made such a request; for, 
even had Julian been the milk-and-·water little fellow he 
thought him, how much to be preferred that would have 
been to the hitherto thoughtless and unfeeling, but now 
·wickedly disposed youth before him. Some others of 
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the family entering the room, nothing further was said 
upon the subject. George was glad of this: "for," thought 
he, " that prevented my giving any promise:" just as 
though that could make his conduct less guilty, in the de
ceit he meant to practise. 

,, 



• 

IT WAS ONLY IN FUN. 

CHAPTER III. 

JULIAN arose early on the following morning, refreshed 

by a long sleen, and, with a natural curiosity to see more 

-0f a place so new to him, was ·walking in the garden, 

when George saw him from his bedroom window and ran 

down to join him. His first idea of "what fun it would 

be" to make him appear, "just for a little while," differ

<ent to what Mr. Jolliffe wished to find him, was certainly 

uppermost in his thoughts; but then, the wicked idea of 

taking his ·place in that gentleman's favour was ther~ too. 

He soon perceived that Julian was only shy and fearful, 

instead of stupid; so, as a first step to what he intended, 

he set about making him familiar ·with himself. 

Little Julian had never told an untruth in his life, and 

l1ad, moreover, been taught that telling falsehoods in fun, 

for the sake of a joke, was lying too. Having so just a 

detestation of this disgraceful fault, he was, as before 

stated, slow to suspect it in any one, and therefore 

Teadily believed all that George Markham thought pro

per to tell him. 
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After a little while he owned his fear of not behaving 
properly where he was so great a stranger, and ·begged 
George to direct him, particularly in what way he could 
best please Mr. Jolliffe. " For Papa told me," he added, 
" that he had been such a kind friend to him, he hoped 
I would do everything I could to make him like me." 
"That is, because, not contented with bejng made a rich 
man himself, he wants him to make his son a rich man 
too," thought George, who, having no generous or grate
ful feelings in his own mind, never gave other people 
credit for possessing any. " 0 ! Mr. J olli:ffe," replied 
young :Markham, " is a very good man indeed; but 
though he is very fond of laughing and joking himself, 
I don't think that he would like little boys to do so: you 
had better, therefore, he very quiet when you are where he 
is; he lets me do as I like, because I am a big hoy: be
sides, I don't belong to him, as you do." The falsehood 
contained in the beginning of this speech was exactly 
that he meant to make use of in his first design of only 
deceiving in fun; but its effect was of so much import
ance, as he afterwards found, that he was easily induced 
to follow it up, in order to carry on his second and more 
culpable plan of stepping into Julian's place. 

"I am sure," said Julian sighing, "I s1mll find it very 
easy to be quiet and silent; if I feel at all merry, I shall 
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only have to think of my own dear home, so far, far, away, 
and I shall be dull enough then to please anybody." This 
success in his first attempt was a strong inducement for 
George to go on. " That's a capital idea of yours," he 
said: ·" keep to it, and you '11 do very ·well; but as that 
must be a very dismal way of spending time, you had 
better be out of tlfo parlour as much as you ean; Mirna, 
you know, will be glad enough of your company, for she 
must feel even stranger than you do, a1;1d some of our 
servants, if you are not with her to prevent it, will lead 
her a precious tormenting life of it; besides," he added, 
after a pause, " Mr. Jolliffe may think better of you for 
shewing great fondness and liking to be with her, instead 
of staying with him and uncle and aunt." George, in 
uttering these words, felt his cheeks tingle with the deep
est glow of shame that had ever come into them. It was 
impossible, though, misguided as he had been all through 
life, that he should become so suddenly bad as not to feel 
in some measure shocked at his own conduct; he had 
now told three or four barefaced falsehoods, for a purpose 
for ,vhich he knew he could not offer an excuse even to 
himself, by saying " it was only in fun." Such is the 
natural progress of error when once begun. They now 
went in to breakfast; Mr. J olliffo, seeing the two boys 
enter together, felt assured that George had attended to 
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his request, aucl that all would go on well, and, in order 
not to interfere in the task he had set him, he spoke but 
little to Julian; yet he noticed, with great vexation, that 
he seemed the same kind of boy that he had clone on the 
evening before. 

It is not necessary that the occurrences of every clay 
should be detailed; and a space of three weeks may be 
pas eel lightly over. Little Julian acted on the advice 
he had received, and }fr. Jolliffe, in consequence, was con
finned in hi first impressions. George Markham, con
tinuing as he had begun, sometimes indulged in what he 
called fun, and sometimes in more intentional mischief,
the one fault, as I have already endeavoured to show, 
growing out of the other, that is, of telling falsehoods in 
jest. 

Although Mr. Jolliffe was still deceived by him, there 
was, however, one person in the family who was not, and 
that person was ~Iiss Vernou; but as she did not hint 
her su picions even to himself, George was decei vecl in 
hi turn, and pent his time in a manner highly agree
able to hi ta te in the present, though not in a way that 
was likely to produce him any good in the future, at 
lea t such good as he had marked down for himself, au<l. 
that wa to be admired for his talents, and to be made a 
rich man by .i\Ir. Jolliffe. 
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One morning, about this time, Matilda. Maitland call

ed at Mr. Ingram's, when the family were met together at 

luncheon: she looke<l pale, and out of spirits. "I hope, 

my dear, you are not ill," inquired Mrs. Ingram." "0 no, 

ma'am'; but I am sadly vexed: you remember those two 

letters I bad been writing, when I last saw you, Miss 

Vernon?" "Perfectly: on.e was to Lady Strick.land, and 

the other to Nurse H1ggins." " Just so," said Matilda; 

"but, somehow or other, they were sent in the wrong 

covers. I can't think how it could happen, for I am cer

tain they were right when I directed them. However, I 

had a terrible reprimand last week from godmamrna, ,vho 

says the reason of my not hearing from her before, is, 

that she was ill when my letter arrived, and not suffi

ciently well till then to answer me as I ought to be an

s,vered, for my disrespectful ca.relessness; adcling, as a 

punishment to make me more thoughtful for the future, 

she should not send me a very pretty present she had in

tended to surprise me with, on our little festival on my 

brother's birthday." "That is very hard indeed," saicl 

Mr. Jolliffe; "but never mind, Matilda, other folks can 

make presents as well as Lady Starchington, (I beg par

don,) I mean Lady Stricklandj" and the kind-hearted old 

bachelor felt as grieved for Matilda's disappointment as 

though she had been bis own daughter, and busied his 
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thoughts in suggesting what sort of a gift would be most 
agreeable to her. Little Julian's mind was the same \fay 
occupied) and a curious small desk) of Indian workman
ship) intended for his own use, was speedily :6...-...:ed on. 

"vVhat I have already told you/' resumed Miss Mait
land, "is not the worst consequence of this strange cir
cumstance. Lady Strickland, not knowing that Nurse 
Higgins had gone to live ·with her relations in Scotland, 
but thinking she was still in "Wiltshire, sent her letter on 
there instead of back to me_; so, when it will find her, or 
whether it ever will, I can't tell, there being so many 
Higginses in that part of the country. I should not care 
so much about this, because I could write her another 
letter, but in the one I sent her I had inclosed a five
pound note) hearing she was very much in want of mo
ney. .r ot having had an ans-wer, I am afraid some dis
hone t person of the same name may have had the letter) 
and been tempted by the money to say nothing about it. 
I have) however, written to Nurse again." "It was a 
most unfortunate mistake that you mac.le," obse1Ted l\Ir. 
Ingram. "I can scarcely believe that I dic.l make it," 
said Matilda_; "yet I don't know how I can otherwise ac
count for it: it's very odd! You dicl not lea-ve the room 
whil t ,Ye went up stairs, Ma ter :;_\farkham, did you?" 
Mi. "\ cmon's eyes were immediately upon him. 
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a O no," said George, not venturing to look up, "I 

was there all the time;" adding, (for he was now wholly 

regardless of truth,) "I amused myself by looking into 

the garden through the window, till you came down." 

Had he· merely said "No," in answer, it would have been 

1letter for his wish of avoiding suspicion; his desire to 

prove that he had been but in one part of the room all 

the time, and that part the farthest from where the desk 

was placed, convinced Miss Vernon of the fact, especially 

as she had her knowledge of his character to judge by, 

besides remembering his look and v;rords when Matilda 

apologised for having left him so long. 

"I asked . you the question," rejoined Miss Maitland, 

"because it suddenly occurred to rue that one of the 

children might have come into the room whilst we were 

gone, and playing, as sometimes children will, with what 

they ought not to touch, might have pulled my two let

ters out of their covers, and then replaced them each 

in the wrong one." 
George wished now that he had said he had left the 

room, but it was too late. 
The subject was dropped, and Matilda soon after left. 

On returning home, she ran up to the nursery, Mrs. 

:Maitland being there. " Dear mamma," she said, " I 

.am more than ever puzzled about my letters: George 

.Markham says he never left the room whilst we were 

gone, 
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gone, but stood at the window looking into the garden 

the whole time." " That I am sure he didn't," cried 

one of the little lliaitlands, a remarkably sharp-witted 

child." "How do you know, Lizzy dear i" inquired 

Matilda. "Because, when I knew l\lary Ingram was 

here, I ran down to gather her some of the flowers she 

likes so much, and that grow under the parlour win

dow, and I looked into the room and there I saw him 

standing at the table where you had been writing; his 

back ,vas to me, so I couldn't see what he was doing, but 

in a minute or two be cried out quite loud, ',iVhat fun l' 

and then be burst out a laughing." "vVell, dear, and 

what next i" asked her sister, very much surprised, but 

feeling certain that the ricklle might now be easily guess

ed. " 0 then," said Lizzy, "I was afraid he would turn 

round and see me and think me rude, so, having gather

ed my fl.ovi'ers, I ran away up to l\Iary in your be'.:lroom." 

l\latilda, knowing she could baYe perfect confidence in 

l\liss Vernon, and l\Irs. l\faitland thinking it right that a 

boy who could be guilty of such disgraceful conduct should 

have his friends informed of it, they took the first opportu

nity that offered of repeating to that lady what Lizzy had 

told them, leaving her to act with regard to it as her judg

ment might direct. They, howeYei', determined, on their 

G 
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own part, to shew him their knowledge an<l opinion of his 
behaviour, by not sending him a card of invitation to the 
birthday fete, hoping, by thus proving to him he ,vas 
thought unfit to be received into the company of per
sons of integrity and respectability, they should give 
him one of the best lessons for the future he could pos
sibly have. 

George, finding more than a week pass by, and hear
ing no more about the letters, felt safe with regard to 
them, and, caring but very little for anybody excepting 
himself, went on as usual; but Miss Vernon, though he 
did not know it, was still silently watching his conduct. 
Naturally fond of children, and easily understanding their 
different characters, she soon found out the excellent dis
position and mind of Julian; but there was one thing 
about him still puzzled her, and that was his always be
ing silent and quiet in the presence of_ 1r. Jolliffe, how
ever cheerful or playful he might have been, perhaps only 
a moment before, when he was out of the room. :, There 
must be some cause for this," she said to herself, "and I 
am afraid George :Markham has more to do ,1rith it than 
he would like me or any one else to know." 

Impressed by this suspicion she questioned Julian up
on the subject. It ·was so perfectly natural to this truth
ful boy to answer every inquiry in a straight-forward 
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way, that :Hiss Vernon soon learnt all that 11ad passed 

between him and his pretended friend. "It is, then," 

thought she: "just as I expected to find it, and that ill

edur.ated and still more ill-disposed youth, if something 

is not done to check him, will finish in wickedness and 

ruin, what he has begun in folly and in play. She knew 

that Mr. Jolliffe, through George's artifice, was as much 

prejudiced in his favour as he was against Julian; but she 

saw both the boys in their true light, and resolved that he 

should do the same. Therefore, the first morning she 

found him alone, she spoke to him upon the subject. 

:Mr. J.olliffe was delighted with her account of Julian; 

but when she told him her opinion of George, and all she 

knew of his conduct and intentions, he was too much 

shocked and surprised to readily believe she was not 

mistaJrnn. "How,ev&·~ I will take the first opportunity," 

he said, "of trying the selfishness and want of principle 

you are so persuaded of; for I agree with you in thinking 

there is but little differ.ence in doing wrong in fun and in 

earnest, m.ore especially as the one is pretty sure to lead to 

the other, and truth is always disregarded in both cases." 

In less than an hour afterwards, George himself fur

nished Mr. Jolliffe with the opportunity he wished for. 

Young 1\Iarkham had often said how much he should like 

-G 2 
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to have a Newfoundland dog, ready trained to fetch and 
carry, and other accomplishments of the same kind, but 
it was too expensive for him to think of buying one. 
Mr. Jolliffe, ever ready to gratify his young friends, had 
in consequence given one of the villagers, named Brown, 
who dealt in dogs, fancy rabbits, and birds, an order to 
procure him st1ch a,. N ewfouncllancl as George described, 
charging tbe man on no account to mention his name 
if asked who the dog was for, lest George should hear of 
it, and, guessing it was for him, spoil the agreeable sur
prise intended, on the animal being brought home. 

Whilst Miss Vernon had been speaking to :Mr. Jolliffe, 
George had, in strolling about the village, seen the dog, 
-without any suspicion of its being meant for him, tied up 
in Brown's front yard, he having just returned with him 
from a neighbouring town, where ·he had made the pm
chase. 

As soon as he came in he hastened to :M:r. Jolliffe, ex
claiming, "Brown, who lives down the village street, has 
got amongst his clogs one of the finest Newfoundlands I 
ever saw, just the sort I should like to have_; and you were 
kind enough one clay, sir, to say you would perhaps buy 
me one." "Is this for sn.le, then r' inquired Mr. Jolliffe, 
knowing of course that it was not, but he wanted to hear 
what George would say. "I questioned him a good deal 
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about it," he replied, "and all I could get from him was, 
the clog was bespoke, and he was to keep it till sent for." 
"If t~'1,t is the case," said Mr. Jolliffe, "there is of course 
an end of tbe matter." "I don't know that," cried 
George, eagerly_; " 'bespoke~ does not exactly mean 
'bought.' I dare say the dog is not yet paid for, and if 

Brown was offered a few more shillings for it, he would 
contrive somehow to get off the first bargain, and be glad 
to make another." "But if he is an honest man, he will 

do no such thing," replied Mr. Jolliffe. "We can but 
try," cried George again, thrown off his guard in his ea
gerness to obtain ,vhat he wished_; for it seemed to him 
that there was not such another clog to be had anynrhere _; 
"that is, if you, sir, are willing." "But I am not," re
turned Mr. Jolliffe, "for I consider the <log to be already 
purchased. Diel Brown tell you who it was for1" "No, 
that he would not, though I pressed him very hard_; he 
only said it was for a young gentleman who didn't live in 
these parts." "Well, George, from what you tell me I 
think you must give it up," rejoined Mr. Jolliffe_; "for 
even if Bro,Yn was willing to let you have it for a better 
price, what excuse could he make to the first purchaser?" 
" 0 !" cried George, "he ,Yould soon think of something 
to say." " Or perlmps you could for him," observed :Mr. 
Jolliffe. "Ea y enough," said George_; "he might tell 
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him, that, as he lived at a distance, and the time uncer
tain when the dog was to be sent and paid for, he thought 
he might as well oblige a customer nearer home, and get 
him another." " Suppose," said Mr. Jolliffe, "we have 
Julian's opinion on the subject." "· That will be of no 
use," cried George, impatiently, th.inking h.e had nearly 
brought his indulgent friend to the point he wanted; "I 
know exactly what he will say; he is such a spiritless lit
tle creature, if he wanted the dog ever so, he would give 
it up directly." "I suppose he would," replied :M\·. Jol
liffe, disguising his real thoughts an<l feelings by a tone 
of indifference." " Perhaps," rejoined George, still per
severing in his aim, " that fine animal is to have for 
a master such a boy as Julian, who won't half care about 
him." "Or one," chimed in Mr. Jolliffe, " who is fond 
of fun, and will play all manner of tricks with him." 

" As likely as not," exclaimed George, persuaded he 
was now making a great step in advance," and that would 
be a pity; would it not, sir?" "I think it would," he re
plied, gravely; "· and therefore, I will take some pains to 
find out the true character of the lad for whom the dog 
is intended; and, if I find he is undeserving of him, I 
shall most lil~ely be able to give him a better master, and 
that, too, by fair and upright dealing, and not by the 
means that you propose, of tempting the man to commit 
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a dishonest act, and being guilty of one myself." So 
saying, Mr. Jolliffe quitted the room, leaving George both 
astonished and in some measure alarmed, though he 
scarcely knew what he had to fear, unless it ·was that he 
had given offence by speaking so slightingly of Julian. 

Mr. Jolliffe, in passing up stairs, met Julian coming· 
down with a large packet in his hands. "Where are you 
going, my boy 1" he asked. "George is to take Mary and 
me for a walk till tea-time," he replied. "But what par
cel is that 1" " A desk, sir," replied Julian, "I should 
like, if you please, to give to Miss Maitland, because her 
godmamma disappointed her; it is a very pretty one, 
and I thought, being different to what is made in Eng
land, she might like to have it, and I ,vas taking it to 
Miss Vernon, to send it for me by one of the servants, 
with a letter she has written about it. I hope," he add
ed, his natural timidity and fear of displeasing returning, 
"I have not done wrong." " Quite the contrary," said 
Mr. Jolliffe, patting his head; "you have only shewn 
that you are a fine, warm-hearted, little fellow, and I wish 
very much that you and I could be better acquainted, for 
I notice that you scarcely ever speak when I am in the 
same room ,vith you. Now, I should like you to talk, 
and be as playful, and as much at ease with me, as you 
are ,vith any one else." " vVould you indeed, sir," ex-
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claimed Julian, his whole look and manner brightening 
up; "I am very, very glad of that." "To be sure I 
would," returned :Nrr. Jolliffe. "What made you think I 
should not?" " George Markham," said Julian, "has 
been kind enough to tell me what to do, whenever I have 
asked him, and, believing you woul<l like me best to be 
very quiet when I ·was with you, he told me so." "Per
haps he did not believe any such thing, but told you so 
'only in fun,' as he calls it." " 0 ! no: I am sure he 
would not do that," cried Julian, " for that would be tell
ing a falsehood." " Fo1· the future," said Mr. Jolliffe, 
" when you want to be told what is right, or what is 
wrong, ask me or Miss Vernon, instead of George Mark
ham. I suppose he knows your intention of giving the 
desk to Miss Maitland? I should like to hear what he 
said about it." 

Now, what that young gentleman had said about it was 
this: " he thought it great nonsense to make presents to 
rich people, and, if Julian didn't care about keeping the 
desk for himself, he had better give it to him!" The little 
boy, though so fearful of judging wrong in what might 
be pleasing to his new friends, with regard to manners, 
was never at a loss to determine for himself in actions 
directed by good feeling and right principle; he had, 
therefore, resolved to send the desk, in spite of what his 

Stlfu 
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selfish adviser had said to the contrary; but, generously 
averse to telling what he thought might make Mr. Jolliffe 
displeased with George, he remained silent, instead of an
swering. That gentleman, easily guessing what was pass
ing in his mind, forbore to nrge him, and after again as
suring him of his wish to see him cheerful and happy, 
said he would no longer detain him; so Julian took up 
his desk, which he had placed on the stair-head whilst 
talking, and then went clown to Miss Vernon, where he 
found Mary waiting, ready for the promised walk. Young 
Markham soon after coming to them, they set out to
gether. 

Mr. Jolliffe, <luring their absence, expressed to Miss 
V crnon the entire belief he now felt in all she had said to 
him of the character and conduct of the two boys. He 
then related to her the trial George had brought on him
self with regard to the dog, an<l spoke ,vith great appro
bation of Julian's so promptly parting with his desk on 
hearing of Matilda's disappointment. 

Meanwhile, the two children, under the guidance of 
their elder companion, went merrily on, for George was, 
as usual, in a frolicksome mood, believing he should soon 
be a good friends as ever with Mr. Jolliffe, and that he 
woul~ really try to get him that one particular dog,; and 
this he judged from the readiness he had always shewn 
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to oblige him on other occasions. They had set off with 

the intention of going to some meadows on the other 

side the village, hut George had already been there in the 
morning, and, .always thinking of his own enjoyment, in

stead of other people's, he turned off towards some hills 
about half a mile distant, on which was a very large 

wood. Mary and Julian were disappointed, but they 

gave up their wishes to his, as they had often done before. 
" 1l{ e must take care we don't lose ourselves," said 

Mary, as they entered beneath the shade of the thickly 
growing trees. " If we do," cried George, a sudden 
thought striking him: under the usual impression of its 

being 'only in fun,' "you and Julian will make as pretty 
a pair of ' Babes in the vV ood' as can be found anywhere." 

" We had better not go very far in," said Julian. "But 
if vrn don't," returned George, "we shall get none of the 
wild strawberries that grow amongst the fernj and I 
have come here on purpose to have a feast of them." 

After they had gone a little way farther, crossing from 
one path into another, and occasionally passing between 
the trees ,vhere there was no path at all, Mary became 
frightened, and begged George not to proceed. " '\V ell, 
then," said George, pointing to a stump covered with 
moss, "you can sit down here with Julian till I come 
back: I shan't be gone longj but some strawberries I 
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must and will have." " Never mind the strawberries," 

cried Maryj "let us go out of the wood at once." "But, 

perhaps, that is easier sai(l than done," replied George,, 

his first idea of pretending he did not know the way back,, 

coming to his aid; "we have been goiIJ.g in here and out 

there in such a zigzag way, that I don't feel at all sure 

of which path to take; but sit quietly down for a few 

minutes, and I will climb up one of the trees, and then I 

shall soon find out where we are." And, without waiting 

for another reply, he disappeared through the opening that 

admitted them to the little plot of grass on which they stood. 

" Those two pretty babes," said George, laughing to 

himself, " ,vill know, of course, that I can't get up and 

down a tree in a minute; however, I won't keep them 

long waiting for me. I will just find out where some 

strawberries grow, and then run back and fetch themj 

and, if that won't make up for such a slight fear of hav

ing been lost, they must be silly indeed; besides, they 

will be sure to guess that what I sai<;l about not finding 

my way was 'only in fun;' they must know that I can't 

be such a stupid as to lose m3 self in a wood I have been 

to so often, and at the beginning of it, too." George 

had just come to this conclusion, when he heard voices 

on the opposite side of the path he was in, and, looking 

through the trees an<l underwood that skirted it, he saw~ 
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at a short distance, three or four little boys stooping 
down gathering strawberries into a basket. Thinking 
it would be good fun to frighten them away, and so get 
what fruit might be left ungathered, he hid himself from 
their view, and then began to bellow like a bull. The 
noise coming so suddenly, and in such a lonely place, 
was more likely to deceive than it would have been in the 
open fields; the children started up, and, in their hurry 
upsetting the basket, hastened out of the wood as fast as 
they could go. Before be returned to Julian and Mary, 
George stayed to pick up a handful or two of the fruit 
that was dropped; he then went back to the spot where 
he had left them, but when he came there, he found they 
were gone. Having called several times without receiv
ing an answer, he supposed they had been tired of waiting, 
and, by going out the same way be had gone, had found, 
that, instead of being lost, they vrnre just near the broad 
path leading out of the wood. "And I dare say," said 
George to himself, "thinking it would be a good joke to 
frighten me in their turn, have gone home without me." 
But in this conjecture he was wholly mistaken; they had 
sat patiently where he had left them, till they heard the 
horrible noise he had thought proper to make. Julian 
knowing that there were wild and dangerous animals in 
the jungles of India, thought there might possibly be the 
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same in the woods of England, and, seizing the band of 
Mary, be broke away through the underwood into a path 
in a dirnction directly opposite to that which ,Yould haYe 
led them home. Without knowing whither they were go
ing, but only anxious to escape the supposed danger, 
they ran on for a considerable distance out of one path 
into another, till they were completely bewildered, and 
little :)fary obliged to stop for want of breath. They 
now began to reflect a little on what had so mucb alarm
ed them. "There are no such animals here," said Mary, 
in answer to Julian; "and I shouldn't wonder if it was 
only some rude boys playing together, or trying to fright
en one another." "I wish I had known that before," re
plied Julian, " for, now that we have run away in such a 
hurry and fright, I am afraid we shall not find our way 
back again . I am so sorry, dear Mary, on your account." 
" It was more my fault than yours," returned the good
natured child; " you were, of course, too much frightened 
to think or ask questions at the moment, but I ought to 
haYe known better." Let us stay where vi'e are for a lit
tle while," said Julian; " George will, of course, look for 
us, and the farther ,ye go, the longer he will be in finding 
us." ll[ary agreed, and they pa sed the time in listening 
and calling as loud as they were able, in hopes of being 
heard; and so at last they were. 
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George, meanwhile, believing he should find them at 

home, went on at his leisure, eating the strawberries the 

terrified children had dropped. He had not, however, 

left the wood many minutes before he almost stumbled 

against· Tom Hobbs, who was hurrying up the hill in the 

same narrow path. ""Why don't you look before you i" 

cried George, angrily. Tom Hobbs might just as rea

sonably have asked him the same question, but he did 

not, for he had another in his mind of more consequence. 

" I have just met my little brother, and t,vo or three 

other children," he said, " who had gone to the wood to 

pick strawberries for Madam Maitland, but some fellow 

there has been bellowing like a bull, and they have run 

home frightened, leaving all they had picked behind them. 

Perhaps, sir, you saw or heard him i'' " I certainly 

heard him," replied George, " though I can't say that I 

saw him; but perhaps you may, if you look sharp, and 

go a good way in." '' I mean to do so," returned Tom 

Hobbs. "What fun!" thought George, as he passed on, 

-"a capital joke, indeed! Wouldn't Bob enjoy it?-to 

send that great looby all through the woods looking for 

what is not to be found." 
But Master George's fun was drawing to a close. On 

,reaching home, he learnt that Mary and Julian had not 

returned, and, being obliged to tell he had taken them 
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to the wood, instead of the village, and had left them 
though only for a few minutes (as he said) by themselves, 
he received a severe reprimand from his uncle, who had 
been informed by :Mr. Jolliffe, in his absence, of his disre
gard of truth, and the disgraceful and dangerous career 
he was running. 

1\Ir. Ingram, with his friend and two or three servants, 
now set out in search of the two children, taking George 
for their guide; but they had scarcely reached the bottom 
of the hill, when they saw Tom Hobbs leading Mary, and 
followed liy Julian, coming down towards them. Anx
ious to get J\Irs. Maitland the strawberries she had or
dered, he had gone farther into the wood than he would 
otherwise have done, for he had soon found out who it 
was that had fTightened his brother and the other little 
boys. Just on the spot where they had described the 
sound to come from, he had pieked up a pocket handker
chief having the name marked in full length in the cor
ner. After he had told the two gentlemen why he had gone 
to the wood, and how he had been guided by the chil
dren's voices, till he had come up with them, he turned to 
George and said, " I think, sir, this is your handkerchief; 
but I suppose, if you had known where you lost it, you 
wouldn't have tried to send me on the fool's errand that 
you did; it's pretty plain now who the bull is." "What is 
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the meaning of this?" inquired Mr. Ingram. Upon 
which Tom Hobbs spoke again, and having heard from 
Mary and Julian the cause of their losing themselves, that 
story was told, too, as well as the one of frightening the 
little strawberry-pickers, and the loss they had met with 
in dropping their fruit. 

George was now fairly caught, and that, too, in traps 
laid by himself, and, having nothing better to say, he ven
tured on the old excuse of its being "only in fun;" but it 
would not do, and his uncle told him so, in a manner not 
to be mistaken. 
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CHAPTER IV . 

NEXT day, the whole story, ,,rith that of the gate, and 
one or two others in which young Markham was con
cerned, became known throughout the neighbourhood; 
in consequence of which, Farmer Hedges called on Mr. 
Ingram, to tell him that the cart horse he had lost, when 
Soft Johnny bad left the gate open, had strayed to a place 
six miles off, and there been pounded; so that, reckoning 
what he had to pay, and his loss of time, he was not less 
than five-and-twenty shillings out of pocket; and, as 
Dame Hobhs had been satisfied for the damage done her 
garden; he hoped the young gentleman would be made 
to do something for him. 

Here, then, was a new complaint for Mr. Ingram to 
hear, and a new lesson for Master George to receive; for, 
though his uncle did not ask him for the money, but paid 
it himself, he gave him a lecture on his conduct that 
made him begin to wish he was anywhere but where he 
was; for he was still a great deal more vexed at being 
found out, than he was sorry for any mischief his pranks 
had occasioned. 

H 
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He soon after went clown to the village to buy something 
he wanted. When he got there, he foun<l he was stare<l 
at and noticed by everybody, though not in a manner at all 
flattering, and more than once heard observations made 
on him that were anything lmt agreeable. Passing by a 
cottage that stood a little way back, in the thick of the 
place, there came out an exceedingly big woman, with an 
a.ngry countenance, who, seizing him by his two shoul
<lers, gave him a shaking such as he ha<l never ha<l or 
expected to have iu the whole course of his life. "So," 
said she, " you are the young gentleman, as you call 
yourself, who got my Johnny the thumping he had for 
nothing from Tom Hobbs. I'll soon let you know what 
it is to play your monkey tricks upon him, that I will, 
because folks say he is silly; but, even if he was, he'd be 
a great <leal wiser than you are, for there's nothing in the 
whole world half so foolish as wickedness." George, with 
some difficulty, tore himself away from her grasp, for he 
seemed a mere infant in her han<ls, an<l "\\ould have gone 
quietly home, but a group of boys had collected around, 
who were by no means disposed to let him do so; for the 
little strawberry gatherers were amongst them, and the 
bigger ones, taking up their cause, followed him \vith 
taunts and laughter, for they had been greatly diverted by 
the punishment he had received from Johnny's mother. 
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George entered his uncle's house in a very sullen lm
mour, more disgusted with the village in a ferment than 
he had been when he thought it merely stupid. The first 
person he saw ·was Brown, standing in the hall, ·with the 
N ewf oundlnnd dog by his side; on the collar was tied a 
card of direction. George Lad no doubt but that his 
name was upon it. "Well, here's something, at least, to 
make up for all I've gone through," said he, to himself. 
"I'm not going to stay here to be hooted by a parcel of 
rabble, that don't know v1rhat 'fun' is; you and I, old boy, 
will be off to Greenwich in no time, see if we aint;" and 
he stooped down to pa.t the dog's head, and, in so doing, 
read on the card, "From :Mr. Jolliffe, for ]\faster Julian 
Selby." "You seem surprised, sir," said the man; "and 
,vell you mn,y be, for I suppose you know the gentleman 
ordered. me to buy him for you, though he changed his 
mind afterwards; but don't be downcast: perhaps he 
means to give you a, hetter one." And there wa a grin 
on his countenance, as he spoke, that mortified George, 
di. appointed as he was, more than anything he ha.cl yet 
met with. 

\Vhat Brown had said was not owing to a:aything 1'Ir. 
Jolliffe had told him, but what George had himself expre s
ed when be saYI' the dog on the morning before; for he had 
then stated, tlrnt, if he could get off the first bargain, he 

H2 
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thought he could bring him a customer who would give 

him a higher price. On Mr. Jolliffe directing the card 

to Julian instead of George, Brown, being a sharp-witted 

fellow, guessed neai-er the truth than he would otherwise 
have done. 

George now went up stairs, intending to spend the 

Test of the day in his own chamber, packing up his clothe~ 

meaning to :return home on the morrow to old Betty an<l 

Bob; but, on reaching the drawing-room, the door was 
opened by bis uncle, who was there with Mr. J olli:ffe, and 
he was desired to come in. The cards of invitation from 

lVIrs. Maitland were lying on the table. " I am sorry, 

George," said Mr. Ingram, "on unelosing the packet 
containing these cards, to find there is not one amongst 

them intended for you, though even Julian and little Mary 

have been favoured ,vith a separate one; and I am still 
more sorry to think, from what I have learnt of your 
conduct within the last two days, that you must be fully 

aware of the reason for leaving you out of the invita

tion." 
George perceived that he was again discovered, but by 

what means he was puzzled to guess. His uncle soon 
explained the riddle, by telling him what Lizzy Maitlantl 

had seen and heard through the parlour window. " I am 
willing," he continued, "to make what excuse I can for 
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your disgraceful and ungentlemanly conduct, in the cir
cumstance of your having been left so much to your own. 
guidance and that of your father's servants, two persons 
wholly unfit to have the care of you. I shall, therefore, 
as Captain Markham has just sailed on a long voya,ge, 
act as I am sure he would approve of, if he were here to 
be consulted. Your education has been too long ne
glected, both morally and otherwise. I mea.n, therefore, 
to place you, during his absence at least, and at my own. 
expense, ·with a clergyman who lives about ten miles from 
here, and who, taking but four pupils, "rill have more 
time to attend to your conduct as well as instruction, 
than the master of a large school ,vould. You will there 
have the advantage of companions who will set you a 
good ex.ample, instead of being, perhaps, with boys of as 
bad and as dangerous habits as those I now trust you 
will lay asi<le." 

l\Ir. Jolliffe then spoke to him kindly, though seriously, 
pointing out the nece ·sity of the step his uncle was about 
to take for his future good. And happy would it Lave 
been for him, if what they both saiJ had made a better 
impres ion on his mind; but George, instead of taking 
pains to find out the truth, which he might have done by 
asking a few questions, chose to think his uncle meant to 
shut him up with what he called a "lot of stupid ," and 
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that there must be an end in such a place to all liberty 
and enjoyment. 

He made no reply, but in a moment determined what 
he would do, and that was ( as there was now no chance 
of being allowed to return to Greenwich) to run away; 
though where he was to run to he eould not exactly tell. 
Vlhen he went up to bed, which he did early, he had more 
time to think of where he should go, for he was still re
solved to trust to his own guidance, instead of that of his 
uncle and Mr. Jolliffe; and, recoHecting the address of 
one of his father's friends, an old sea captain, who lived 
in a small town on the coast of Sussex, and who was un~ 
known to Mr. Ingram, he detennine<:1 on going there, 
hoping to persuade him, from the account he meant to 
give, to let him stay at his house till the search for him 
was over. 

In pursuance of this plan he Trns up by daybreak, and, 
only taking a change of linen and ·what money he had 
left, stole out of the house and was some miles on his 
foolish journey long before he was missed. ·when he 
was, Mr. Ingram immediately prepared and set off for 
London, and thence to Greenwi.ch, having no doubt but 
he had gone thither. This· George had expected and 
guarded against, so he w_ent on his ·way without fear of 
being overtaken, and by sometimes getting a chance ride 

till ne 

hlsjm 

appoii 

frieni 
toure 

Wnere. 

S(mctl 

aiiistai 

lookin! 

C'fllrse 

ll!gn!, I 

ter, l 
piritl~ 

,t~~ I ,, 
in hor~ 
on tlus 

linuaj I 

anr one. 

Ren, 

the clit 
l~anu 
lriningi 

or Wnat I 
he oub~t 
ne,·er en 



IT WAS ONLY IN FUN. 117 

till he reached one of the railways, arrived at the end of 

his journey sooner than he had calculated. But here a dis

appointment awaited him: Captain Hardy, his father's 

frien<l, bad left the place more than a year ago, an<l gone 

to live with a married d,mghter in London, nobody knew 

where. So here was George in a strange place, with 

scarcely any money, and no one of whom he could ask 

assistance. Hungry and tired, he went into a common

looking alehouse near the beach, where he got some 

coarse food for bis supper, and a still coarser bed for the 

night, not having the means of paying for anything bet

ter. He ro e early in the morning, unrefreshed and 

spiritless; taking hi.s bundle in his hand he went down 

stairs, paid his bill, and then strolled out upon the sands 

in hopes the sea air would cure bis headache. The coast 

on this part of Sussex is very lonely, and George con

tinued to walk on for above an hour without meeting 

any one. 
He now came to a small bay, or rather inlet, amongst 

the cliffs which here ,vere hio·h and crao·o·v ). still spirit-
' 0 vOJ 

less and tired, he sat down on a fragment of rock, and 

leaning his hea<l back again -t another, began to think 

of what he had best do; but as the idea of the only thing 

he ought to do, which was to write or return to his uncle, 

neYer entered his mind as being the be t, he could come 
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to no determination, and at last, wearied with useless 
thinking and want of rest in the night, he closed his 
eyes and fell fast asleep. When he awoke the tide had 
risen so high that he could neither go forward nor return 
by the way he had come. He was not willing to remain 
till it turned, so he set about climbing up the cliff to the 
open country above. When he had got half way he 
stopped to rest, and, looking where next he should put 
his foot, touched a stone that was loose; moving it 
asi<le, he was surprised to see, by the light of a candle 
that was burning at a great depth under it, a large 
cave, in which \Yas a number of casks, or tubs, as they 
are called by the smugglers; presently he saw a boy, 
and that accounted for the candle, the pla.ce being other
wise too dark to work in, and he ·was busy heaping 
sand upon the already nearly hidden property. " What 
luck!" thought George, brightening up; "this is a smug
glers' hiding-place. When I get back to the town, I'll 
just let the magistrate know it, and I shall get money 
enough to keep me for a long while to come." But 
George, as usual, was making himself too sure. On look
ing round towards the sea, he saw a man just landed 
from a boat, in which a lad was left to take care of it, 
and, in the distance, a small vessel at anchor, he bad not 
before noticed. The man, when near enough to be heard, 
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civilly begged him to come down, telling him it would 
be dangerous to go farther up, and that, seeing him there 
as he was passing by in his boat, he had come to save 
him from breaking his neck, and was willing to row him 
·wherever he wanted to go. 

Young Markham was completely deceived by this 
show of respect and kindness, and came down directly. 
"You seemed, sir," said the man, "to be looking at 
something very hard up there, for you never heard me 
coming along. Is there anything very curious grows 
there 1" 

George, being so much in want of a friend, thought 
it would be a good thing to make one of this person, 
by telling him of what he had really seen, aud what he 
meant to do in consequence; for though, in that case, 
he must share the money with him, yet, knowing bet
ter than he did how to set about the business, they 
might, perhaps, get more. He therefore, in a whisper, 
lest the lad in the cave should hear, told him all about it. 
His new friend then asked him some questions regarding 
himself, but in a manner so respectful and kind th~it 
George stated exactly how he was situated, only with
holding his and his uncle's names. The man listened 
with more satisfaction to this part of the communication 
than he had done to the other, for it proved to him that 
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George was entirely in bis power, instead of he Leing in 
George's. 

"The secret of the cave is safe this bout, at any rate," 
he said to himself, as he followed him into the boat and 
rowed towards the anchored vessel, which, as may easily 
be guessed, was no other than the smugglers'. "This 
young runaway by his folly has put it out of the power 
of his friends to find him here, even if they think him 
worth looking after. We will just go on board that 
craft," he auded aloud, "and get a bit of something to 
eat, and then, sir, we '11 be off to the town in less than no 
time." 

This proposal was very agreeable to George, who, hav
ing bad only a biscuit for breakfast, was beginning to 
feel hungry, and a good meal at somebody else's expense 
was just what .he ·wished for; so, in high good humour 
with himself, thinking he bad begun bis new career in a 
very clever manner, he sprung up the side, and stood on 
the deck of the vessel be would of all others, had he 
known the truth, have most wished to avoid. 

"So you thought to make money of us, did you i" said 
the man who had tricked and brought him there, speak
ing in a tone not quite so respectful as that be had hi
therto used. "Now if you had wanted to betray us from an 
honest motive, such as serving her Majesty, I shouldn't 
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think so bad of you; but that, you know, you clidn 't; so, 
as I don't believe you are fit to be trusted, we must keep 
you snug till the cargo's djsposed of, and we can find a 
ne,v hiding-place; though I don't think, after this les
son, you ,vill want to come in our way again." He then 
turned roun<l to the wondering crew and told them the 
whole story, for they were looking as much astonished as 
George did. 

" ·what FUN ! " exclaimed. one of the listeners. 
Poor George! he never thought to hear his favourite 

word sound so hatefully as it then did, followed up, too, as 
it was, by a boisterous laugh from all present. He knew it 
would be of no use to complain; aJ:!d, having no offer of 
reward or threat of punishment to make, that they would 
at all care about, in the friendless condition he had chosen 
to place himself, he tried to awe them by a dignified look, 
which they treated as a sullen one, and laughed the more. 
However, as they only wanted to keep hjm out of the way 
of informing against them, they neither meant to ill-treat 
or starve him, so he was taken down into the cabin, and 
shared at meal times with the rest. 

Soon as the tide had turned, they had set sail for the 
opposibc coast, where, after a short voyage, they arrived 
at an obscure fishing town. Here George found him~elf 
in a worse condition than in the place he had been taken 
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from, for he was now across the sea in a foreign country, 
without any knowledge of the language, and he began to 
have a pretty correct idea of what running away was, 
without any certainty of where to mn to. He soon felt 
the distress of his situation so keenly that he bitterly re
pented the step he had taken in leaving Hampshire; for 
how was he to get back to England 1 Those who had 
brought him would not let him go with them, nor indeed 
with any one else, if they could help it; he had only a 
few shillings left, and if willing to beg his way to some 
sea-port, knew not what to say, or how to find it; and 
when there, if he should ever reach one, he might not 
find a vessel for Engl.and; or if he did, his story might be 
disbelieved, and, having no money to pay his passage, he 
would perhaps be still left to take care of himself. 

Meanwhile the smugglers, anxious to keep him out of 
their way for some months to come, spoke to a French 
captain ·with whom they did business, and who wanted 
an English boy to sail with him to the West Indies. This 
gentleman's vessel was expected round to call for him at 
the town they were then at, in a few days, and the offer 
of the berth was made to George. 

It was a roundabout way of getting home, but he could 
think of no better, so he accepted it, further induced to 
do so by finding th~it the merchantman, for such it was, 
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traded to the same island as his father did: and he hoped 
that he might possibly meet ,vith him there. 

During this voyage he had to bear with a great deal 
of rough treatment, as well as insult and tricks, from 
those who understood the ways of a ship better than he 
did, and was quite as fond of what is called 'FuN' as 
ever he was himself j but he being now the one played 
upon, the sport appeared to him in a very different light 
to what it had done before. 

The thought of all his troubles having been occasioned 
by his misconduct, added greatly to his suffering, and 
this conviction tended more than anything else to reform 
his character. Had he not been so self-willed as he had 
hitherto been, he might have ga.ined all the knowledge 
he was now acquiring, in a happy home, instead of where 
he was, for such he would have found the clergyman's 
house, to which be was to have been sent; but he had 
chosen a school of his own, and that was the Great School 
of the World ! and very dear and hard he found the les
sons it taught him. 

On landing in the Island of Jamaica, he heard that 
his father's ship had not yet arrived, though it was ex
pected; so he resolved to stay there till it came, doing 
the best he could to maintain himself in the meantime j 
and a great many shifts and difficulties be had to meet 
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with in order to provide even the commonest food and 
lodging. When Captain Markham did come, his sur
prise at finding his son there was beyond all power of 
description, though he had received a letter at another 
port, telling him of bis having left his uncle's house, and 
that he had been sought for in vain. George was now so 
altered a character, that he readily owned the truth of all 
that was brought against him, and made no attempt to 
excuse ,himself; he then gave a faithful rebtion of what 
had since befallen him; and bis father, feeling that he 
too was to blame for the over indulgence that had left 
the boy so much to his own guidance, was very mild in 
his reproof. 

The first thing George did on his return home was to 
write a penitent letter to his uncle, and another to Mr. 
Jolliffe, stating his sincere desire to do whatever they 

. and his father thought best for him. So be was again 
taken into favour, and passed two or three years with 
Julian, (now grovnng a fine healthy boy,) under the care 
of the gentleman to avoid whom he had so needlessly 
run away. In this new home he found no want of either 
amusement or mirth, having at last learnt the truth of 
what had been told him so long before, that "merry and 
wise" should go together. 

And no,v, on taking leave of my young friends, let me 

lil.\ 
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hope, that, in reading this little story of George Mark
ham, they will not, in seeking for amusement, pass over 
without attention those parts designed to convey useful 
instruction : nor forget that more serious mischief than 
that related in this tale, has often happened from what 
was meant at first--

"ONLY I~ FuN." 

THE END. 

LOXDOX: 

\V, )l'DOWALL, PRIXTER, LITTLE QCEEX STREET, 

LIXCOLl\'S INN FIELDS. 
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