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INTRODUCTION. 
' 

IN presenting these little tales to the juvenile 
public, it is perhaps desirable that a few words 
should be offered to their parents anq.. guardians: 
a mother, with a 'nu1nerous family of children, 
whose "ulti1na thule" of delight is "a story fron1 
mamma, '' is a circumstance too often met with 
in prefaces to books, as well as in real life, for it 
to be dwelled on here,- with a probability of its 
exciting anx interest. The author will there­
fore merely observe, that she has selected a few 
of the Tales which, during the recital, had­
light~d up the happy countenances of her child­
ren; and which she hoped would instruct the 
understanding, while they interested the imagi­
nation, and warmed the heart. These stories 
having been committed to writing, obtained the 
approval of friends, whose judgment the author 
respected; and ,vho advised her to add them to 
the " Thousand and one Tales" already before 



.. 

IV 

the joyous " Tide of Children,'' now flowing in 
from school to their own happy " Fire-sides." 

Such was the origin of this little volume: 
and if, in perusing it, her young readers be 
enticed, and pleasantly led on to feel and ad-
1mire tlze wonders cif creation-to shun tlzefasci­
nation of frivolity and dissipation-to pity the 
situation, while they conde1nn the actions qf a 
brave and hardy set of 1nen, who, under other 
and less te1npting cfrcu1nstances, 1night be a 
blessing., instead of a bane to their country,­
to look with abhorrence on tlte influence and 
wretched consequences qf superstition,-and to 
be sensible cif the sad results ef disobedience,­
if, in a word, the youthful 1n ind be excited to 
reflection, to the love of truth and sincerity, 
and to the cultivation of kind and benevolent , 

feelings, the author will not have taxed her iina-
gination, nor have written in vain; she will not 
have "sown the wind}lor reaped the whirlwind." · 

.IJT 
December 15th, 18~7. 
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'l'HE 

CHILDREN'S FIRE-SIDE·. 

TALE THE FIRST. 

THE SMUGGLERS; 

OR THE IMPORTANCE OF BEI G ABLE TO KEEP 

A SECRET. 

lYIR. BEN JET was a respectable and industrious 
tradesman, who bad acquired, by long attention to 
business, a sufficir.ut property to enable himself and 
his wife to live comfo~tably, and even genteelly, without 
any farther necessity for exertion jn his trade; it was 
that of a grocer, and was situated in one of the narrow 
lanes near Holborn. The confinement to the shop for 
so many years, had rather injured his health, and he at 
last consented to sell his business, and leave London 
entirely.-Mrs. Bennet had lived much by the. sea, be­
fore she was married, and she longed to retire to the 
neighbourhood that had affm·ded hers~ much pleasure, 
and the recollection of which had haunted her like a 
happy cheam, through th_e long fifteen years that she 
had passed in Fetter Lane. 

n 
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2 THE CHILDREN'S FIRE-SIDE. 

The worthy couple had two chilchen, a boy named 

Robert, now twelve years old, ~nd a gid called Fanny, 

who was a year younger. They were both at school 

near Gravesend, and their parents decided to call and 

see them on their way to Margate, where they resolved 

to remain for a fe~ weeks, in order to search for a resi­

dence on the Kent coast. This they did, and found a 

pretty and convenient house on Castle Terrace, at 

Uppei· Deal, which they bought furnished; and having 

removed to it, they sent for their child.Ten home, some 

weeks afterwards, for the summer holyclays. , 

Deal was chosen for its beautiful and ever bustling 

sea view; no vessel from the south could enter the 

River Thames without passing through the narrow 

channel that separates England from France ; and in 

fine weather the coast of our French neighbours is dis­

tinctly seen from Deal. The heights near Dover, and 

. the town and port of Ramsgate, are beautiful objects 

also ; while the daring and busy fishing boats, and the 

noble beach, are constant sources of varying amuse­

ment which required no exertion to be enjoyed; this 

to Mr B., who bad been shut in from all active 

i-ecreation behind his counter for so many years, was 

a desirable circumstance ; for he had had few opportu­

nities of cultivating a taste for reading, and would 

have found his time hang heavily in the retirement of 

a less bustling place. 
Although Mr Bennet was not a literary man, that is, 

fond of books, he was upright and benevolent, and had 

a large share of good sense, as it is called, which he 

used for the benefit of those who belonged to him. 
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THE SMUGGLERS . 3 

He was very anxious that his son should become an 
honest man. Mr B. once heard that Pope has written 
in one of his poems, "An honest man's the noblest 
work of God;" and he admired the assertion so much, 
that be had been known to say, "If ever I read a book 
of poetry, it shall be the one in which that line is to be 
found; 'tis as good as prose, and is not unworthy to be 
written in the bible."- That Robert might be just and 
upright, in fact a tradesman of integrity, was his earnest 
wish; and judging from all he saw of his son, his wish 
was he thought likely to be gratified. One fault the 
youth possessed, however, which his father's' good sense' 
told him, would for ever prevent him from becoming 

, a great or good character, unless it could 1e overcome; 
and that was a want of steadiness, or ratherjirmness­
a lack of resolution to keep any secret that might be 
intrusted to him. Mr Bennet re·solved to cure his son 
of this sad fault if possible, . and he soon had occasion 
to begin his intended plan. 

One day they st1.-olled down to the beach together, 
to see the fishing boats come tumbling in through the 
sparkling stuf, which a fresh breeze from the N. E. 
had teazed into a pretty rage; white fleecy clouds 
scudded over the clear blue sky, and mottled the trou­
bled waters with their shadows. The sun shone warm 
and bright; the heavy-winged sea gull flapped over 
their beads; now aloft, now skimming near the surface 
of the water; now hovering over the curled tops of the 
loud breakers, his keen eye watching the destined fish 
beneath; his long powerful wings bent by the strain 
of the wind into a double bow; the gaily painted 

B2 



4 THE CHILDREN'S FIRE-SIDE. , 

})leasure boats were scudding in different directions; 
their swelling sails catching the lights and ~hadows of 
the sun and clouds : the stately vessels in the offing 
with all their canvass crowded, steadily moving on ,._ 
towards other climes and other seas.-" Father," ·said 
Robert," what a famous ·day this would be to go out 
a fishing in a pleasure boat; James Grange says his 
father often goes with a party; might not '!-°ego?"-
" I was that moment thinking of the scheme, my dea1· 
boy," replied his father, "and had determined to take 
you all to-morrow, if Mr Grange and his family can go 
with us; and of course if the weather should continue 
so favourable, but I do not wish you to mention to any 
one that we are likely to go to-m01Tow; for if we should 
be -- but I need not give you any reason, it is suf­
ficient for you to know that I have a reason; but look 
what a fine haul of fish Tom Marling has in his boat! 
let us go and buy some for dinner."-They walked on 
a few yards to the strong built fishing vessel which 
had just dashed through the noble breakers in fine , 
style, and now lay on her side, dripping and looking as 
if she were resting after her ex.ertions among the 
unruly waves. Tom Marling was an industrious, civil, 
and sober fisherman, whom Mr, and Mrs Bennet had 
known from the time they first came to Deal ; and as 
he had a large family and a sick wife, they had been 
kind to him and assisted him on several occasions : 
they gave him the preference also when they wanted 
fish, always buying it of him. " Well, Tom, have you 
had good luck to-day ?" said Mr B.-" Why, yes, sir, 
we had a goodish haul at the back of the Goodwin ; 

In 

rrn 

gl 

n 

to 

Ill 

co 

tn 

an 

lo 

~ 
l' 

Yo 

off 
' I l 

• lnr 



THE SMUGGLERS . 5 

the wind shifted this morning at day-break, and fresh­

ened to a stiffish breeze, or we should not have been 

home again in time for you to have this fine pair of 

soles for your dinner;" added he, smiling and hand­

ing; up a pair to one of his little boys, who was scram­

bling up the lower side of the boat. "Here, J em, take 

these to the gentleman, they are the best I have 

1 • catchect." Mr Bennet approved of them, bought and 

sent them to Castle Terrace by the ragged little mes­

senger. After some fart~er conversation with Tom, 

they returned home; Fanny met them at the door, the 

very picture of happiness. "Oh, my dear Robert, how 

glad I am you are come ! do you know the carpenter 

has been here since you went out, and has put p the 

swing that mamma ordered last week, between the two 

walnut trees in the garden ; and I have so wanted you 

to come back to give 1ne a good swing!"-" Oh, to be 

sure, I'll set yo~1 off in fine sty le ; but you must learn 

to swing yourself.,,_<, Well, so I will, if you'll teach 

me; I cannot learn without being told how, you know," 

continued she, as she scampered after her brother down 

the long walk of the garden. She was soon seated, 

and swung till she was ashamed to keep him any 

longer. "Thank you, dear Robert, now stop me, an<} 

give me a little lesson in swinging myself; and then 

I'll try and make you fly as high as I have been."­

" Jo, Fan, I like to manage for myself; but I'll give 

you your lesson as you call it : look here-now I am 

off, watch how I shall rise; when I want to go forward 

I lean back, and shoot out my leg·s and feet, which 

throws the greater weight behind the seat and force 



6 THE CHILDREN'S FIRE-SIDE. 

it onwards; when I am up, and want to go back 
again, I lean forward, and tuck my feet and legs ·quite 
under me."-" Oh how easily you seem to rise!" said 
Fanny.-"Yes; but it is awkward at first, for you will 
feel as if you ought to do just the contl:ary; you shall 
try for yotITself in a few minutes." He was now up 
to an enviable height, and poor Fanny sighed as she 
thought how impossible it seemed for her to attain 
such an elevation. Robert told her that he saw all 
over the other trees in their own and their neighbours' 
gardens; " and I can see the sea too," added he; "Oh, 
how I wish you had been on the beach this morning 
with my father and me! Did you and my mother 
bathe before breakf~st to-clay?"-" .Yes; but I do not 
like it half so well as afterwards."-" Well, you could 
not bathe now if you would, for it is high water, and 
the waves do come tumbling in at such a rate ! It is 
not rough either, for there are several pleasure boats 
sailing abou,t: oh, how I 8hould like a sail !"-" Perhaps 
papa will let us all go some day," said Fanny.­
" Perhaps he will," replied Robert with a suppressed 
smile, at the thought of the pleasant news he could tell 
his sister if he chose. "Mamma has given me leave to 
go and pick up curiosities to-morrow; and I dare say 
this rough wind will bring up lots of shells, and weeds, 
and beautiful things."-" I don't think you'll go 
to-morrow," replied Robert.-" La, why?"-" Oh, 
because--! don't think you will."-" But why ? 
how silly of you only to say you ' don't think.' "­
" Well, I do not think you will, but I shan't tell you 
why," added he, swinging higher than ever.-" Then 
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you are very ill-natured, and I did not expect-so as 

I longed for the holydays on purpose to be with you­

I did not think you would have been cross and spiteful 

to me; I tell you, every thing that I think will give 

you pleasuTe, and you won't tell me such a little trifle 

as this : but I believe you have nothing to tell," added 

she, losing her rqtlier gentle tone, and bursting out 

in to a flame that looked very like a passion ; " Indeed 

I don't care if you have, for I am sure if you had, you 

would have told it me long ago, for papa says you can 

never keep a secret; and so as you choose to be cross 

to me, I shall go;" and she turned to leave him. He 

was vexed in his turn at the unkindness of her ex­

pressions, and instead of being put more on his guard 

by .her unexpected mention of his great fault, he 

resolved to tell the secret, rather than let his sister sup­

pose he had not one to tell. "Fanny! Fanny!" 

shouted he, as she continued to walk away, though 

with a slackened pace, when she heard him call 

her; "If you'll come back, I'll show you that you are 

an ill-tempered passionate girl; for I have ·a secret 

that you'd be glad enough to hear." Fanny turned, 

less anxious, certainly, to have the former part of her 

brother's speech proved, than she was eager to get 

the secret, and thereby obtain another proof of his 

want of secrecy, to taunt him with at some future time. 

And this disgraceful little malice, which showed itself 

(though rarely) when she was irritated, was Fanny's 

worst fault. Robert's proceeded, in a great degree, 

from too much good nature ; his sister's, evidently 

from being too ill-natured, or" cattish," as it has been 
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called. Robert let himself "die"* as she came towards 
him ; his little vexation was over, and he only remem­
bered that he could gratify her, and do no harm to any 
body by telling her his secret. " Let me see you 
smile," said he, peeping into her half sullen averted 
face, and setting her an example of good h~1mour, " or 
you shall not know it!" She could not hold out against 
this kindness, but flung her arms round his neck and 
;kissed him, as he said Tapidly, "We are all going out 
to fish in a pleasure boat to-rnorrow, and that was what 
I meant when I_ said I did not think you would go to 
hunt for curiosities."-" Dear, good Robert ! what a 
brute I have been to you ! will you forgive me ?" -and 
all thought of taunting -him at some future time, 
vanished, as she felt to hate herself for her spiteful 
intention. They were now the best friends on earth, 
and planned their intended excursion quite to their 
satisfaction. They were called into the ·house to dinner, 
and Robert had forgotten to beg Fanny would not tell 
any one his secret ; but though he thought of it during 
dinner, it gave him no uneasiness, for, he considered, 
" she has only my mother to talk to, and of course she 
will not begin the subject to her." The children were 
separated during the afternoon, and the caution was 
forgotten. Some time after tea, Fanny suddenly recol­
lected that her favourite nankeen pelisse had a green 
stain on it in front, where she had fallen down while 
scrambli_ng ~fter a weed which she called_ wild migno-

* That is, he ceased to exert himself, but sat still; and of course the 
swing soon stopped moving. 
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THE Sl\IUGG LERS . 9 

nette, near the edge of a low cliff, and she went to 

Susan to ask her to wash it out for her. "Do you 

want it particularly to-night, miss?" said the girl-" I 

shall want it for to-morrow," replied Fanny.-" Lauk, 

miss Fanny, I don't think you will; it will be very hot, 

I'm sure, to-morrow; the wind fell so at sun-set, and 

it looks so white over sea, you'll be melted in that hot 

pelisse if you walk in it; I always think new nankeen 

is as hot as cloth : you'd better wear your pretty new 

silk spencer," added she, eager to avoid the little extra 

'job,' as she was just seated at her own needlework. 

-" Susan, it must be done ; and if you won't do it, I 

must wash it myse~f : I shall spoil my blue silk spencer 

on the water, and my nankeen pelisse will not be too 

hot there, if the day is ever so warm."- " Oh, I did 

not know that you were going on the water, Miss 

Fanny, or I would not have said a word against washing 

it; I'll do it directly: only think of your going in a 

boat! what you have wished for ever since you have 

been at home!"- " Oh, but I am not certain that ,ve arc 

going," said Fanny, now remembering Robert's secret; 

" so say nothing about it.''- " Oh, no, to be stue, miss; 

I won't so much as say a single word to any living 

soul :" and Fanny left the kitchen. 

"And so, they're all going out, and most likely for 

the whole day," thought Susan, " what a good oppor­

tunity it will be for me to run over to Walmer to see 

mother !-Lod ! and I'll go too! only I must just trim 

up my bonnet a bit. "-Down went the cap she wa 

making, and away she ran out into the yard, with a 

ball of cotton after her, first popping about the floor, 

B3 



10 THE CHILDREN'S FIRE-SIDE. 

then hunying out at her heels ; and two yards of ·­
" bordering" fluttering from her apron, like the streamer 
of a boat. 

"Bill !-here Bill!" said she to the footboy, who was 
whistling, and cleaning his master's boots;." Bill, I 
want to run out to the shop; while they're at supper 
to-night, will you answer the bell for me?"-" .Mayhap 
I may, and mayhap I mayn't; it all rests with you."­
" How do you mean?"-" Why, if you tell me what 
you want to buy at the shop, I'll go in and wait upon 
'em for you; and if you won't tell me, why, I shan't, 
that's all."-" Well then, you curious creature, I only 
want to buy myself a yard and three quarters (I dare 
say that will be enough," said she to herself) " of 
figured pink satin ribbon for my _bonnet, that's all."­
" My stars! and what are you in such a huny to be 
so fine for?"-" La ! what signifies it to you?" replied 
Susan: " but," thought she, ." I may -as well tell him 
at once, or he'll keep me here catechising till midnight; 
he's such a queer tempered fellow; besides, though 
Miss Fanny did desire me not to tell, I shan't mind 
his knowing it, for in a few hotus every body must 
hear of it.-W ell then, if you must know, they 're all 
going out a fishing· in a pleasure boat to-morrow; and 
I want to go home and see mothe1·; for J em Sykes will 
be there, and so-now you know the whole-oh, but 
you mustn't tell any one about thB water party: I need 
not bid you not though; for you'll have only th~ boots 
to talk to, when I am gone;" added she, laughing, 
and scuttering back into the kitchen to wash the pe­
lisse. 
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" Oh, oh! going on the water !-I wonder if they've 

engaged a boat ?-it will be no harm to put Sam Gun­

nel in the way of getting the jcb; and then he shall 

give me something for my good nature, if master should 

choose his boat. I'll 1·un down to the beach this 

minute and tell him : there will be plenty of time 

before supper." 
Sam was sitting on a granite post, which was used 

to lash vessels to, singing a melancholy sea ditty, and 

very industriously mending his sail : the heavy crunch­

ing of William's shoes in the deep shingle made him 

look up.-" Ah, Bill ! what wind blew you, here?"­

" I've run fit to break my neck to tell you that master 

is going out a fishing to-morrow, and if you make haste 
' and apply, mayhap you may get the job. Good night; 

I can't stay a minute, I shall be wanted. But I say," 

added he, looking back as he toiled again through the 

pebbles, "if your boat should be the one, you'll give 

me something for my recomrnendat-'ion !"- " Aye, aye, 

never fear; good night, and thank ye!" 

The next morning, at breakfast time, Susan came 

into the room, and said_, " Please sir, Sam Gunnel 

would be glad to speak to you."-" Well, let him come 

in." Sam entered, smoothing his black hair almost 

into his eyes.-" Morning, Sam, what's your business 

with me?"-" Hope no offence, sir, but I heard you was 

going out a fishing to-day, and I thought I would 

1nake so bold as come and ask if you was engaged with 

a boat; because mine, sir (the 'Pretty Sally') is as tight 

a little thing, and as clean a sailor, as you'd wish to 

see; she's been fresh painted this summer too; and her 
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' commodations' is as good as ·heart can wish ; and I 
shall be vary thankful, sir, if you hav'n't bespoke a 
boat of any one, if you would please to go with me." 
Mr Bennet glanced at his son, who was striving in 
vain, to appear unconcerned; he was pale, and stared 
into his tea.:.cup as if it had been full of curiosities: 
he would not meet his father's eye, and Mr B saw at 
once the source of Sam's information.-" I have not 
engaged a boat, Sam," said he; " but in half an hour 
I should have bespoken ·Tom Marling's; however, as 
you have applied, we will go with you; we shall be 
ready to sail by noon, and we will be on the beach 
by that time; do you be ready."-" Thank you, sir; 
yes, sir."-" Good mor~ing, Sam !-oh! who told you 
I should want a boat to-day?"-" William Surliman, · 
sir, your boy."-" Very well, good day;" ~nd Sam left 
the 1·oom. "Ring the bell, Fanny." Fanny was paler 
than usual! "Susan, tell William I want him." Wil­
liam came. " Did you tell Sam Gunnel that I should 
want a boat to-day?"-" No, sir."-" No! then how 
could he hear of it?"-" I don't know, I'm sure, sir!" 
·-" Why, he tells me that he had his information from 
you."-" Not from m.e, sir," said the foolish, wicked 
boy; " I ~a'n't seen him this fortnight."-" Oh, you 
bad boy ! you shall not stay in my house now I find 
you are so given to lying!"-" I am certain, sure I-" 
-" Hush, hush-say no more; leave the room!"­
" Papa, it is all my fault," said Fanny; "I asked Susan 
to wash out a green stain in my nankeen pelisse, and 
she told William; for I asked her myself, this morning, 
if she had kept her word, and she said, ' I only told 
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THE SMUGGLERS . 13 

William ; for he had no one to talk to. ' "- " But who 

told you, Fanny i" She was silent; Robert's voice 

faltered, as he said, " I did, Father !"- " Poor, dear, 

weak-headed boy !" said his good father pityingly ;­

" How grieved I am that my duty obliges me to punish 

you ! If I gave way to my own feelings, I s-hould spare 

yours now, to spoil your character hereafter ; that is, 

when you become a man : I must therefore distress 

myself and your dear mother, in order to do what I 

consider to be my duty by you."- " I fear I can guess 

too well the nature of his fault," said Mrs B . " and I am 

too anxious to see it cured, for me to interfere or inter­

cede with your father," added she, to the weeping and 

unhappy Robert.- " Go, go up to your chamber," said 

his father, " you :i;nust remain there all day; take as 

much bread, and milk, and water as you think will 

suffice for your dinne1:. I shall lock you in, and take the 

key with me; I punish you for your disobedience to my 

commands, you understand." Fanny followed her bro­

ther with her eyes, which were swimming in tears, and 

as he shut the door, she burst into a fit of crying; for she 

saw that she had brought all his sorrow and his pun­

ishment upon him : when her sobs would allow her to 

speak, she told her father and mother every word that 

had passed between them while they were swinging; 

and, to her credit it should be mentioned, she threw 

the whole of the blame on herself, and praised he1· 

brother's exceeding good nature, with all her elo­

quence; she :finished by saying, " Now, dear parents, 

that you see how wicked, and teazing, and spiteful I 

was to him, and how kind he was to me, pray, PRAY 
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let me stay at home, ·and take him ; oh, he wished so 
very much to go, and expected so much pleasure! Oh, 
do be so very kind as to let him be of the party, and 
let me remain !" 

"Fanny," said her father, ' ' your candid confession 
does not lessen your fault ; I am grieved to find how 
much you have contributed to your brother's unhappi­
ness. I cannot alter my determination at yolll· request; 
for I consider you too blamable to merit any favour 
being granted you. The only point on which you 
deserve less anger than your brother is, that you did 
not wilfully transgress my orders; nor tell a secret, 
knowing _it to be a secret. What say you, my dear?" 
added Mr B. addressing -his wife. "That I entirely 
agree with, and quite approve of all you have said and 
done my love," replied she. " Now go, and bathe your 
eyes with cold water, Fanny; and let this disappoint­
ment (for I know you will not enjoy your excurnion 
without Rober t) let it be a lesson to you not to tempt 
or triumph over weakness in any form ." 

I f Fanny had be.en asked, when she returned from 
the fishing party, whether it had been a pleasant ex­
cursion, she would have said" no," for she thought so. 
Her brother's absence, and his lonely punishment, · 
added to her own remorse for the large share she bore 
in causing his grief, poisoned every incident that 
·occurred, and which would otherwise have been sources 
of enjoyment to her. 

Robert had ample time for repentance, and to form 
the best resolutions, which he felt sw·e no power would 
ever induce him to ·break. Poor fellow! had he been 
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THE SMUGGLERS . 15 

a few years older, he would have been less confident 
in his own strength, and more cautious of trying it 
His father received him again into favour, and his 
adventure appeared to be forgotten. The holydays 
were drawing to a close, and lVIr and Mrs Bennet re­
solved to keep the young people at home for two or 
three months longer; that they might enjoy all the -
fine weather of the latter summer. Their parents felt' 
too, that they would be lonely without the lively chil­
dren, and decided to send them to school, in future, 
much nearer home; Dover was fixed upon as the most 
convenient distance; and they all made a day's plea­
sant excursion to arrange for the two departures at 
Michaelmas. 

William was discbarg·ed, as Mr Bennet bad found 
that the lad was inclined to answer very saucily when 

he was spoken to. The sad habit of telling falsehoods, 
however, was his greatest fault, and for that he was 
dismissed A boy named Joseph had been hired in 
his place, but he was so idle that it was impossible to 
keep him. 

One beautiful afternoon in August, Mr Bennet pro­
posed a walk towards the Downs; Mrs Bennet said 
she should be glad to go, but that she had sent word 
to Mrs Grange, who was unwell, that she and Fanny 
would walk down, and take a quiet cup of tea with her; 
" Well then, Robert and I must go together; I am 
sorry you cannot join us, the weather is so very fine ." 
Fanny was pleased at the thought of paying Sarah 
Grange a visit, who had promised her a sight of a 
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beautiful collection of foreign shells, and to tell her 
their different scientific names; she was almost reluc­
tant, however, to see her father and brother going for 
a walk without her: but she could not enjoy both 
pleasures, and was wisely _contented with one of them. 
It was, indeed, a sweet afternoon! · Summer appeared 
unwilling to take leave of the lovely country that she 
had made so beautiful : she seemed to linger on her 
way. The yellow sun threw his rich beams over the 
town and quiet sea, as the walkers left the houses, and 
struck off towards the rising ground. The heavens 
were clear; only one of its beautiful ornaments was to 
be seen; and that 011e cloud baa stationed itself in the 
west, as if to await there the coming of the g·olden 
sun, to give splendour to his setting, and to receive in 
return from him all the gorgeous colouring that he 
seems so fond of :flinging on the western clouds. The 
soft air whispered to the travellers, as it Wf'l,ndered in 
search of wild :flowers, to steal their scent; but the 
sweet smelling weeds had all shed their perfume on 
the wide downs; and now meekly bent their :flowerless 
heads, loaded with the seeds of future fragrance for 
other gales to waft. Mr B . and Ro hert walked still 
farthe1· on the soft mossy grass, and far ther yet, from 
man and all his little bustling. Now and then, a 
happy lark, or delicate and timid wheatear, sprang 
from its ground nest, and glanced between them and 
th~ declining sun, giving a momentary view of its 
gauze-like wings; swarms of joyous gnats, that seemed 
too eager for play ever to think of food, floated in the 
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sun-beams (their happy world) and sang their fairy 

melody all around; and the meny grasshoppers chirped 

loudly and incessantly of their happiness. 

From the eminence that Mr Bennet and Robert 

had now gained, they looked on every side, and beauty 

and happiness were about them! The benevolence of 

Mr B .'s mind made him admire the goodness of the 

Great Being who had filled the vast spµ,ce with happi-
1 

ness: he was no poet, nor reader of poetry, or he might 

have called to mind pages of infinite beauty, which 

would have enabled him to give utt~rance to the grate­

ful and gentle thought§. which crowded in his heart, 

but which never reached his lips. He needed no aid 

of poetry, however, to make him feel gratitude to his 

Maker, nor to wish that his son should adore the Great 

Author of a,ll goodness; in plain language therefore, 

but with sincere feelings of devotion, he pointed out to 

Robert the infinite number of objects which that won­

derful organ the eye could take in and admire, at a 

single glance! The vast and mighty sea; th~ awful 

expanse of the majestic sky; the swelling, and appa­

rently boundless downs; the brilliant. sun ;-all con-

. nected with the happiness of the creatures formed by 

his creative power! "Then those creatures," added he, 

"our two rational selves, thinking, talking, admiring; 

-the cold, silent, gliding inhabitants of the blue, salt 

sea ;-the joyous birds, anJ minute insects, that sport 

in the sun-beam ; all prove the goodness, wisdom, and 

power of the Almighty! but, my boy, I still agree with 

Pope, that 'an honest man's the noblest work of Goel:' 
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and I humbly but ardently pray that I may live to see 
that' noblest work' in you, my dear son!" 

" But come," added he, after a pause, " we have 
loitered here some time; your mother and sister will 
have returned ~efore we reach home; for I wish to go 
back another way, to vary the walk:" so they tu1·ned 
their ·steps to the right. 

In about half a mile, they came unexpectedly to the 
edge of one of those unaccountable ~balk pits with 
which the coast of Kent abounds; particularly the 
Isle of Thanet. It was at a great distance from any 
habitation, was perpendicular all round, excepting on 
one side, where a g~·adual slope appeared to have been 
made, for an entrance. " Oh, what a, beautiful place!" 
said Robert; "there is some of Fanny's favourite weed 
growing, at the edge on the other side; I'll go round 
and get it." He ran and stooped down, reaching over 
the side, and was just going to gather some, when be 
suddenly stopped, remained still, as if listening, then 
beckoned to his father to come round; motioning him 
to walk gently, and not to speak. Mr Bennet did as 
he was re

1
quested; then hi~ son whispered him, as be 

laid himself quietly down on his chest, " hark! I hear 
voices and digging, just underneath where we are!''­
" Bless me! so do I!" replied his father, in the same 
cautious tone. " Let us move a little farther beyond 
this old thorn ; I can hold fast by the stem, and look 
over," said Robert; and he moved gently to the spot: 
his father following him. 

" Oh, father, I can see a. cave in the side of the cliff, 
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under where we were just now ; but the bushes at the 

bottom keep us from seeing it any where but here. 

Look! a spade is flung down! and they are pecking 

up the ground with ,a pick-axe ! Look there ! the sun 

is just come from behind that cloud, and shines quite 

into the cavern. I see two men, and a sack full of 

something lying on the ground ! Oh, how dreadful !" 

added he, as he shuddered, and hid his face in his 

hands. " They have murdered some one, have put him 

in a sack, and are going to bury him! !" murmured the 

terrified boy, pale, and trembling with horror. He 

continued to lie with his face covered, while his father 

watched the motions of the two men. He soon satisfied 

himself of the nature of their startling employment, 

and saw who they were; then rousing Robert, he told 

him to rise cautiously, and they would hasten home. 

Poor fellow! he was so overcome with fear, that his 

father found great difficulty in making him remove 

his hands from his eyes ; so fearful was he of seeing 

again that dreadful cave ! He at last arose, and then 

would have run all the way home; for fear the mm­

derers should have seen them watching ; and so, to 

prevent their telling any one, follow, and kill them. 

The terrified boy certainly appeared to have great 

reason for the alarm he suffered : the scene was suspi­

cious. Robert had read books at school, and had heard 

stories, in which such horrible things as murder are 

made the chief attraction : the more shocking they 

are, the more the books are admired. A scene like this 

therefore, that appeared to realise all the tales he had 

heard, could not fail to make a gTeat impression on the 
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youth; and he continued to walk hastily towards home; 
nor dared to look back till he heard his father (who 
was some little way behind) call to him. He turned, 
and saw nothing, to his great joy, but his father, the 
golden sky, the barren downs, and the solitary thorn, 
that marked the scene of the dreaded chalk-pit. 

" Stay a minute, Bob ; I am out of breath; there is 
nothing to fear!" Mr Bennet had been thinking over 
the same subject that had occupied his son's mind, and 
-had been much puzzled how to act. He saw at once 
that the men were smugglers; o:µe was Tom Marling, 
and the other Sam Gunnel. Robert's sad want of being 
able to keep a secret had first struck him with sorrow; 
for he felt that the men were not safe, if they were in 
his son's power: his first resolution therefore was, to 
let him remain in ignorance of the real state of the 
case; then he reflected, that it would be lowering his 
own character, as an upright man, in the opinion of 
his son, to let him suppose, that his father should know 
of a rniurder hav-lng been committed, and yet conceal it I 
that would be very shocking! No way remained, then, 
but for Mr Bennet to mention his discovery, tell his · 
son the consequences of disclosing the circumstance, 
and leave the rest to the boy's honour. 

When he came up to Robert he said, with an almost 
solemn countenance, "How I wish, my dear fellow, 
that the great fault in your character was cured !"­
" Oh father, it is indeed ! but you would not wish me 
to keep this dreadful thing a secret, would you?"­
" Yes, my dear !"-Robert started as if he had seen one 
of the murderers. "Now, listen to me. Those men-
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do you know who they were?"-" Yes; I thought ,one 

was Tom Marling, but I am not sure who the other 

was.'' Mr B. was grieved that Robert had recognised 

either of them, but it could not be avoided. "Well, 

these men," continued he, "are smugglers, not mur­

d~rers !" - "Not 1nurderers? why they are just the 

same; they are all bad, dreadful men, are they not, 

father; and all deserve hanging don't they?"-" Heaven 

forbid ! where did you hear such a wicked remark ?" 

- " Oh at school, father; Lieutenant Loyalton's son, 

and Dr Militant's, and Sir James Lawgame's sons, and 

Henry Gauge, and Dick Leno, and Sam Tallbutt, and 

several more, used to talk about the smugglers. I 

remember one day, James Loyalton had a letter from 

his sister, telling him that his father (who is in the 

' preventive service,' and is stg,tioned somewhere near 

the Reculvers) had been wounded in the arm by a 

smuggler, with a cutlass ! Oh, how J a.mes did abuse 

the 'rascally villains' as he called them ! and then, oh 

I dare say a dozen boys told us different stories, all true, 

that they had heard of these' desperate characters,' so 

they called them. And William Lawgame, whose 

father is a magistrate, has a newspaper sent him very 

often ; and I have read of dreadful battles between the 

poor sailors who are employed to watch them and seize 

their 'contraband goods,' (yes, that's the word, and it 

means against the law, I suppose) and these wicked 

men. I remP,mber too, that Gauge said, his father (who 

is an excisceman) and Mr Leno, found out where some 

goods were buried in a great ploughed field near Herne 

Bay, and they sent word to Lieutenant Ridout, anothe1· 
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officer on the coast service, and he went in the middle 
of the night with six men; but somehow the smugglers 
found it out, and when the sailors came to the place, 
twelve of these murderers burst out upon them, and such 

a battle took place ! Ah, I have heard so much about 
them', that I felt quite sorry when I found you had 
taken a house at Deal ; because the boys said that was 
one of the worst places in the whole of England for 
these wretches ; so I thought we should perhaps be 
killed by them; but I don't know how it is, I have 
never thought about them since I came home; where 
can they all be gone to ? perhaps they have been 
found out, and so have_ made their escape, for I have 
never seen one." lVIr Bennet smiled, and then said : 
" l\1y dear boy, there is an old saying that 'one story's 
good till another's heard;' did you never, by any 
chance, hear any thing in favour of these men, or any 
excuse offered for them?"-" No, father; only one boy 
said his mother bought every thing she could of the 
smugglers, for she pitied the poor fellows."-" Well, 
since I have lived at Deal, I have enquired and heard _ 
much about these people; and as we walk I'll tell you 
some of the particulars, that you may judge for yourself 
whether they ought to be considered as such blood­
thirsty, cruel, murderous villains, as you have been 
taught to consider them. You know Tom Marling, 
for instance-have always appeared pa1tial to him, 
and eager to a:sk him questions connected with his , 
hazardous profession; you have found him gentle, civil, 
honest; a kind husband, a good father, and an indus­
trious man: this man, you see, is a smuggler!"-
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" Aye, father, but I don't believe it could be Tom Mar­
ling that we saw in the chalk-pit; I dare say it was 
some wicked fellow who happened to have on the same 
sort of green and yellow handkerchief that Tom gene­
rally wears; oh, no! I'm pretty sure lie would never 
be doing any thing so dreadful as murder, and bury­
I mean-hide a sack full of contraband goods! and 
yet it MUST have been him too ; for," added he; talking 
partly to himself, " I saw the same curious bit of sea 
weed in a hat at the mouth of the cave, that I noticed 
in Tom's hat this morning; for I asked him where he 
found it, it was so very beautiful !" 

" Yes, Robert, it was your favourite Tom, and a com.., 
panion, whom we saw."-" Then I'll never speak 

to--" " Gently, my boy, gently; Tom's life, you 
have seen, is tµat of an upright man; it is also one of 
exceeding toil, danger, and great anxiety. His father 
was a ·smuggler, his grandfather also, who was one of 
tlrn most respectable and opulent men in the whole 
town : when he lived, the laws against smuggling were 
not so. severe as they have been made of late years; 
nor were they who carried on the trade, looked upon 
and described as among the worst men in the comm-µ­
nity. If they are more inclined to fight now than 
heretofore, recollect that they are driven to it by the 
rigour of the laws, and that the property which they 
thus boldly endeavour to protect, is the resul~ of their 
industry as much as my property is the reward of my 
application to business."-" Yes, but father you were 
reckoned an honest man in your trade, and did not 
break the laws; these men do."-"You have named the 



24 THE CHILDREN'S FIRE-SIDE. 

only circumstance, my dear, that can be urged against 

them : they do break the laws; and inasmuch as the 

laws were wisely instituted to benefit all, they should 

not be broken through: but when laws are made, 

which will take the means of subsistence from a large 

number of the community, and no other method of 

gaining a livelihood for themselves and famHies is 

pointed out; or provided for the industrious fellows who 

have been deprived of their hitherto "fair" trade (as 

they call it); when too, a temptation is held out to 

them to transgress these laws, by making the prices of 

the articles they. bring over here dearer than they are 

on the continent, and _which is the case with many 

articles, such as brandy, cambric, hollands, &c., can 

you wonder (child as you are) that these unfortunate 

men, who from long habit consider their trade to be 

fair and honest as that of a shoemaker, grocer, or 

fanner ? Can you wonder if they are rendered despe­

rate, when they are ferret\ed out of their hiding places 

like rats by their fellow-countrymen; the property torn 

from them that they have procured with so much toil 

and danger, and secreted with so much caution and 

anxiety? 
" You must not suppose however, from what I have 

said, that I 'take the smugglers' part,' as you boys at 

school would say; nor dq I ever encourage them in their 

unlawful traffic; I pity them, and would have you pity 

them too; you may depend upon the tn1th of what I now 

tell you, that no class of the commµnity who are honest, 

are worse as a body, than another. I saw that you had 

been prejudiced against them ; and that your heart 
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had been hardened towards an industrious, though 
erring set of men ; and I have, perhaps (from my wish 
to see more happiness among our fellow countrymen) 
said more in favour of these men than would be con­
sidered quite safe and warrantable." 

"You should never hastily adopt any opinions to the 
prejudice of your fellow creatures, without endeavouring 
to gain all the information on the subject that you are 
able. Do · you now think as ill of smugglers as you 
did?"-" Oh, dear father, I am as much astonished as 
if you had said that smu_gglers are angels ! I could not 
believe, if YOU had not told me, that they could be 
any but the wickedest of men ! Why should all those 
boys be so bitt~r against them?"-" Because their 
parents are too illiberal and narrow-minded themselves 
to teach theh- sons a truer st01-y; or they are connected 
with government, and they think it is necessa1·y to put 
down ' its enemies;' as if the poor fellows would be 
enemies of their own government, if it protected them 
and their t1·ade, as it protects the soldiers and their 
trade ! But here we are at home. Once more let me 
solemnly charge you to keep the cfrcumstance that we 
have witnessed this afternoon a profound secret~ Let 
me hope that your heart is too kind to run the hazanl 
of ruining two, and perhaps many more, poor, indus­
trious families, by disclosing any thing 1·elating to the 
chalk-pit. Your want of firmness has hitherto injured 
only yourself, you have now the freedom, perhaps the 
liv~s, of one or more of your fellow c1·eatures in your 
power; as you ,alue my affection, and would avoid the 
reproaches of your own conscience all your life, never 
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tell any one a worq of what we have witnessed this 

afternoon ! Will you, dare you promise me that you 

will be secret?" Robert was much affected by hii 

father's earnest and anxious appeal to him : he hoped 

and believed, that nothing but torture, such as he had 

read of in the " Inquisition," could extort a syllable 

from him; he therefore looked his father full in the 

face, gave him his hand, ~nd with a firm voice, a g·ood 

resolution, and a warm heai't, assured him that " he 

would not disclose the secret of the chalk pit." Mr 

Bennet was, at least tried to be satisfied; he saw that 

Robert believed himself trust-worthy, and he was care_ 

ful not to raise such a distrust of his own resolution 

in the boy's mind as should lead him to be careless 

whether he was trust-worthy or not. He smiled on 

him affectionately, shook his hand heartily, and they 

went in together. Over their lobster, at supper, the 

conversation of the happy family naturally turned on 

their separate engagements during the beautiful after­

noon. Fanny was eager to tell, and eager to hear 

every thi~g· agreeable; and ~obert found his father 

of infinite use in coming to his aid when any topie, 

that got too near the chalk pit, had to be discussed: so 

anxious was the fearful boy to prove his fidelity to his 

father, that he avoided all mention of the awful spot 

,vith as much caution as he avoided the place itself, 

when he ran away from its alarming inmates! Mr B. 

therefore took up the description of their walk, and 

said," we came home, Fanny, a new way, and I want 

you and your mother to see a beautiful chalk pit." 

Robert startled at the word; he wondered it did not 
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choke his father, and his heart fluttered for the next 
minute, so that his frill round his throat trembled, as 
Mr B. added, ''-- Robert saw some of your pretty weed 
growing on the edge, and tried to reach it for you; 
but--" here the whole contents of the pepper-castor 
found themselves displayed on Robert's claw, owing · 
to the force of the jerk which he unconsciously gave 
it in his anxiety; and the consequent laughing, sneez­
ing, pitying, and settling, saved the poor boy ·any 
farther embarrassment : the subject was not again 
resumed. When the children and servants were gone 
to bed, Nlr Bennet told his wife the whole circumstance 
of the smugglers, and added," I am so fearful of Rob­
ert's ability to keep this secret, that I must go down to 
Tom Marling's house to warn him of his dange1·, and 
to advise him to remove his goods to a safer place."­
" Oh my dea1·, it js past eleven ! pray do not go down 
among those terrible men to-night; stay till day light, 
and go as early as you please !" " Why, Mrs B. you 
astonish me.! you are as prejudiced as that silly boy 
is ! hm-e you forgotten om· rambles all over the Isle of 
Thanet? our walks from Mr Smith's at Ramsgate to 
Mrs Stanley's at Broadstairs, during all hours of the 
night? have we not seen the poor fellows, peeping and 
hiding about behind the trees and hedges, when our 
lantern's unexpected glare would show us the startling 
sight of three or four silent, skulking, tall, b:i;awny, wea­
ther-beaten fellows, in the most terrifying, lonely part" 
of the 1·oacl, and when you have fully expected to be 
made ' minced meat' of, by the agency of their Teady 
cutlasses, have they not bade us a ' good night' as we 
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passed, in a tone so gentle and ·so kind, that its con­

trast from their suspicious appearance, and its relief to 

our-I mean your nerv~us terrors, was in itself a beau­

tiful circumstance and a mercy ! oh for shame for you 

to fear smugglers !" added he, tenderly kissing her cold 

cheek, for she was not quite reconciled to his intended 

walk, notwithstanding his eloquence in favour of 

smugglers! 
"Well, my love !" replied she, trying to appear satis­

fied," I will say nothing more to prevent your going, 

for I do recollect all you mention. Poor fellows! I 

often reproach myself for not purchasing- their smug­

gled goods; because I ~an scarcely define which motive 

I act from, cowardice, or conscience: fear, lest I should 

he discovered, or a wish to discourage the trade, as 

being against the law_. If every one would refuse to 

purchase smuggled goods, the trade would soon cease: 

but I keep you: I shall finish Fanny's frock while you 

are away," Mrs Bennet listened to the rapid footsteps 

of her worthy husband, and felt her spirits sink when 

she heard them no longer. The benevolent man, in the 

mean time walked briskly and fearlessly onwards. It 

was a night fit to succeed such a day as the last had 

been. Calm as it ,vas, the grand voice of the sea wa 

horne on the night air to his listening ear. On that 

steep coast (with shingles to chafe and fret, instead of 

flat noiseless sand.:; to wander over" at its own sweet 

will") the ocean's gentlest noise is a deep sullen roar; 

and Mr Bennet, as he heard its restless breakers beat 

on the p~tient shore,could not help comparing its rongh 

play and bellowing sound to the gambols of a chained 
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monster, struggling for its liberty. The low, dirty 

town was quiet ; a light, here and there, in the little 

windows of the poor, showed that industry or sickness 

was within the dwellings. A fragrant smell of tobacco, 

kept down by the dewy night air, convinced Mr Ben­

net that some one was abroad; and soon he passed a 

group of silent fishermen and smugglers, lolling and 

smoking, at the door of a cottage, from which no ray 

of light was visible to betray them. The street led 

down to the sea, and he quickly came out in full view 

and hearing of its mighty presence and commotion. 

Three or fow.· fishing boats, at anchor, were heaving 

• and rolling on the waves, their thin masts crossed and 

recrossed the twinkling stars behind them as the ves­

sels heeled; their clear, sharp, dark hulls were distinctly 

shown by the pale mass of water in which they floated. 

A rattling among the cordage made Mr Bennet aware 

that they had hands aboard, preparing to put to sea, 

and waiting the turn of the tide, when their com­

panions on shore would join them. It was a lovely, a 

soothing, and a glorious sight : Mr B. turned from it 

with reluctance. The street in which Tom Marling 

lived was yet farther, and Mr Bennet soon found him­

self at the humble dwelling which contained a family 

of eleven human beings. No light was visible as he 

approached the hut; but a faint ray streamed through 

the cracks and key hole of the door, and came 1·ed and 

dull through poor Tom's watch coat, that was hung 

up at the window by way of cw.·tain. Mr B. stepped 

cautiously, and looked around to see if he had been 

followed or observed: but no creature was in sight. 
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As he listened, he heard within the hut the wailing 
voice of a female-it was that of poor Sally, Tom's 
wife; she was sobbing-grief was added to her usual 
lot of affliction, for she was always ill. Mr B. could 
not bear to hear t~t ... which they supposed they we1·e 
saying only to each other; he therefore knocked gently 
with his knuckles against the slender door. " Oh! 
good God ! protect my poor children !" exclaimed the 
voice of Sally, in a hoarse whisper; " they have found 
it out, Tom, and are come to chag you to prison! oh, 
my poor little ones! what will become of them?" The 
sobs became quite distressing. "Now Sal! dear Sal!" 
replied Tom, "how can you frighten yourself so fool­
ishly? let me go to the door ; it's only J ack Splice, 
come to tell me whether he can go out instead of me 
to-night. Come, cheer up! let go of my arm. I must 
.go to the door!"-" I shall die! indeed, Tom, I can't 
bear it. I know it's the officers after you; they have 
found out about Downton chalk pit, and so they come, 
in this quiet way, on purpose to put you off your guard. 
Tom, if you love me, and if you would not see me drop 
clown dead off my chair at your feet, do not open the 
door !" Mr Bennet, owing to the silence of the street, 
heard every word; for, in their anxiety, the husband 
and ·wife had lost their caution, and were talking louder 
than prudence would have allowed them. It was an 
aukward situation for the kind-hearted man at the door. 
He tapped again. " There !" said Sally, that's not 
Jack Splice's way of~ knocking; if it had been Jack, 
he'd have raised the whole street by this time." Tom 
began to ~e alarmed himself. "It is a friend," said 
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Mr B., in a loud whisper at the key hole; for he dared 

not give his ·own name, lest he should be overheard, 

and the singular circumstance of his being seen at 

Tom's door should injure the poor fellow if it were to 

be publicly known; for he had long been marked as a 

smuggler, who was to be strictly watched. 

"Well then, I'll take my pistol with me, and if I 

:find it is not a friend, I'll shoot him!" said the natu­

rally good, quiet, and humane Tom Marling! This 

was a dreadful hearing for Mr Bennet, w~o might be 

shot before Tom could recognise him in the street, that 

was lighted only by the stars ! With quick presence 

of mind, at that moment he bethought himself of 

slipping a letter, directed to himself, under the door, 

and whispering through the key hole, "Look at the 

back of the letter, and you will see who is waiting !" 

this he did while Tom was lighting a candle, fo1· they 

had only hitherto talked by fire light, which Marling 

knew would not give sufficient light for him either to 

see his danger, or to shun it. They both heard the 

whisper, and saw the letter ; and in anothe1· minute a 

groan, and a heavy fall on the floor, alarmed Mr Bennet; 

Sally shrieked, and in spite of her rheumatism hobbled 

to the door, and admitted Mr. B ., saying, " Oh, my 

husband! for mercy's sake, kind sir, help me to raise 

him !" He had fainted from sheer honor at the 

thought that he might, in half a minute, have mu,r­

dered a fellow creature, an innocent person, and hi ,. 

kindest friend !-a very few minutes, however, brought 

him to himself, and then the poor weak frame of his 

wife sunk under the anxieties and alarms of this ,. ~td 
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sight: she too revived; and when the.y had both drunk 
a little hollands and water, by Mr B.'s advice, which 
by "great good chance" was. ill: their little closet, they 
listened, fearfully and gratefully, to all that their friend 
ha4 to disclose. He co:p.cluded by saying," you know 
my son is young, too young , to be entr.usted with a 
secret of this impo1tance; he is too kind-hearted to 
injure any one intentionally, but it is impossible to say 
how he might be led to mention the circumstance. I 
am therefore anxious that you and your partner should 
go, before day-light, and remove the sack to a safer 
place. I am sorry, my good fellow, that you still con­
tinue this hazardous, this unlawful, this toilsome, 
anxious business. In ·what a state of alarm you and 
your wife must live!"-" Ob, indeed sir, that's true," 
said she, bursting into tears again. " I am never, 
never easy about him, whether' he is out with the 

- boat, or on shore ! The dreadful thought that he may 
become desperate, commit murder, and be hanged; 
or be killed in a scuffle by those cruel men, who are 
always on the look out for him and his partners, keeps 
me from slee1)ing at night, and frets my poor life away! 
Oh, sir, if you could but persuade him to give it over, 
I should bless you for y,our goodness!"-" Why sir, so 
I would," replied the poor fellow, for we have lost so 
many -goods, one way or other, that the trade is hardly 
worth canying on; but then, we do clear a little money 
by it, in spite of seiztues, and injuries to the goods from 
the salt water: but Lord bless you, sir, why now, how do 
you think I could keep myself,, wife, and children, re­
paiT my boat and tackle, out of the little pittance_ that 
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I gain by fishing only?"-" Oh, Tom," said his wife, 

better live on potatoes and salt, than have the frigh ts 

that I have for you. If my mind were easy, I do think 

I should soon get well ; and then I .could earn money 

again by taking in washing; and Bess could help me, 

she is old enough now; and J em wants to go for a 

sailor; and Walter will soon be able to go with you to 

fish; and only think how few you would then have to 

work for! Oh do, Tom, give it up!"-" If you will, 

Tom," added Mr Bennet, "I promise you that your 

wife shall have the washing of our family, for I heard 

Mrs Bennet ask a person to-day if she knew of a 

laundress ; your son Walter, too-how old is he ?'' 

"He will be eleven, sir, in November."-" Well, he 

shall come in the place of that idle rascal, Joseph, 

whom I discharged yesterday ; he is to stay three 

weeks longer ; and by that time I hope to take Wal­

ter; that is, if you and his mother would like it, 

you know."-" Like it, sir !" exclaimed the grateful 

creatures, both at once ; " Oh, how can I prove my 

sense of your goodness to us?" added Tom. " By 

giving your sick and tender wife the promise she begs 

of you," replied Mr B. " And so I will, sir, and may 

God bless you for persuading me to give up a life that 

I have long been tired of; but which, fear of stai·vation 

made me continue. I cannot give the promise yet 

though," said he, recollecting himself; "you know, sir, 

I have a partner in the business. That sack, sir, contains 

shawls, silk dresses, and gloves; it is our last adyentl. .. re; 

it is all bespoke; we only wait for a safe conveyance 

for it to go to Canterbury; we mean to put it in a 

c3 
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coal-sack, and send it at the bottom- of a wagon of 
coals, by a man who has promised to deliver it safely; 
however, for fear he should be treacherous (for the 
rewards are so tempting to poor men to betray us) Sam 
Gunnel means to borrow a coalheaver's hat and smock 
frock, and go with Tim Higgins. If the plan should 
succeed, and the goods get safe, I give you, sir, and 
you, Sal, my word, that I never will engage in any 
thing of the kind again !" . Sally was absolutely too 
much affected and delighted to utter a word; and Mr 
Bennet, r~joicing at the favotuable 1·esult of bis exer­
tions, hastily bade them good night, saying that they 
should soon hear from him again. He hastened out,­
and made the best of -his way home, to his anxious 
wife, having met with no interruption; and the w01tby . 
man, as he laid his head on his pillow, blessed his God 
for having allowed him to be the means of bestowing 
comfort on two of his fellow crnatures. 

On the following day, dreading lest anything should 
have occurred to prevent the removal of the sack of 
·smuggled goods from Downton chalk pit, and fearing 
Robert's firmness in keeping the secret, Mr Bennet 
determined to send his son to Sandwich on James 
Gran·ge's pony, which he was allowed to ride when­
ever he wished; and Joseph, on a hired horse, was to 
go with Robert to take care of him. Mr Bennet had 

' been, some days before, to purchase a cow of Farmer 
I-Iaines, at Sandwich, which he was to have sent home 
on the following evening; it had not arrived, and lYir 
B. fearing some accident had happened to it, resolved 
to make use of this circumstance in order to give em-
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ployment to his son's thoughts, that they might not 

dwell on his secret, which was evidently a great trouble 

to him. The town to which they were going·, was 

between six and seven miles distant from Deal, so they 

set off before breakfast, that they might have plenty of 

time to rest during the heat of the day. 

Soon after they had left home, Joe cried out, "Oh, 

master Robert! hark! Don't you hear the Foxley 

hounds? Tom Bugle is exercising them in the grounds 

at Downton Hall; shall we just take a gallop round 

and see them? it won't be above a couple of miles out 

of the way; and it will be so pleasant to run on the 

downs, instead of on this dusty road !"-" Oh, yes; 

I should like to see them very much," replied Robert: 

and away they scudded over the short smooth turf for 

nearly a mile, when suddenly the" Old Thorn" came 

in sight : Robert involuntarily checked his poney." 

" Is this the way to Downton Hall?" asked he.-" Yes, 

sir; when we get a hunched yards beyond the chalk 

pit, we shall be at the top of this part of the downs, 

and you will see the large house and grounds that 

belong to Mr Horn by; the little villages of Foxley and 

Downton lie in the bottom, and then the hills rise very 

high out away towards the South Foreland." Robert 

heard not a word, so suddenly and painfully were all 

his thoughts employed in retracing the scene of the 

preceding evening, and wondering what should make 

his father so certain that the men were only smugg-Iers. 

He was at last roused by finding that they were at the 

very edge of the pit, and by hearing Joe ask him if he 

had never been there before. It was a very natural 
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qurstion; but poor Robert was so taken by surp1-ise, 
and was so fearful of forfeiting his father's confidence, 
that he turned as red as crimson, then as pale as death, 
said "Yes " "No"-" I don't know"-" I believe not" ' . ' 
as fast as the words could flow from his lips. Joseph 
thought he appeared very strange, but he made no 
remark; and as they turned their horses' heads to leave 
it, he said, "You know about the murder that was 
committed, don't you, master Robert? The face and 
terrified voice with which he asked, "when ? where?" 
almost fi.-ighted Joe, who replied, "Why, in the cave; 
there-that cave, nearly under that bush, two smugglers 
killed a man, put him in a sack~ then dug a hole and 
buTied him."-" Oh! it's :;ill true then; I knew it 
was ! !"-" What sir?"-" Oh! the dreadful murder ! 
1Vhy, papa and I saw them ouTselves last evening; 
and now it's so well known, there is no occasion for 
me to keep the secret!" added he, tTembling and hold­
ing by" the mane of his pony. " Ha ! ha ! ha! ha !" 
shouted Joseph, "well that's a good one !-last night ! 
why, it happened nine years ago!!"-" When?" said 
Robert in amazement.-" Why, nine years last May, 
two smugglers :were hiding some goods; it was a foggy 
evening, and a poor pedlar or hawker, with his pack of 
good.s over his shoulder, was going across country, and 
could not see the pit fo1· the fog, so he fell over the side 
of the cliff, just by the mouth of the cave ; and his fall, 
as well as his pack, made such a noise, that the two 
men thought they were discovered and were going to 
be taken; so they snatched up their cutlasses, ran out, 
tumbled over the poor fellow, stabbed him, put him in 
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an e1npty sack, and buried him; one of them died 

about two years ago, and told it : so the other left the 

country."-" Oh, what have I done!" thought poor 

Robert; "How can I ever look my father in the face 

again, after being such a weak fool! how shall I keep 

Joe from telling what I have said? I must try and 

tu1·n it off! Bless me, Joe," said he to the boy, " what 

a strange story! and what a stupid fellow you must 

have thought me, to say that I saw that which was 

done before we came into the country!"- " Why, it 

was queer of you, to be sure, master Robert!" replied 

the lad thoughtfully. They found from a boy whom 

they met, that the hounds were kennelled ; so they 

turned their horses to the right, regained the Sandwich 

road, and scan~ely exchanged another word till they 

arrived at Farmer Haines's. 
Having refreshed themselves and their horses, deli­

vered their message, and seen the cow, which had been 

kept because l\1r Haines's man had hurt his leg; these 

two boys once more mounted their nags, and in neaTly 

the same state of silence and reserve, they reached 

home. Robert hastily told his father all that related 

to the cow, complained of a headache, not without 

reason ! and requested to go to bed. Mr Bennet saw 

by his son's pale anxious countenance, that something 

had gone wrong; but he would not ask any questions to 

distress the poor boy, who could scarcely speak for tears. 

He was suffered to go to bed, where he spent the most . 

wretched night he had ever passed. The many hours 

that went heavily by before he could close his wakeful 

eyes, were consumed in repentance and anger against 
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his own folly: in pity and conjecture respecting poor 
Tom Marling, whose life he had probably (he thought) 
endangered. When, as morning dawned over the sharp 
outlines of the calm sea and quiet town, he closed his 
weary eyes, his troubled thoughts then formed them­
selves into frightful dreams, in which Tom, his sick 
wife, and helpless little ones; prisons, cutlasses, chalk 

-pits, Joseph, the raging sea, and his father's sorrowful 
eye turned ever upon him, crowded in endless and 
wearying confusion. He awoke ; and a sensation of 
real delight came over him, to :find the cheerful sun, 
the blue sky, and the neat solitude of his own pretty 
bed-room all about him ; the comfort lasted but a 
minute, and he jumped out of bed, not only lest he 
should sleep and dream again, but because he hoped 
that by employing himself, he should getrid of thought. · 
If he had/ been three times his present age, he could 
not have chosen a more sern,ible and likely remedy 
for sad rnftections and a heavy heart, than that which 

he now put in practice. 
Joseph, in the mean time, had not been unemployed. 

His young master's wild looks, strange exprnssions, 
_and subsequent (that is, after) silence, convinced him 
that he knew of, or had witnessed something that he 
evidently wished to conceal, though what it was be 
could hardly let himself think of. He was an idle lad, 
consequently he ·bad companions who made him worse; 
and to one of these, (Jack Snaffle by name) the under 
ostler at the ' Crown Inn,' he resolved to tell all he 
had heard. On then: return from Sandwich the pre­
ceding evening, Joe was desired t9 take the hor~e, ,. 
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home; James Grange's pony, with ' Mr Bennet's re­

spects and thanks,' and the hired horse back to the 

' Crown.' J ack was lolling against the gate post, 

whistling, and cracking green hazle nuts, in the almost 

vain hope of finding kernels larg·er than a pin's head. 

He knew 'Shu:ffieton's' step as Joe rode him ·down the 

street at a sharp trot, eager to see his worthy ' chum.' 

- · " Holloa ! what's old Shu:ffieton running away with 

you, Joe ?" shouted he, as the rider pulled up and 

received a handful of nutshells in his face. " Oh, 

Jack ! I'm so glad you are at home, come in to the 

stable,. I want to tell you something." The mysterious 

affair was soon communicated ; Jack could make out 

nothing certain ; but proposed that they should both 

go off directly to Downton chalk pit, and see if the 

earth appeared to be fresh distm·bed, or if they could 

:find any other traces of persons having been there 

lately. Idle curiosity was the only motive that induced 

Jack Snaffle to search into the matter, hut Joe had a 

worse ; he was vexed at being discharged from a good 

place, and hoped, that if he should discover any thing 

that might conoborate (that is, prove) Robert's strange 

assertion, he could bring Mr Bennet into trouble, and 

thereby be revenged; assuredly it was no wish to bring 

murderers to justice, that induced these boys to busy 

themselves. However, off they went, and a famous run 

they had over the ttuf to the celebrated chalk pjt. The 

sun had not long set, and there was yet light enough 

when they anived, for them to explore the cave, which 

they did very carefully. They soon ascertained that 

the earth had been very recently moved; they also 
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found the beautiful bit of sea-weed that had adorned 
Tom Marling's hat, and which had fallen out unobserved 
the previous evening; but better than that to Joe's bad 
heart, Robert's little gold brooch with his mother's hair . 
in it, lay underneath the thorn; one of its branches had 
caught it as he stooped eagerly over to watch the scene 
in the cave, and had twitched it out of his shirt, un­
heeded by him at the time, though he had since missed 
it, and wondered where he could have lost it. "W ell,J oe, 
we have found enough to prove that your young mas­
ter is in the mess, but I can't think who the men were !" 
said Jack; when, just as he spoke, he kicked against 
something that had been covered over with mould, 
which he found to be the head, or top part, o~ the 
wooden handle of a spade; and which on bringing to 
the light, they found had letteTs on it burnt in; as it 
was broken, part of the name was wanting, but that 
·which remained was sufficient; they saw-' arUng'­

quite distinct. " This wants but an 'M,' said Jack," for 
it to tell a pretty plain tale. I thought that fellow would 
get hanged with his smuggling before long; now, if 
he has killed any one, he's in for it, sure enough! 
-come, let us go. Now I would advise you, Joe, to 
go before a magistrate, and swear to all you have told 
me, and show these things; Lord ! what a 1·ow there 
will be to-morrow. 'It's an ill wind that blows nobody 
good,' so I shall come in for two or three shillings, any 
how; for there, they will be committed to Dover Castle, 
you know, as sure as a gun; and they must be sent in 
post chaises; so I shall somehow or other pick up my 
pence, and make a neat day's work of it! Come, I'll 
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treat you to a pint of beer, oT even a glass of brandy if 

you like, I'm in such hopes of my luck to-morrow." 

A way they both ran again ; and Joe (after being forti­

fied wjth his dram) turned his steps to the house of Mr 

Wallace the worthy magistrate. That gentleman heard 

the boy's tale with surprise, and took his deposition in 

silence. Mr Bennet's family were all at breakfast the 

next morning, when Mr Wallace was announced. He 

was shown into the drawing room, where Mr B. 

joined him; and to his utter astonishment, the servant 

boy's story, that st1·ange mixture of truth, falsehood, 

malice, and conjecture, was related to him. The gen­

tlemen were well known to each other, and bad the 

highest mutual esteem. Mr W allac.e had chosen to 

depart from his usual method of conducting his official 

business, because he was confident there could be no 

truth in the monstrous assertion, that a man of Mr 

Bennet's known uprightness and respectability, should 

witness a murder, and keep the a:ffafr secret. "This 

will be a dreadful warning to my poor boy !" were the 

first words that Mi- B. uttered after Mr Wallace ceased 

speaking. He then told Mr W. that as the affair had 

become in a degree public, he should wish, although 

he had the greatest 1·eluctance to make himself con­

spicuous (that is, much noticed), he should wish to go 

through with it. . "I must beg to defer, therefore, my 

dear sir, saying any thing to you privately on the sub­

ject; send for me, my son, and servant boy, in the usual 

official manner.'' Mr Wallace took leave, and 1\1:r 

Bennet returned into the breakfast-1·oom. Robert had 

left the table, and was gone up stairs ; Mr B. there-
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fore told his wife and daughter the cause of Mr Wal­
lace's early visit, and desiTed them to say nothino- of it 

. 0 

to Robert. They were much shocked at the circum-
stance of Mr B.~s being obliged to appear in a court of 
justice ; but he bade them consider how much more 
they would have been distressed, if his character had 
been such as to reflect _any discredit upon them. 
Robe1t here rnturned, and the subject was dropped. 
In about an ho1u, a constable came to the house to 
desire that Mr Bennet, his son, and his servant boy, 
Joseph Simson, would accompany him to . the justice 
1·oom. Robert' felt as if he should have died when he 
heard the summons! They all went; the court was 
crowded when they got there, and all kinds of false­
hoods were afloat. As Mr Bennet passed along the 
lines of _persons, he found himself by q'om Marling, 
who whispered ~' All's well, sir!" which cheered him 
'exceedingly. Mr Wallace soon after appeared. Joseph 
Simson was first called on to' repeat all he knew of the 
transaction, which he did, but with evident reluctance, 
for he .began to be ashamed of his motive . . Mr Bennet 
was then desired to say what he had observed, but he 
begged his son might state his account first; the poor 
boy, however, was found to be too much agitated to 
speak : · his father then in a clear calm voice, mentioned 
the circumstances of their walk-the chalk pit-the 
two men (concealing,-of course, their names)-the sack 
-and his son's silly fears that they were murderers­
" And how could you tell that they were not?' '-Because 
I knew the men, and had no more 1·eason to suppose 
they would be guilty. of such a crime, than I should." 
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A constable here held up the sea-weed, the broken 

spade handle, and Robert's brooch. Several in the 

crowd knew the hanclie and the weed to belong to 

Tom Marling, and he was desired to come forward. 

He came with a smiling countenance. "What have 

you to say for yourself, Tom?" "The spade is mine! 

and I used it in the cave of Do~nton chalk pit, the 

night before last." Here a mtumur was heard in the 

room, for some evidently thought he had committed 

the deed ! when Mr Wallace observed, "We shall soon 

hear what use he made of the spade; for two officers 

are sent to the spot to dig_ the whole of the cave, and 

to bring word- - but here they are;" and the two men 

stood before him. "Well, what have you found?" No­

thing, sir! there were no signs of a n11uder having 

been committed, nor any thing but the fresh turned 

mould for us to judge that any one had been there 

lately." Poor Robert began to breathe more freely. 

" Well, Tom, we have no proof against you as a mtu­

derer, but I should like to know why Mr ·Bennet's son 

spoke so positively to the lad Joseph Simson; perhaps 

the young gentleman can speak now." Robert, en­

couraged by his father, gathered confidence and stated 

all he saw, all he felt, and all he said. The manner in 

which the tale of the 1nurderecl pedlar had been told 

him, and his naturally refening it to the scene which 

had so terrified him the preceding evening, together 

with his anxiety to keep the sec1·et which hi father 

had so anxiously enjoined him to do, were not lost on 

}Wr Wallace, and he showed that they were not. He 

then turned again to Tom, and aid, "You can have 
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no objection, Marling, to clear your character from 
the suspicion that has been thrown upon it; and the 
best way for you to do it, will be to state for what pur­
pose you and your companion were in the chalk pit on 
Tuesday evening."-Certainly, sir," replied Tom _;" and 
I'll tell you how it was. I know that I am ' a marked 
man;' I know that you, sir, and all here have long 
considered me to be a smuggler; and a smuggler I 
have been ; but you do not know that I have given 
up the trade; and, please God I can keep my resolution 
and my word, I shall never become again an ·unlawful 
trader, as it is called, as long as I live ! I have, there­
fore, no objection to tell your worship how it happened 
that I was in the chalk pit. We had landed our :fishing 
smack on Monday night, between this place and Wal­
mer, in order to bring our cargo of contraband goods 
ashore, to hide them in a place which we considered 
safe and secret, and which we had often u~ed for the 
same purpose before. We hoped to get it all done in 
an hom·, that we might put out to sea before dawn, in 
order to escape observation, and so scud into-Deal, with 
:fish only, after day-light. As ill luck would have it, 
however, our motions were watched, by one of the 
'look out' fellows, who ought to have been about some­
thing more to his credit than watching his fellow 
countrymen, with a gun in his hand, ready to shoot 
them for following a trade which they are brought up 
to; and which is less cruel and blood-thirsty than hi~, 
at any rate !" 

" Tom," said the magistrate, " they are officers on 
duty, and employed by his Majesty's government:-

n 
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recollect where_ you are."-" I beg pardon, sir, but I 

always get hot when I think or talk of those fellows! 

Well, sir, as ill luck would have it, this chap spied us 

out, and seeing us, at nightfall, make for the beach, he 

hid himself behind an old jetty, a few paces from us. 

We had just hauled our vessel out of reach of the 

breakers, when we spied his white face over the black 

planks of the jetty; and, not knowing· but half a dozen 

more of them might be skulking there; we tumbled 

into the boat again; and with our eyes fixed on him, 

and' all hands aloft' to put her off, we felt ourselves 

riding the high breakers once more :-truer friends have 

they been to me, with all their fury, than my own 

fellow countrymen ! vVell, please your worship, to 

make short of a long story, our fears that he had com­

rades with him, I mean our foe behind the breakwater, 

of course, were soon over ; for they would have been 

glad enough to take a pop or two at us, if only to 

show their courage, and to boast of it! but we could 

not tell but they might watch our coming into Deal, 

in the morning, and seize Olli' goods; so we stood 'out 

to the S.S.E. for a couple of hours, and then boldly 

ran in home: the night was dark, and we landed our 

cargo. I carried all to my own house, and frightened 

my poor Sal almost out of the little life she has left;"­

he here passed his hand hastily over his eyes, and then 

continued; " I only staid while I lifted up a board 

under our bed, and pushed the gay silks in, as I would 

tumble a haul of fish into a basket,-bid he1· cheer up, 

- a.nd got back to the boat: the breeze and darkness 

still favoured us; we stood out towards the gull stream, 
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caught a goodish lot of soles, and ran in again, about 
8 o'clock, as if nothing had been amiss. My wife, in 
the mean time, was so frightened at the thought of 
having the ' look out gemmen,' in the house, that she 
sent to her brother, an honest farme1· (who would never 
join us in our trade, though he was always ready to 
help us, if we got into trouble) to come to speak to her. 
'Wel} Sall,' said he,' Tom's been at his old work again, 
I suppose!'-' Oh, Will,' said she, ' don't be talking, 
but pray help us! Now, do get a sack, and cram 
these fine troubles in, and take it, as if it was beans, or 
bran, or corn, or something of that sort: no one will 
suspect you!'-' I _expect to get into trouble, Sal, one 
of these times,' said he, ' and I _tell you, now, though 
I'm sorry too, to do it, but I've a wife and family as well 
as Tom, and I must think of them; I tell you then, 
this is the last time I will ever lend my hand to what I 
cannot think right of.' Well, he took the things, and 
told Sal he would put them in the dark part of Downton 
chalk pit (he had often done so before for us) and bid 
her -tell me to go and bury them, till ' the storm 
was blown over.~ My companion and I went in the 
evening and buried the sack ;-the rest you know;­
but you don't know why we removed them: we had 
reason to fear that the spot was not quite so safe as it 
had been; so again we went, before sun-ri~e, and car­
ried them to a fresh place ; and now, please your wor_ 

ship, they are too _far off for my power, or even yours, 
to bring them back." 

Mr Wallace made but little 1·eply to this long and 
faithful account, but waited till the crowd had dis-
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persed. When he found that only Tom, Mr. Bennet, 

and his son remained, he said, "Tom, I am rejoiced 

to find you have given up yo1u late unlawful trade. I 

could not, as I am situated (that is, being a magistrate, 

whose duty it is to punish those who transgress the 

laws) I could not encourage one who openly did so; 

though I have long had my eye upon you, and have 

honoured every other part of your life ; now the case 

is altered; you are no longer, you tell me, an unlawful 

trader; and, to prove that I am sincere in my good 

wishes for your future success, as well as to encourage 

you to keep your resolution, I give you a guinea, and 

I promise to be your friend, as far as lies in my power. 

If I do not mistake, you have a firm friend here too 

(looking at Mr. Bennet) you are a fortunate man! If 

all smugglers, who would fain ' turn from the error 

of their ways,' had the encouragement to do so that you 

hav:e met with, we should find that government need 

not incur (addressing Mr Bennet) the enormous expense 

that the preventive service costs it." Mr Bennet bowed 

in reply merely ; for Tom's grateful thanks could wait 

only till Mr Wallace ceased speaking, before they burst 

out in a flow of eloquence. " Ah, sir," said he, after 

thanking the magistrate, " I owe all my good resolu­

tions to this kind friend!" and he looked at M1· B . with 

tears in his eyes. " He has saved me, perhaps, from 

the gallows; my wife and childnm fron1 starvation ; 

he came to warn me of the danger of leaving the sack 

in Downton chalk pit; he advised me to give up my 

hazardous occupation; oh, how can I be grateful enougn 

to him and to you, sir, for your goodness! Truly do 
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you say that there are many would leave this weary 
anxious life, had they any other to turn their hands to, 
that would provide food for their families. I know many. 
Perhaps, sir, if you were to represent the case to govern­
ment, something better might be done to ·prevent 
smuggling, than paying Englishmen to hunt down 
like dogs,-wound, imprison, ruin and destroy-fellow 
subjects, and honest men !" 

Mr Wallace shook his head, and tun1ed away to 
attend to other business. Having despatched the man 
who came wit? a message, the magistrate again turned 
to the groupf beside him; and addressing the sorrow­
stricken Robert, held out his hand to him and said, 
"If any. thing could excuse your want of secrecy, it 
was the very singular circumstances in which you were 
placed, and being thrown off your guard by the tale 
which was told you. I have seen much of human 
nature; I listened attentively to your account of the 
stmy ; and I must s~y that I have the- ffrmest belief 
in your future caution and resolution to be faithful and 
secret, where seci-ecy is desirable!" 

Robert shook the worthy man's hand warmly and 
gratefully, then looking up at his father's anxious 
countenance, b1ust into tears. Mr B. was much af­
fected. "Yes, my dear fellow, I will forgive you! your 
punishment has been severe enough, and I do believe 
wit)1 Mr Wallace, that your fault is now cured. God 
bless you!" added he, as he shook the agitated boy's 
other hand affectionately. "Mr Bennet," ~aid th? 
magistrate," we have hitherto known but little of each 
other, will you excuse all formalities; I am not a young 
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man, and do not place much value on them : will you 

bring yotu son in your hand, and dine with me to-day? 

I have a boy, about his own age, and the novelty of 

their new acquaintance will help to wear off the deep 

impression,-the grief (added he, in a whisper) that 

your son suffers. To-morrow, Mrs Wallace and my 

daughter Ann, will be happy to call and make acquaint­

ance with Mrs and Miss Bennet." The friendly manner 

in which this was offered, gTatified both father and 

son : they thanked him, promised to come, and took 

leave. 
Mr Bennet slipped a five pound note into poor Tom 

Marling's hand, to buy a good resolu,tion, as he said, 

laughing. " Oh, sir, there's no need to fear that I 

shall ever be tempted to forget what you have saved 

me from! Oh, how happy will my poor Sal be when 

she hears all that has happened this morning! God 

reward you, sir, for your great goodness to me and 

mine 1"-" Good' mornino· Tom rrood morninrr" said 
· o, ' b O' 

Mr B . and Robert, and away they went to Castle Ter-

race. 
The two families were much pleased with each other. 

The grnat good sense and uprightness of character that 

Mr Wallace discovered in his new friend, delighted 

the magistrate; whose more polished manners and 

cultivated mind were equally admired by the worthy 

Mr Bennet. It was a fresh charact~r for each to study. 

Joe was gone; and little Walter lYlarling was brought 

into a new world, to learn the art of cleaning knives 

and blacking shoes. They were " arts" indeed to him; 

and as difficult to be acquired as the more polite" art 

D 
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and sciences" are, to boys in higher life. Perseverance 
and good temper will do much; and, in less than a 
month, no complaint was heard of Walter's awkward­
ness. He had not much to do, and he did that little 
well. J em, his elder brother, became his father's 
constant companion, instead of Sam Gunnel, on the 
1)erilous sea; poor Sally, with kind nursing and an 
easy mind, gradually 1·ecov~red her health; her elaest 
girl assisted her in washing; Mrs Grange and MrS" 
Wallace, as well as the Bennet family, employed her; 
and every thing at Deal appeared to be going on_ well. 
Michaelmas was approaching, and Fanny and Robert 
were making preparations to leave their happy home 
and pleasant young friends. By l\1r Wallace's advice, 
they 'Yere to return, " for good," at the following sum­
mer vacation, and receive instructions at home, in the 
same way that George and Ann W a.llace, as well as 
many other young pers<:>ns did. 

One morning Fanny went into the kitchen, to iron 
out a French white sash, which was going to be packed 
up, to take to school; she found Susan crying violently. 
" G;oodness ! what's the matter?" said she. - " Oh, 
miss Fanny ! such dreadful news !" replied the girl ; 
" J em Sykes· has just been over, to tell me that my 
sister Mary, who has been married to Ben Surge only 
seven months, is so bad, they don't expect her life! 
Ben, you see, miss, belongs to a company of smugglers; 
an-d so Mary, you know, miss, used to take the silks, 
and gloves, and lace to different ladies who know her, 
and she used to have large false pockets inside of her . 
petticoats ; and sometimes she has had as much as 
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fifty pounds worth of lace wound round her body, under 

her gown; and so, yesterday,-no, the day before, she 

went over to Ramsgate, to a lady that had bespoke 

some lace; and so, the lady boug·ht some; but she was 

such a wicked tiger (for I can't call her any thing else)­

that she informed the lieutenant of the" look out" who 

is on that station ; and as poor Mary was coming home 

again, all by herself, in the evening, about half way 

between Sandwich and Walmer, three m~n rushed out 

of a lone cottage by the way side, and dragged her 

into the hut; and one of their wives came, and searched 

her, and took from her all the goods that she had not 

sold ;-forty pounds worth !-and she was so terrified 

that she fainted away; and they only stayed to recover 

her, and then went away, and left her. Well miss, 

poor Mary, after they were gone~ got up aPo-9- crawled 

out of the cottage, to try and get home; but she could 

not! ever.y noise made her think it was the men coming 

back to murder her; so she fainted again: and there 

she might have laid till now, if Jem Sykes-(he's a 

very good young man, and very quiet, and every Lody 

speaks well of J em, miss ; he and I have been ac-­

quainted these six months) if Jem had not been going 

over to Sandwich, to buy a pair of shoes ;-so, what 

does he see lying by the road side but a woman, and 

who should that be but poor Mary ! Well, miss, you 

may be sure be was frightened enough ! he thought 

she was dead ! so he took her up, and carried her near 

a mile, and then she stirred ; and he came to a brook, 

so he laid her down, and threw some water ove~ her 

face, and she opened her eyes : but she did not know 
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him, and could not walk. Well, just then, a cart came 

by, and so they lifted her in, and brought her home; 

and she never came to her senses till last night: and 

Ben only came home in the evening", and Dick Grapple 

was wit~ him ; and so, they both swore they would be 

the death of those three villains who had frightened 

her so, for they knew who they were; and lVIary heard 

them sweal·, in the next room, and it u,pset her again, 

and now they are obliged to have the doctor, and they 

don't think she'll live! and I want to ask your mamma, 

miss Fanny, if she'll let me go home and see her." 

The poor girl had not told all this without many 

interruptions from sobbing and crying. Fanny bid her 

hope the best, and she would go and ask her mamma 

to give her leave. Away she ran, and told her dismal 

story to ~ •tying ears. " By all means; tell her not to 

,vait for anything; I can hire a person to do her work," 

said Mrs Bennet; and sai,d lYir B . "I will go over and 

talk to Ben; I was of use to poor Tom, and I may be 

to him, though not in the same way; for I hear he is 

a determined smuggler, and says 'if he is hacked to bits 

and put in j ail twenty times, they shall never stop him 

from smuggling, unless they quite kill him; for he 
don't see what right any men have to prevent him 

from getting his bread in an honest way; he pays law­

ful money for the goods, and sells them at a fair price; 

and if that is not honesty, what is?' With such a vio­

lent man," continued lYir B. "I should not expect to 

succeed, if I were to try and persuade him to give up 

his unlawful trade; but I may be so fortunate as to 

convince him of the folly and wickedness of taking 
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away the life of three of his fellow creatures (as he has 

threatened to do), and who were in their duty." He 

took his hat and stick, desired Robert to go with him, 

and away they went to Walmer; they anived at Ben 

Surge's in a very few minutes after Susan, found Mary 

better, because her husband had half promised that he 

would not seek the lives of the men who had illtreated 

her ; but he had only said this to quiet his wife, and 

Mr Bennet found him obstinate. _However, he had 

the pleasure of finding (after half an hour's kind, mild, 

and persuasive conversation with him) that he was 

inclined to listen to reason; and before he returned 

~10me, Mr B. received his word of honour-it was bet­

ter than his oath-that he never would seek out the 

men to assault them. This, of cc ll'Se, he told poor 

Mary, who thanked him gratefully for his kindness; 

and he left Walmer with his son, who was now the 

happiest boy in the world. He was cured of his only 

fault, and gave every promise of realising his father's 

fondest hopes, and of exemplifying the worthy man's 

favourite line in Pope:-
,, An honest man's the noblest work of Goel." 



THE 

CHILDREN'S FIRE-SIDE. 

TALE THE SECOND. 

THE SHIP,i\TRECK. 

MR and Mrs Clement lived for some time after they 
were married, in London; but Mr C.'s concerns requir­
ing his presence at Calcutta, in the East Indies, he was 
obliged to leave his wife and two children, and to bear 
alone the dangers and fatigues of a sea voyage. His 
wife would gladly have gone with him, but her little 
girl was too young to leave this country and travel so 
far to another, which is considered unhealthy for chil­
dren; her mother would have left her with her aunt, 
but Mr Clement would not hear of little Charlotte 
being deprived of her mother's care. He assured his 
wife he would hasten bis affairs as much as possible, 
and return to her by the next homeward bound fleet; 
or if they could not be settled so speedily, be would 
send for her and his dear children over. Mrs Clement 
was obliged to comply with this arrangement; and 
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with grief she saw him depart. William and Char­

lotte were too young to feel the loss of their good 

father; but they were old enough to 1·emembe1· him, 

and their mother impressed on their minds continually 

every cii-cumstance relating to him. By the time that 

the homeward bound :fleet was expected (which was 

neady a year after Mr Clement left England) Mrs C . 

had made arrangements to take her children over to 

Calcutta, in the event of her husband:s writing for them 

to join him there; but she hoped these arrangements 

would be rendered unnecessary by his arrival in Eng­

land : she was disappointed :-he wrote,- but it was 

to request her not to come; for he thought it a pity 

that she should encounter the trouble, fatigue, anxiety, 

and danger of a voyage? as she would have to stay so 

short a time in the East Indies, for he fully expected to 

be home in another year. Mrs Clement shed many 

teru:s over this cruel disappointment; but she knew 

that her husband was right, and she tried to feel satis­

fied. Her children were now becoming delightful 

companions for her; William was nine, and Chadotte 

eight years of age; they loved one another clearly, but 

their affection for their kind mother was very great ; 

and she deserved ~11 they could feel for her ; in the 

absence of their father, they were her constant com­

panions; she devoted her time to their instruction and 

amusement, and they wished for no other playfellow 

than their mother. 
The next year, alas! poor M1:s Clement was doomed 

to endure a more severe trial, for one of the ships, on 

its passage home was lost,-and in that vessel was 
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either Mr Clement, or a letter from him: and his wife 
was obliged to bear this tenible suspense for twelve 
long months! At last May, with its sweet flowers and 
c~eerful breezes, came again, and May was to bring 
her intelligence of some sort. She had taken a house 
a few weeks before, a short distance from London ; 
for alarm on Mr Clement's account had injui-ed her 
health; and her friends thought that change of scene 
and fresh country air, would revive and be of ser­
vice to her. One sweet morning, towards the middle 
of the month, the children had enticed her into a pretty 
fiP-ld belonging to the house, to look at their dog N ep-

' tu~e, whom they had dressed up with wild flowers in 
garlands ; their little hearts w~re free from the care 
that weighed upon their mother's ; but their joyous 
shouts of l~ughter and delight as the playful Neptune 
frisked off his pretty load, and trailed it after him as 
he ran, drew a smile to her pale face: she had so 
seldom been seen to smile of late, that the children 
c~uld not fail to notice this; and c-on:::luding Nep­
tune's frolics were the cause, they raced after him to 
deck him out afresh. A servant was coming in from 
the ga1·den, with a letter in her hand; and the dog, 
half wild with the fun he was enjoying, jumped up 
and snatched it from the girl's hand; then, as if he 
had known who it was for, and the happy news it 
contained, he went bounding to l\1rs Clement, and 
laid it at her feet; she knew the handwi-iting, and 
soon found that all her fears and anxieties had been 
without a cause, for her dear husband was well, and 
as he saw no prospect of coming home for many months, 
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he had at last determined to write for his wife and chil­

dren to come over without delay to India. This was 
, 

delightful news to the chilchen ; they had no idea of 

any thing but pleasure in the voyage, and soon forgot 

all their games but those that related in some way to 

the East Indies ; they had heard their mother talk of 

persons there being carried about in palanquins, so 

they contrived a chair fastened on two poles, with a 

table cloth tied round for curtains, to represent a palan­

quin, then, with the assistance of the gardener, and the 

good-natured William, Charlotte was borne about the 

garden, like an Indian princess. Mrs Clement had 

taught the chilchen to be useful ; · they therefore did 

not pass all their time in playing, they assisted their 

1 
• mother in packing, and reminded her of many little 

thing·s that she would have forgotten; and they saw, 

with wonder and delight, their own new stock of 

clothes put into trunks, ready to be sent on board the 

vessel : light nankin suits for William and thin muslins 

for Charlotte. By October, all was arranged for their 

departure ; they had bid their friends farewell, and 

accompanied by their aunt and uncle (Mr and JYiiss 

Ireton) and their servant, J\1ary, who had lived many 

years with Mrs C., they set off for Portsmouth to go on 

board the East Indiaman called" the Tippoo Saib :" 

of cotuse Neptune was not left behind ; he was so 

great a favourite with the whole family, that they could 

not think of g·oing· without him. 

On the journey they found the weather cool, and 

Charlotte begged she might have her warm pelisse on; 

" Mamma," said she, " this is getting too small for me; 
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I think while you were buying me so many pretty ne\V 
summer clothes, it was a pity you did not think to buy 
winter ones too ; for we shall be all the cold weather 
going over to Calcutta, shan't we?"-" Have you for­
gotten, my love," replied her mother," that we are going 
to a hot climate, and do you expect that we shall have 
cold weather till we get there, and that it will become 
bot all at once~"-" Ah, true, I had forgotten it, mam­
ma; but-somehow I feel as if all I have learnt of geo­
graphy, and all I have heard of India was only a l~sson; 
not as if it we1·e real; and I can hardly believe that I 
am going away from England."-" Do you not wish to 
go then?" said her mother. "Oh yes, dear mamma; 
even if I did not wish to see poor papa; and if I did 
not like to see the sea, I should still wish to go to be 
with you." Her mother kissed her, and thought with 
delight what good and amiable children her husband 
woutd-fuid them. When the travellers came in view 
of the sea, the young people were too much astonished 
to speak : they had seen no larger piece of water than 
the Thames, at London bridge, and the shipping there, 
so crowded together, gave them but a poor idea of the 
beautiful sight that was now displayed before them. 
A fine breeze filled the sails of the vessels, that were 
gliding about in the sunshine, like living creatures; 
the Isle of Wight looked like a fairy island, which, 
though seven miles from Portsmouth, appeared so 
near, that the sea between was like a strip of blue 
1·ibbon laid along. It was a glorious sight; not only 
did it delight William and Charlotte, but their mo­
ther, and Mr and Miss Ireton, who had often been on 
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the coast before. The~ uncle reminded his sisters of 

Shakespeare's beautiful lines, in his play of King Henry 

the Fifth. 
" . . . . behold the threaden sails, 

Borne with th' invisible and creeping wind, 

Draw the huge bottoms through the furrow'd sea, 

Breasting the lofty surge." 

William listened, but could not quite understand the 

meaning of these lines ; and Mr Ireton told him, that 

when he came back to England, he would be nearly 

old enough to understand some of Shakespea1·e's works, 

and that he was sure he would like them ; " how old 

are you now, William!" - " I was ten last March, 

uncle," said he, " and Charlotte was nine in the same 

month." - " In a year or two, then, we shall think 

about Shakespeare," replied his uncle. Just then they 

entered Portsmouth, and were quickly driven to the 

inn where they were to sleep: they were all fatigued, 

and soon went to bed. 
Early the next morning, the whole party were up 

and looking about them, and as Mr , Ireton had ascer­

tained that the India fleet were only waiting for a fair 

wind, they were obliged to be in perfect readiness to set 

off when the wind changed, and as that might happen 

before night, they were obliged to see every thing worth 

notice in the town on that day. 

It was fortunate for them that they had made o 

good use of their time, for the next morning, just before 

it was light, their kind aunt came into their rooms to 

call them ; the captain had sent a boat ashore from the 

'Tippoo Saib,' to bring all the passengers who were 
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not already on board; the wind was fair, and no time 
was to be lost. Miss Ireton was in tears, and the chil­
dren for the first time felt that a voyage to the East 
Indies was not all pleasure. They loved their aunt, 
and, as if they they had now first been told that they 
were to be separated from her, they cried bitterly. She 
kissed them tenderly, and told them she should long 
for their 1·eturn to England; then g·i ving them each a 
little parcel wrapped up in brown paper, she desired 
them not to unpack their presents till they were on 
board . ship, but make all the haste they could, and 
come to their mamma. They wondered what their aunt 
had given them, but lost no time in dressing them­
selves, and soon joined Mrs Clement. Their uncle and 
aunt would go with them to the ship, and they soon 
found themselves on that unsteady ocean upon which 
they were to float for many, many weeks. As they 
approached the' Tippoo Saib,' which was at anchor off 
St Helen's Point, they were amazed at the enormous 
size of the vessel; the childi·en wondered, too, how they 
were to get up into it, and were much amused to see a 
chair let down the side of it into the boat. William 
was sent up first, and Mrs Clement, and Charlotte, and 
Mary, soon followed; Neptune scrambled up a ladder 
of ropes, to the great delight of the childi·en and sailors. 
The ship was getting under weig·h, that means, was. 
setting off, and they watched the little boat in which 
their kind friends were returning to land, till they 
could no longer see it for their tears. 

Mr Ireton, when he kissed the children at parting,. 
had also put two little parcels into their hands; so to 
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divert them from their grief, their mother proposed to 

go down into the cabin and open them. William 

found a handsome watch in the parcel his aunt had 

- given him; and most delighted he was, you may be 

sure, to have a 1·eal gold watch of his own, with a 

pretty blue f-ibbon, key, . and seal, with ' Though lost 

to sight, to memory dear,' engraved on it! His un­

cle's kind remembrance was 'Robinson Crusoe,' and 

'Robertson's History of America,' two delightful books 

that ¥1illiam had never read. Charlotte also found 

books to entertain her in the parcel her uncle gave her 

at parting; they were Miss Edgeworth~s three sets of 

the Story of' Rosamond ·' 'Mrs Leicester's School·' and 
' ' 

an abridgment (that means, a large work made small) 

of Captain Cook's Voyages. Her aunt's present was 

a pretty pearl bi.-ooch, with Mr and Miss L:eton's hair 

in it. They were not weary of looking at these beauti­

ful things for a long, long time ; but at length their 

mother advised them to put the books away with the 

others that were bought for their amusement on the 

voyage, and then they all went on deck. The breeze 

had increased as the sun got higher, and the vessel had 

sailed so fast that the shore looked quite small, and the 

next day they weTe out of sight of land. In a week or 

two, the children began to be tired of the confinement 

of the ship, they longed to see something besides sky 

and water. The captain, whose name was Campbell, 

was a very kind, sensible man, and was fond of William 

and Charlotte, they behaved so well. He contrived 

many little plans for their amusement; sometimes a 

boat was let down for them in calm weather, that they 
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might fish ; and a good-natured sailor named Tom 
Starboard, was always ready to assist and to please 
them ; still they longed for the voyage to be at an end, 
before .they had got half way tp Calcutta. Under his 
friend Tom's instructions, William. soon began to climb 
the ropes well; and he used to climb up and down to 
his sister's great delight. The weather now began to 
get very warm, though had they been still in England 
they would have found it quite cold. One day, Wil­
liam, who had been up to the mast head, saw land; 
he was so delighted that he came scrambling down, 
and flew into the cabin to tell his mother and sister 
they should soon see dear papa, for the East Indies 
was in sight! Mrs Clement smiled, but she sighed 
too; for she knew they could not be near the end of 
their voyage, as they had not 'doubled the cape,' which 
is a sea term that means going round the Cape of Good 
Hope. 

On enquiring of the captain, William heard that 
they were within sight of the island of St Helena ; to 
his great delight, he found they were to land, and Mrs 
Clement and Charlotte were soon informed that they 
were to change the scene by going on shore. The next 
morning the ship came to her moorings, and a boat 
was sent off from the vessel with as many passengers as 
chose to land. Our little party were pleased with the 
appearance of Jam.es Town, the capital of the island ; 
it is situated to the south, between two high moun­
tains covered with wood. The sight of green trees after , 
so long an absence from verdure, was a tteat to them 
that no one can imagine, but those who have been in 
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t_he same situation. A store of fresh water, fowls, sheep, 

and fruit, was brought to the Tippoo Saib, and after a 

few days they again set sail. William and Charlotte 

had read all their books over and over ag·ain ; they had, 

in short, tried every plan to amuse themselves, and 

found nothing please them so much as :fishing ; for as 

they could only fish in calm weather and cloudy days 

it was always new to them, and they enjoyed it more 

than if they could have amused themselves with it 

whenever they chose. Once, with Tom's assistance, 

they caught a flying :fish just as it was preparing to 

escape by flight from a dolphin that was pursuing 

it. The :fins of this singular :fish serve it for wing·s; it 

has many enemies in the water, and indeed in the air 

also; for it has no sooner taken to flight, than birds of 

various kinds are prepared to devour it : many other 

species of fish they found too, that are not known in 

Europe. One day_, the chilchen were sitting on deck 

listening to Tom, who was amusing them with some of 

his adventures, when they were a&tonished at the 

appearance of a very large bird t~at came towards 

them :flapping his long wings, and searching for food. 

Tom told them it wa's 'a man-of-war bird, or wander­

ing Albatross.' It came so near the vessel, that the 

young people could see its keen eye and ferocious look­

ing beak, as it quietly sailed about. They saw that its 

plumage was nearly white, but was ma1·ked on the 

back and wings with black lines. One of the sailors 

shot at, and killed it; but as the flesh is strong and 

unpleasant, they did not atte:tnpt to eat it. They now 

came in sight of land again, which was the high moun-
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tain near the Cape of good Hope, called the Table Moun­
tain. The captain had dispatches,_ which means letters,_ 
to send on shore, and when they ·were delivered, the 
'Tippoo Saib' got under weigh once more. Soon after­
wards they began to experience bad stormy weather; 
they had hitherto had a wonderfully fine passage. In 
weathering the Cape, vessels generally meet with 
storms, but as some times of the year are worse than 
others, the India fleets always contrive, if possible, to go 
round that point of land at the finest time of the year. 
They next passed the south east part of the island of -

, Madagascar, ·and sailed: slowly with contrary winds, 
which soon sank into a dead calm. The air (for there 
was not a breath stirring) was hot, and moist, and close, 
and heavy; the swell of the sea from the late winds 

l 

had subsided, and all around, the water was as smooth 
as glass, -and of the colour of lead : though the sun did 
not shine, owing to the thick black clouds that hung 
about the sky, the heat was so intense that the ship's 
crew coi:ild hardly perform their duty; they lay about 
the deck like logs. Mrs Clement and the children 
suffered extremely, and in this dismal state they con_ 
tinued for three days and three nights; the dead silence 
all about them was dreadful; not a living creature 
moved; no birds, no fish were to be seen; not a ripple 
was in the sea ; not a rope or a sail stirred; not even 
an insect buzzed about the melancholy spot ! Persons 
on land can have no idea of this awful stillness; and 
captain Campbell said, he never had witnessed so 
dreary and durable a calm. "I fear," added he to Mrs 
Clement, " it precedes a fearful storm; we always · 
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notice that calms come before storms." In the night 

the wind rose suddenly, and though it was wild and 

moaning, the sound was delightful. In the morning 

when the children went on deck, what a different 

sight there was! The sea looked alive, and as if the 

waves had broken loose from the power that had 

chained them ; they dashed their angry beads against 

the parched sides of the ship; the shapeless clouds 

were hurrying over the sky in frightful groups, as if 

flying from some pursuer; the ropes were shaking·, the 

sails flapping, the sailors bustling, the captain walking 

with rapid steps about the vessel j and in short, every 

thing was changed. The wind continued to increase the 

whole day, and by sunset it had arisen to a dreadful 

gale. They caught a glimpse of the captain as he was 

hastening to and fro giving orders about the sails, and 

he looked anxiously : this terrified Mrs Clement, who 

judged that they had to pass another awful night, but 

how different a one from the last! The noise was now 

even more awful than the silence of the night before; the 

thunder rolled, the rain fell in sheets, the vessel tossed 

and pitched on the monstrous billows, so that the pas­

sengers could not stand, and were obliged to hold by 

the f1uniture that. was fixed in the cabins, or they 

would have fallen. Each hour as it passed increased 

the terrors of the storm; the ship was quite unmanage­

able, and they expected every moment she would strike 

on some rock, for they had no means of knowing where 

they were. The children, of course, were greatly ter­

rified, but seeing their mother so alarmed, they tried to 

comfort her. bout midnight they felt a violent shock, 
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and the next instant a loud cry was heard, ' She has 
struck!'. It was now unsafe for them to stay in the 
cabin, they -all rushed upon deck, and there beheld 
the most awful sight that can be imagined! By the 
flashes of lightning they saw the sad effects of the 
st01·m; the waves were dashing over the vessel with a 
dreadful roar, frequently washing some poor creature 
away into the gulf below; some of the sailors were · 
on their knees praying, others running about half 
wild; and some few. weTe getting the boats out, in order 

to try and sav~h~~:~Jfhen the ship should sink. 
The large tall ~DY~nt that the children had so often 
looked up at with admiration a~d wonder, was snapped 
like a stick, and the upper part lay rolling with every 
heave of the vessel, causing injury to all near it, and 
so entangled in the ropes and sails, that it could not be 
got i·id of. The noise was awful! the sluieking of the 
wind among the cordage, the roaring and dashing of 
the waters, the rumbling of the thunder, the groans 
and screams of the crew, the cracking of the timbers, 
and the firing of the Js'Uns, was, altogether, almost more 
than any one could bear.* Many of the sail01:s had 
got down into a boat, which by the continued :flashes 
of lightning, those on deck saw upset, and not one poor 
creature was saved! The ship had struck again, and 
with such force that she was going to pieces fas t, when 
poor Mrs Clement, who was almost out of her senses 

* It should have been mentiQned th at the "Tippoo Saib" left England 
in company with two other vessels, the "Bangalore'' and the " Golcon da.'' 
They had kept near each other the whole of the voyage till t his storm 
came on, which separated them. W hen vessels a re in distr ss they fire 
guns, that any ships near them may come to their assistance. 
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with horror, and scarcely knowing what she was doing, 

seized the poor trembling terrified children, tore off 

Charlotte's sash, and bound her to a plank of wood 

that was washed up near where she stood; a piece of -

rope next caught her attention, which she hastily tied 

round William and the lid of a chest which had been 

.wrenched off; her strength and courage then failed 

her, and she fell down on the deck !- a frightful 

wave the next moment swept the1n all off into the 

water, and in a short time the ship was beaten to pieces. 

Charlotte and William screamed and cried as they were 

borne on the tops of the monstrous waves, till their 

strength failed also, and they knew nothing more till 

they felt themselves on dry land, and heard Neptune 

barking by their side : they were too weak and bruised 

to get up, and therefore remained quiet, listening to 

the deep and distant roar of the sea. They saw it was 

a beautiful morning, and they felt the wai-mth of the 

rising sun quite a comfort to their poor chilled limbs. 

" William," said Charlotte in a faint voice, "oh, Wil­

liam ! poor dear roam.ma!" She could say no more, 

her grief was so violent ! William replied not a word; 

but the thought of his kind tender mother, as he last 

saw her (lying so pale) for a moment on the deck, gave 

him strength to rise, for he hoped that she too had been 

washed ashore. He loosened himself from the cord, 

and moved away from his sister; she called out," Pray, 

Vlilliam, do not leave me; if you will help me, I am 

sure I can get up."-" Poor Charlotte, I had forgotten 

you," Teplied he; " I was so frightened about dear 

mamma; I must go and look."-" Oh take me with 
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you, dear William," and again she cried so bitterly, 

that he told her she would not be able to go, -if she 

suffered her sorrow to be so violent. He untied her 

sash, and then they both sobbed to think what care 

that anxious mother had taken to preserve their lives, 

and that she had had no kind friend to assist her ! 
They now set off hand in hand to seek her ; they had 

not thought of, ~r missed Neptune since they opened 

their eyes, till they saw him at a distance come tearing 

along the sands, and bounding and wagging his tail as 

he came up to them. " Oh you ungrate~l creature, 

to be so merry and glad when poor mamma-- ! " 
Charlotte could not go on, but ber brother hoped N ep­

tune had found their mother from his manner,, and 

hurried her on to a large piece of rock t4at was at some 

distance from them; on going round it, they saw to 

their exceeding joy, their dear mamma sitting against 

the rock, and weeping for the loss of her precious chil-, 

d.ren ! They flew to her and flung themselves down 

by her side, kissing her with delight. The faithful 

dog stood by, wagging his tail, and looking as if he 

understood the whole scene. Mrs Clement's clothes 

were much torn, which this attached animal had done 

with his teeth in dragging her to the shore; after which 

he had been in puTSuit of his two· young friends: 

Charlotte was already throW)l on to the beach, but 

William was brought by Neptune to her side :-their 

, gratitude to him was nevei· forgotten. 
They had now leisure to look about them, and they 

found that they were near some steep rocks, which 

were covered with fine woods; they saw no signs of 

It 
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people, and concluded that they were on an uninhabited 

island. William thought of Robinson Crusoe, and 

fancied what delight he should have in procuring food 

for his mother and sister, and in building· them a hut; 

Charlotte thought of wild beasts, and Mrs Clement of 

the gTief her husband would feel, when he shouid hear 

of the loss of the Tippoo Saib." 

They now began to think of looking for food and 

shelter ; they walked towards the rocks, and soon 

came to a steep natural path, which had been made by 

the force of waters, in the rainy season, rushing down 

their sides to the sea. William was the strongest and 

most active of the party, so he quickly scrambled up, 

till he was hidden among the trees above them; they 

soon heard his voice, however, calling out to them that 

he had found a beautiful cave, and some eggs, which 

he would bring down to them, that they 1nig·ht refresh 

themselves before they began their fatigue of clam­

bering up the rock. In a few 1ninutes he was with 

them; he had seen numbers of eggs in large nests on 

the ground, and had brought some fruit, which he had 

hastily picked up, and which he was s111"e must be good, 

it looked so beautifully. Mrs Clement was at first fearful 

of tasting it, as it was so unlike any thing she had ever 

seen; but recollecting the accounts she had read of the 

fruits produced in the large islands of the Indian ocean, 

she judged this to be one of the species of bread-fruit, 

and then she eat of it, and gave the· children some with-

out fear. 
The cgo·s ·were so like those of our hens, that she 

thought there must be many fowls on the island, and 
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in consequence, that they would not want provision of 
that kind, while they should be obliged to stay in this 
solitude. They just then _ heard a cock crow ; he was 
in a large cocoa tr~e, and in :flying from branch to 
branch, he knocked off a beautiful cocoa-nut, which 
came bounding down the path to them; William eagerly 
ran for it; "Now, dear mamma," said he, with a smil-;­
ing, cheerful face, " we shall have a grand breakfast; 
eggs, milk, and fruit!" he searched for a large stone, 
and broke the nut so well that he hardly spilled a drop 
of the milk; they all said how fine it was, _compared 
with those they had eaten in England; " and how soft 
the fruit is," said Charlotte. 

Being now quite ready, they began to climb, and 
admired at every step something new ; the views were 
different from a1:J- others they had ever seen; large and 
wondei:ful trees, birds of the most beautiful plumage, 
monkeys chattering, little animals, like rabbits, skip­
ping about; and as they advanced, they heard wood­
pigeons cooing, and saw pretty green lizards 1·ustling 
about the grass, and many other animals. The sight 
that m-et their eyes, when they reached the top, was 
grand and lovely : in the east, the sun was shining in 
cloudless splendour; the ocean yet swelling its sullen 
waves, as if in anger at the storm that had so dis­
turbed it, was spread out as far as they could see; and 
nothing was visible on it but the scattered fragments 
of the wreck, that littered the beautiful shore, and 
reminded the poor exiles how probable it was that 
many of their fellow creaturns, who had been alive with 

, them a few hours before, · were now perhaps floating-
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near them, dead! They all felt grateful, as they thought 

of the dreadful death which they had escaped; they 

remembered their good nurse Mary, talked of the cap­

tain's kindness, and poor Tom was bewailed too! J/.I:rs 

Clement turned away with anguish from looking on a -

scene that had caused so much terror and distress. She 

saw a cave near her; tp.e entrance to it was low ; and 

she feared to go in, lest some wild beast or serpent 

should be there asleep; but recollecting· Neptune, she 

resolved that he should try it; for she justly considered 

that his life was of less value to her than her children's; 

and much as she owed him, and grieved as she would 

be to lose him, yet he was the most proper of the whole 

party to attack an enemy, for they were all quite de­

fenceless, but he had his weapons of defence always 

about him;- she called him, but he was gone off again, 

and they determined not to go into the cave till he 

came back to them, They now, as the sun was high 

and hot, resolved to dry their clothes a few at a time: 

as they had neither hats nor•bonnets, they could not sit 

out in the sun, the heat was so gTeat, so they· took off 

parts of their chess and spread them out to dry, and as 

they did not require a long time, they soon made them­

selves more comfortable in that respect. They knew 

that the beautiful trees would afford them quite shade 

and shelter enough during the day; but they were afraid 

of the dews at night, and hoped they should be able to 

take possession of their cave by the evening. The chil­

dren begged their mother to lie down, and try to take 

some sleep, assuring her that they would watch by her 

side : she knew they would be gratified if she complied 
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with their request, so she laid herself on the grass, 
which-the sun had aheady dried, and in a few minutes, 
notwithstanding her cares and anxieties, she was asleep. 
William's mind was naturally an active one, bpt till_ 
this late misfortune he had had no opportunity of prov­
ing that it was so; now, however, he felt that he was 
no longe.r a mere child, he saw his mother and sister 
had no one but himself to comfort or assist them; and 
he determined to make himself as useful as he could 
to his kind and dear companions. Thoughts seemed to 
come upon him, as he sat, that were beyond his age; 
he looked (his sister thought) as if he were a man; his 
eyes sparkled, he drew himself up, and suddenly recol­
lecting himself, started on his feet, came round to her, 
kissed her, and whispered, " you will not be afraid, I 
know, to stay here alone while I run down the path to 
the beach, will you?" she looked as if she was going 
to say" yes;" but he stopped her, addingJ "mamma 
and you have only me to do any thing for you; she I 
am afraid is unwell, she must be, from the fright and 
tenor of last night; if you will not try to assist me, or> 
I mean, if you keep me through your fears always at 
your side, I can do nothing to make you both more 
comfortable." She kissed him, saying, " she would try 
and have better courage, and would not be frightened, 
if he would promise not to stay above half an hour; 
" your watch is not lost," said she, " and I want to 
teach myself how to find out the time quite perfect; 
and it will keep me from thinking of wild beasts if I 
sit down and count the minutes ,while you are gone, 
so g·ive it me, dear William." He had never thought 

of 

as 
to 
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of his watch, and was afraid it was spoiled with the 

wet; to his great joy however he found it was not in­

jured, and that it was still going; for he recollected that 

he had wound it up, to amuse himself the morning 

before, and his mother had said it would injure it to 

wind it up at irreg·tllar times: he gave Charlotte the 

watch, and ran off. 

His intention was to go down to the beach, and see 

if the sea had washe<l. any thing ashore, as he 1·emem­

bered having read Robinson Crusoe did. While he 

h (Lstened along, he could not help thinking how fortu­

nate he was in having his dear mother, sister, and 

Neptune with him! indeed he never felt so much for 

his favourite hero, poor Crusoe, as now that he was in 

the same kind of situation. When he came near the 

shore, he saw his faithful dog dragging something along 

in his mouth that seemed twice as big as himself; it 

was a ham,mock, which ,is a bed that is used always at 

sea; it is hung from the ceiling·, and as it is not fixed 

as ours are, it swings ; this bed the dog was dragging 

t;owards William; who directly thought how great a 

comfort it would be to his mothe1· when it was dry, for 

her to sleep on instead of the hard ground. Afte1· he 

had pressed the wet out of it as well as he could, and 

spread it on the beach in the sun, he patted his dog, 

and they set off together. As he was going round the 

huge fragment of rock (where he and his sister dis­

covered their mother) he heard a crash, and in a mo­

ment he found that a large sea-chest had been thrown 

with violence against the crag, and had gone to pieces. 

This, hP. thought, would be a treasure inde,A, if he could 

E 
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but s3:ve the things that came out of it; there would be 
almost every thing they could want. All persons, when 
going long voyages, have a large chest, filled with all 
sorts of conveniences ; this, from the articles he saw 
scattered around, William found had belonged to · a 
common sailor. Many of the things floated, and N ep­
tune was sent into the water for them; the instinct of 
the fine creature was so great, that he knew his,master 
wanted all of them, and the dog dashed in and out so 
rapidly, that William had soon a heap of clothes at his 
feet; he spread them all out also to di·y, and then, 
taking up a stone, he threw it into the water, hoping 
Neptune would understand that he wanted him to dive 
after those things which had sunk; he leaped in again, 
went down, and brought up a tinder box; finding his 
master pleased, he flounced in once more, and arose 
slowly with a large box, but it was so _heavy that he 
could not hold it, and it sunk again. William knew 
he should find it when the tide went down, so he called 
the dog, and as he walked a little farther along the 
beach, a cask came bounding on the top of a great 
wave, and was lodged at his feet; he shook it, and 
found it contained some kind of liquor; presently, an­
other was thrown up, and that he soon discovered was 
filled with biscuit, very little damaged. He then began 
to think of his sister; so collecting as many of the trea­
sures as he thought he could carry, he tried to lift them, 
but he found the heap so heavy with the water, and so 
awkward, that he could not manage it: he thought ~a 
little while, and then ran and fetched a piece of cord that • 
he had seen before, but had not then considered worth 
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keeping,nowhe knewthevalueofit,and bound itround 

the bundle of goods that be intended to take away. 

Neptune stood watching him, and when he moved off, 

the animal had sagacity enough to know what was 

wanted; William therefore no sooner laid down the 

rope to pick np something, than the dog seized it with 

his gTeat, strong· teeth, and m:agged it towards the 

path. His master was astonished at his strength, and 

could not help laughing at the droll figure he looked! 

Finding him so useful, Willian1 took up the cask of 

biscuits, and they scrambled, with great difficulty, up 

the path with thefr treasures. 

Mrs Clement woke just as they made their appear­

ance; she assured her children that she felt much better 

and quite revived. She praised her good boy for his 

thoughtfulness, ann then they began setting their goods 

in order. "Poor Ieptune ! how h:u:d he has worked 

to-day," said Mrs Clement," how hot he looks! what 

shall we g·ive him?" The idea then struck her that 

they bad not yet thoug 1t of fresh water. " What shall 

we do if we cannot find a spring, my dears?'' added she. 

-" Mamma," replied Charlotte, while I was sitting 

quite still by you, when the wind didn't blow, I heard 

a noise like water falling ; it was not the sea, for that 

roared, and seemed a great way off; hut this, I thought, 

came from among the thick trees, and was almost above 

my head." They now listened, and in the pauses of the 

breeze heard the falling of water; off set William in the 

direction of the noise, up another steep pass in the moun­

tain, and soon came to one of the most beautiful cascades 

in the world. Neptune had followed, and now dashed 

E2 
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forward and drank, till William thought he would never ~a 

leave off. Charlotte, at the bottom of the ascent, called ili 

out to know if he had found it; he told her he had, and h 

bid her look for something to bring him, that he might h 

fill it for his mother and her; she looked about among t~ 

the trees, and quickly found the shell of a calabash, or an 

pumpkin, with which she skipped up the pass to her 

brother, who was lying down al'ld drinking at his ease. 

They soon returned to their mother with the delicious 

draught, and then they began to think of giving N ep- Ill 

tune some biscuit, for at present they had nothing else ou 

for him. " I'll tell you what !" said William, " I'll tn 

throw a biscuit into the cave, and if the dog goes in , · of 

and does not find any wild beast, we may be sure it is 

safe for us." I-Iis mother thought it a good plan, and, m 

to their great joy, he came merrily out again, eating his sn 

biscuit. The space in front of the cave was very beau- an 

tiful; it was clear of wood for about twenty feet square; IS 

a fine soft grass covered it all over; tall trees grew around , th 

it; the mountain to the west rose above it; and to the 

east was the sea, which they saw sparkling through the in 

branches of the trees and shrubs which grew at the edge th 

of the rock: this pretty spot was a great height from the 

beach, and excepting at the path by which they came 

up, it was perpendicular, that is, quite up1·ight, like 

n, vnul. It was now some hours since they had eaten, 

a.nd in thefr search for food they went different 

ways; lVIrs Clement and Charlotte struck into the 

thick wood, and William and his dog scrambled up the 

eascade path , to look for all sorts of eatabl~s. ~' Oh," 
thought he, " if I liad but a gun, as Robinson Crusoe 
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had, I would kill some of these birds:" but he found that 

they did not require shooting; for, never having seen any 

human beings before and consequently not being afraid, 

he soon caught a chicken with his hands, and killed it, 

though with a sad heart; for he was not a cTuel boy, 

and would not have taken the little creature's life 

a, ·ay, but that he thought he was doing right. He 

found, afterwards, a deserted honey-comb, full of honey; 

and a few steps farther, he gathered a delicious look­

ing melon; the eager boy saw some potatoes too, 

but as he had no spade, he could not dig them up, so 

they were left till another day. William now thought 

of rettuning- ; for though they could not dl:ess their 

chicken for dinner, he was sure he had procured al­

most enough for them all, even if his mother and sister 

should not have been successful. He soon joined them, 

and found that they had added eggs, cocoa-nuts, rad­

ishes, pine-apples, dates, and oranges. What a dinner 

they sat down to! 
The tide had, by this time, g·one down a great way; 

jndeed Mrs Clement judged it must be low water when 

they bad finished their repast; and they proposed that 

they should all proceed to the sea shore, and assist one 

another to bring home whatever might be of ervice to 

them. Many needful articles were picked up, which 

need not be enumerated, but a box of candles was so 

very useful a discovery that it must not be omitted. 

Mrs Clement told the childTen to collect some of the 

planks and boards that had been :flung ashorel and to 

bind them together; " you will see for what purpose I 

want them, at night," said she. They wondered what 
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their mother intended to do with them, but they would 
not ask her. The sun now began to sink behind the 
mountain, so they collected their valuables, making 
Neptune can:y his share, and off they went to their 
pretty, but melancholy holll._e. 

Hitherto, they had been so ~:msy in providing neces­
saries, that they had had but little time for reflection : 
and indeed, if they had not been so fully employed, 
the children's thoughts would have been far from dis­
agreeable; they would not have considered beyond the 
present time, which was certainly to them pleasant; 

-but the case was otherwise with their anxious mother; 
she knew that the articles which they had collected 
from the ship could not last long; and she dared not 
think of the sad time when their store would be ex­
hausted; she dreaded too the 1·ainy season, when they 
must expect to be confined to their dark cave, by day as 
well as by night. Charlotte saw that her mother looked 
very wretched as they walke_d towards home, so the 
little girl tried to raise her spirits, by saying, " how 
happy I am to be with you, dear mamma ! how glad 
I shall be to lear~ to do every thing that is useful for 
you, and my brother, and myself! See, mamma, how 
strong I am to what I used to be, at Richmond; look 
how easily I can carry this great bundle of wet clothes!" 
She was rewarded by a smile from the kind face which 
she loved better than all the world besides ; and she 
trudged merrily onwards. By the time they had arrived 
at the cave, it had become almost suddenly quite da1:k; 
the children were astonished, and asked their mother 
the reason; she told them it was partly owing to the 

lo 

at 

bu 

bu 

th 

COJ 

ou 

hi 

ro 

Jo 

co 

in 



THE SHIPWRECK. 
79 

lofty hill towards the west; but chiefly to the circum­

stance of the twilight, which is always short i\ hot 

countries. "I wonder we never noticed in on board 

ship," observed Wil1iam. " You were differently cir­

cumstanced, my dear boy; there we were never so 

employed as to require twilight, as we have been this 

evening; without knowing that you expected the use 

of the evening twilight, you depended on it to assist us 

after sun-set: here we are however, in the dark," acltled 

his mother. William opened the tinder-box immedi­

ately, and tried most industriously to strike a light, 

but they found, to their great vexation, that the tinder 

was all spoiled with the water ! " What shall we do?" 

said Charlotte. " Pick up some dry leaves, and let us 

try to light them," answered her brother. She did so, 

but it was all to no purpose ; and they were fearful 

that they should have to remain in the cave without a 

gleam of light to cheer them, when William suddenly 

called out-" goodness ! goodness, gracious ! mamma ! 

look, look !-all about !-moving, moving !-like stars 

come down among the tl:ees !" He startled his mother; 

but she soon explained that which had so astonished 

him. "Ah! they ru:e :fire-flies, my love."-" Oh dear! 

beautiful :fire-flies, that I have heard you read about, 

mamma !" intenupted Charlotte, " like fairy lamps all 

round us !"-" Catch some, my dears, very carefully; 

you remember too, I dare say, that I also read an ac­

count of theil: being used by the natives of the islands 

in the Indian sea instead of candles." The children 

remembered the circumstance, and went on their pretty 

errand; they soon collected above a dozen, which their 
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moth.er put into a vial, which she had fortunately found 
in the afternoon whil~ they were on the beach : the 
vial was carefully packed up in a small basket, as if it 
had contained something of consequeJ:?.Ce. 

The small party now ventured into their cave, and 
were delighted with the comfortable and .safe lodging 
it afforded them. They brought in the hammock and 
some jackets, and spread them on the ground to serve 
as beds; and then Mrs Clement took the planks and 
placed them upright, inside, ?,gainst the opening of the 
cave, which was very small. "Now," said she, "my 
dear children, you see why I wanted these boards: if 
vne of us, or Neptune, were to lie across them, nothing· 
could get in without waking us." They now gladly 
lay down in their ctuious bedroom to sleep, for they 
were very tired; they could not help noticing however, 
the great use of their beautiful little living lamp ; a 
pale blue light shed its delicate rays on all within the 
cave: it was a sickly colour, but so much _better than 
total darkness, and so wonderful, that they watched it 
till sleep closed their eyes. The sun shining through 
the cracks of their door, awoke them all; the bright 
yellow streaks that shone so cheerfully into their dwel­
ling, put out the little melancholy light that had made 
their last night's solitude so bearable, and Charlotte 
gladly let the little useful creatures fly to enjoy their 
natural life; Mrs Clement had only put a leaf over the 
mouth of the bottle, so they were not injured for want 
of air. "How sweetly the birds are singing," remarked 
Charlotte.-" Yes," said William, " I have 'often read 
in books that they are singi.ng hymns of gratitude to 
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God; now I should think the biTds in this beautiful 

island, have more to be _grateful for on such a fine 

morning as this is, than those in England have on a 

dull, cold, wet morning·, and yet they sing· ; how odd 

that is." As this was said to Charlotte, Mrs Clement 

did not reply to it; for howevel' anx ious she was for 

her chilchen to be pious and grateful to their heavenly 

father, she thought them too young to converse on sub­

jects that h ave proved too mighty for men of the finest 

natlnes and best understandings ; therefore, as she could 

not bea1· to hear children talking like parrots on religious 

subjects which they could not comprehend, she never 

encouraged them to ask questions that should lead thei1 

young minds beyond the simple and pious gratitude 

and admiration, which the benevolence and the beau­

tiful works of the Creator cannot fail to inspfre in well­

directed minds. They all went out soon after to col­

lect theix breqkfast ; the planks were now placed 

against the outside of the opening, to prevent any crea­

ture from going into the cave while they were away. 

They found very little, excepting the delightful sorts 

of food _which they had discovered the day before, nor 

did they require more. ")Vlamma," said W illiam, "I 

have often heard you say you dislike raw eggs ; now, 

how I wish we could stTike a light and make a fire, 

that you might have them boiled !"- " My dear boy, 

I thank you for your kind attention to me; but as we 

do not appear capable of procln ing ourselves a fire, I 

am very well contented to eat my eggs raw. 'Necessity 

has no law'- :ou h ave heard that ad · ... I dare ay." 

-" Yes ; and J h n.ve w,··tte~ a ..,J e, .e that used to 
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puzzle me to understand," replied he; "it is ' N eces­
sity is the mother of invention :' I have seen what your 
saying means, dear mam_ma, and I'll try if I ·can't in­
vent something to prove that I understand my copy." 
He smiled, kissed his mother and sister, and darted down 
the path followed by Neptune, who had .had the same 
kind of breakfast that was given to him the day before. 
" Now," thought William, as he ran along the shore, 
'' What shall I do for a fire? I cannot procure it as 
the Indians do, by rubbing two pieces of wood together; 
I have often tried that way till my arms ached, and I 

· was as hot as fire myself: oh, if I did but know anything 
of chemistry, I dare say I should-- Aye! poor Mr 
Bryant! if I had but some of his phosphorus matches, 
I'd soon have a good bonfire !" Mr Bryant was a fel­
low passenger in the unfortunate 'Tippoo Saib ;' he 
was a clever man, knew the science of chemistry very 
well, and was fond of trying experiments : he had a 
mahogany box in which he kept all his curious things, 
which the children, during the voyage, had often longed 
to rummage over; but Mr Bryant was a quiet, gloomy, 
silent man, who was ~lways thinking, and did not like 
children; he said they were all troublesome, self-willed, 
ignorant, curious creatures, who had no wish to be 
made wiser by the &ociety of grown people: he would 
have founJ the little Clements very different from those 
whom he had hitherto seen, but he was too thoughtful 
to try, so he never allowed them to be with him when 
he was making his experiments; and thus William 
missed seeing many improving and interesting parts of 
chemistry that would have been of use to him. Once 
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he saw him dip a match into a little bottle which he 

said was phosphorus, and which lighted in an instant. 

The unfortunate ~hemist was however drowned, as Wil­

liam supposed; and the wonderful box, no doubt, was 

lost. William continued to look for more stores from 

the wreck near the large piece of rock, when (covered 

with sea weeds) he saw the very box that Neptune had 

pastly brought up wnen he was diving, and which to 

William's great joy, he now saw was the wonderful 

and delightful case of which poor Mr Bryant was so 

careful ! He seized the prize, and finding he could not 

open the lid, crushed it in by dashing l~rge stones 

on it. The inside was wet, but the contents not much 

injured; the treasure he soug·ht for was quite safe, so 

off he ran, and was up the path in a minute or two. 

"Now, mother, dear mother, we shall have fire, and 

boiled eggs, and candles, and roast fowls, and potatoes 

(when I can dig them), and every thing delightful," 

said he, panting· as he came up to her. "All but our 

liberty to g·o from here, my dear boy," said she.­

" Now, don't fret, dear mamma," said Charlotte," but 

try and think what we shall boil the eggs in !"-" Aye, 

what indeed ! I see nothing but the pumpkin shell and 

the tinder box ; let's try the shell, I have boiled water 

in an egg·-shell many a time, and in paper too ; I can­

not see why a toug·h old thing· like this, should not do," 

replied her brother; so he eagerly made the fire, which 

his ister kept upplied with leaves and sticks; and he 

had got some water from the cascade, when his n1other 

told him he had better look for a large shell on the 

shore, of which she had seen many the day before, for 
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that she feared the fire would burn the wood of the , 
calabash shell, before the water could pTevent it: down 
he flew to find one, and quickly came up again saying 
he had seen a ship, he was almost sure, a great way off 
at sea! " Oh, if it should go by the island, and leave 
us here to perish, my precious creatures !" cried their 
anxious mother in an agony. "What shall we do?"­
" I'll _ climb this tall tree, and see if I was mistaken," 
said William. He was quickly at the top, and called 
out, "Yes it is a ship, and I see land too, mamma, but 
it is a very great way off;, how I wish we had a tele­
scope; perhaps we shall find one on the beach, for I 
know there were several in the 'Tippoo Saib ;'" so they 
determined to search for one. :fy.Irs Clement's anxiety · 
for the vessel in the offing (that means, a great way off) 
prevented her doing anything towards providing for 
their comfort all the day, and she fretted till she was 
quite unwell. Many times she desired William to 
climb the tree, and tell her if he thought the shi-p was 
coming nearer; but each time he was sure it went far­
ther off, and in the afternoon he lost sight of it entu.-ely. 
He' then left Charlotte to make a fire, and roast some 
potatoes which he had managed to dig up with the 
large shell, wh'1e he ran down again to the shore 
to see if he could not find some fish ; he thought 
that perhaps i1 the hollows of the large rock, the tide 
might ha - lP,ft some, nor was he mistaken ; he found 
one larg 1<mgl?- for them all three to sup on, and 
a sea cray ii ,h which is like a lobster, though not so 
fine; son ·,, "i te:·s too he found by going farther along 
the shore: he thought with delight that his poor 
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motlie1· would be surprised and pleased with her supper. 

He picked up also, some of the most beautiful shells 

that he had ever seen, which he canied home to please 

his sister. 
He now returned to the cave; the sun had. sunk 

behind the mountain, and he was cont1:iving while he 

walked, how he could make a candlestick, in order that 

they might sit comfortably together in the cave before 

they went to bed (for it was early), when Charlotte 

came bounding down the path to him ; her hands 

were all over mud, and she held up a gTeat lump of 

clay with a hole in it for him to see. "While you have 

been away, dear William, I have been wondering what 

we should do for a candlestick to-night, and all at once 

I recollected that when when we lived at Richmond 

we had an illumination, and that the candles in the 

windows were stuck in clay; so I looked about and 

found some earth and got some water, and I have 

made this while poor mamma sat unde1· a tree, crying." 

William kissed her, and told her she was cleverer than 

he was ; for he had been thinking a long· time about 

it, but could not contrive anything. They now pre­

pared the :fish in the same way that they had seen the 

cook dress it on board ship; the potatoes were roasted; 

William broke a cocoa nut for them to drink the milk 

of it, and opened the cask of liquor (which he found to be 

brandy), as he intended to persuade his mother to take a 

little with water to cheer her spirits. Mrs Clement was 

at some distance from the cave, among the trees, and 

knew nothing of her children's attention to her com­

forts, till they came with smiling faces that gl~nced 
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among the trees in the fading twilight, like some bright 

vision: to see them so happy was a gleam of comfort 

to her heart; and she blessed them as they walked 

towards their home. All was dark on the outside, and 

William said, "Dear mamma, the dews are falling; let 

us go into the cave:" she compli~d with bis wish, and 

was astonished at what she saw. Their home which 

bad looked so blue and cheary by the light of their 

fairy lamp the night before, was now bright and com­

fortable ; two candles shed a cheerful glare all over the 

spot; the walls and arched roof were beautifully 

streaked with mineral productions, and a plentiful 

repast was spread, which the children begged she would 

taste. She was amazed; called them her little fairies, 

and partook of what they offered her with gi·atified 

feelings: they soon afterwards went to bed, their faith­

ful dog lying across the door. 
Mrs Clement's first thought on waking in the morn­

ing, was of the ship which her son had seen on the 

pTeceding day. She awoke her darlings, and begged 

William to climb the tree again, and look out towards 

the sea. "Take one of the white shirts," said she, 

" and some cord with you, and tie it to the topmost 

bo'ugh; so that if any vessels should pass, it may be 

seen that the island is inhabited." He jumped up, and 

was soon out in the open air : he saw the same lonely 

scene; and as he scrambled up the tree, he shook dmvn 

a beautiful shower of brilliant dew-drops that were qui­

etly hanging by their slender hol~s, waiting the rising of 

the glorious sun. Imagine the feelings of the happy boy 

when he reached his station; he saw, not half a mile from · 
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the shore, a large ship, which is at all times one of 

the noblest sights in the world, and now be thought it 

the very best: he was too much delighted to speak, 

but came rushing down the tree so fast, that bis mother 

thought he would fall and kill himself. William knew 

how much his news would gratify her, and he was, in 

consequence, so overpowered with the force of his feel­

ings, that instead of speakmg, he threw his arms round 

her neck and btust into tears. " For heaven's sake 

speak, my dear boy; in mercy tell me what ails 

you ?" At that moment he heard the shouting of the 

sailors, whom he had seen in a little boat coming 

towards the shore from the ship; his only answer was 

"Hark !"-he could say no more; and his mother also 

hearing the noise, mistook the cause of her son's agita­

tion, and thought that the halloing proceeded from a 

number of Indians, inhabiting one of the neighbouring· 

islands, and that William had seen the cheac1ful sight! 

Her terror quite overcame her; she shrieked wildly, 

exclaimed "ob, my poor childnm !" and sank down on 

the g-rass, pale and motionless! The alarm of the chil-

. dren is not to be described: they knew not what to do; 

but they thought tbeiT mother was dead, and they stood 

screaming and crying·, till they were hoarse; still their 

mother stirred not : when in the midst of their distress, 

they heard a rustling, and turning towards the path, 

they saw the kind face of Tom StaTboard among the 

trees !-" Oh, mamma, pooT mamma !" was all they 

could say :-he soon saw that Mrs Clement bad fainted, 

so desiring them to bring him some water, be raised 

· her up, and rubbed her hands; then throwing some of 



88 THE CHILDREN'S FIRE-SIDE. 

the water in her face, they had the happiness of seeing 
her open her eyes. Her astonishment, on finding the 
worthy T~m near her, instead of the ferocious creatures 
whom she expected to see, was so great, that she could 
not for some time believe that the happiness she now 
felt was real. 

Tom told her that a boat-load of those who were left 
in the Tippoo Saib (when sfte and her children ,vere 
washed over-board) succeeded in getting clear of the 
vessel, as well as the rock on which she split; that the 
wind suddenly ceased; the morning dawned soon after, 
which enabled them to land on an island a few leagues 
from that on which Mrs C. and the children had been 
thrown ; that the Bangalore, not having suff erecl so 
much in the storm as the Tippoo, had delayed her 
voyage, to touch at all the little islands called the 
" Candee islands" (on one of which they had been) in 
order to rescue such as had been perchance saved from 
the wreck. 

The crew of the Bangalore knew that her companion 
had been wrecked, by seeing on the next morning seve-
1·al fragments floating near them, and one of the masts. 
" After having found me and my fellow-sufferers,:' 
continued the kind-hearted Tom," I begged the captain 
of the Bangalore to delay his_ voyage a few days longer, 
that I might visit this island, which I saw from ours, 
in order to search for you; though I did not, I confess, 
expect to find you alive; and now, ma'am, cheer up; 
we shall soon reach Calcutta, and you and the chil­
dren will Le made happy by the sight of Mr Cle­
n-1.ent. " Mrs Clement was by this time able to 
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exert herself; and she thanked Tom most gratefully 

for his humanity to her. " Come, my young friends," 

said this kind creature, " leave your solitary home, and 

come with ymu mamma and me to the boat." They 

had 1·un into the cave to fetch their beautiful shells, 

the box of phosphorus matches, and one or two other 

things, which they wished to preserve, to remind them 

of their Robinson Crusoe life; then calling Neptune, 

who had wandered away, they came to their kind deli­

verer. "Who was saved with you, Tom?'' said Mrs 

Clement?" Tom smiled: "you will soon see," said he. 

They were quickly alongside the Bangalore; and to 

their great joy they found their faithful Mary, who was 

crying with ~~l~ht to see them all again, also captain 

Campbell, ~hers of the crew, 8111111:.among them Mr 

Bryant, all th~se to welcome them. 

They had much to tell, and much to hear : and they 

set sail again with light and grateful hearts. Mr Bryant 

now became kind and attentive to the children, since he 

found they had made so good a use of the little know­

ledge they had stolen from .him. In a short time a . fair 

wind wafted them into one of the mouths of the wonder­

ful river Ganges, which forms the harbour of Calcutta; 

where the anxious Mr Clement was waiting to receive 

his precious family. The meeting of this now happy 

party, and the descriptions which the amiable children 
' 

had to give him may be imagined. Neptune and Tom 

could not be forgotten. 

The kind sailor, Mr Clement soon discovered to be 

an old schoolfellow of the name of Charles Granville; 

he had taken the name of Tom Starboard when he 
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ran away from home to be a sailor. Mr Clement had 
become very rich, and was determined to give his friend 
a handsome fortune, as a token of his gratitude and 
friendship. 

After staying till the next homeward-bound fleet was 
ready, they all set sail once more on that terrible ocean 
which had nearly been so fatal to them, and in due 
couTse arrived in England. 
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TALE THE THIRD . 

'rOWN AND COUN1,RY. 

MR and Mrs Warner were persons of large fortune; 

they lived in London, and passed the greater part of 

their time in company, visiting·, going to the theatres, 

and in all kinds of amusements. They had several 

children : William, a good-tempered youth about eleven 

years old, was at school ; Emma was ten; George, eight; 

Alfred, five ; and Edgar, three years of age. Mrs 

Warner was fond of her children, but being a fashion­

able lady she did not pass much of her time with them, 

but hired nursery maids; and hoped they did that jus­

tice by the little creatures, which she felt wa not clone 

by herself; how could she expect that it would be the 

case? These child.Ten were taken out every fine morn­

ing to walk in Russell-square, but they were to be 

chessed fir t; clean frock , and spencers, and socks, 

and shirts, and shoes, were to be changed; hands and 
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faces were to be washed before the unhappy little crea­
tures could breathe the fresh air. An hour's crying -
and scolding was employed every day in getting them 
ready for their uncomfortable walk ; then their nursery 
maids had to dress themselves, and the chilch:en were 
kept waiting while their tyrants put on the_ir finery to 
attend them. Any change to lively children is plea­
sant, however; and these daily walks, although at­
tended with so many disagreeable circumstances, were 
delightful, particulady to the two elder children. After 
being confined almost entirely to the nursery all the 
morning, they longed to run in the square and find 
daisies, and look at the flowers, and play with their ... . 

little neighbours, and watch the misty sun sailing (so 
they thought) so slowly through the red smoky clouds. 
These walks, however, were generally made wretched 
by the quarrelling o,f _their playfellows or the scolding 
of the servants, who used to be talking and laughing 
with' each other while the chilchen got into mischief 
and then· tp.ey were sha:1cen and slapped for doing that 
which should have been prevented. Mr and Mrs 
Warner used frequently to leave London for weeks 
together, and as they 'had at that time no country­
house, and did "'diji not wish the trouble of a young 
family, they left them to the care of their servants; 
and thought they did quite enough in telling the house­
keeper to see that Jane and Mary paid proper attention 
to the children. Mrs Warner had sometimes an hour 
or two to spare in a morning from her visitors, which 
she used to devote to the two elder chilchen, George and 
.Emma; she had desired that Jane would teach them to 
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read, and she used now and then to hear them, that 

she might judge of the progress they had made ; and a 

, ride with her in the carriage was always their reward 

when they pleased her. George was too old to be 

kept in the confinement of the nursery, where he did 

more mischief than all the others; and his papa and 

mamma had talked of sending· him to school with his 

brother William, but it had been put off from time to 

time, and he was really becoming a dunce ; for he hated 

reading, it had been made such a task by Jane, who 

used, whenever he 'displeased her to say, "If you will 

not leave off, master George, you shall come and learn 

a spelling lesson:" thus, instead of its being made ~n 

amusement to him, it was always a punishment; and 

as he was naturally idle he made but little progress. 

Emma was more fortunate ; though she had the same 

tutor, she read better than her brother, for it had not 

so often been made a punishment to her; she was not 

so idle nor so 1·ude, and she took great delight in read­

ing amusing books. Mrs Warner had g·enerally to 

bestow most praise on Emma, and George would seldom 

have been treated with a ride, had not his sister peti­

tioned for hi~1. They were allowed to choose the ride, 

and George always begged to go to the toy shop, while 

Emma chose the juvenile library. 

It was a sad pity that Mrs Warner did not bestow 

more time and attention on these little unfortunate 

children !-she was in truth a woman of fine sense, and 

was good and kind. When she and Mr Warner were 

married, they were not riph: they resided in the city. ' 
and till after Emma was born, they had lived a retired, 
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quiet, happy life; but a diHtant relation of theirs died, 
and left them a very large fortune. They then resolved 
to take a honse at the west end of the town, and become 
dashing people; their good sense was not sufficient to 
keep them from committing the follies that attend 
fashionable life. Mrs Warner had had no nursery maid 

· for her two eldest children, but when she became a fine 
lady, she could not think of attending herself a nursery 
of children; no ladies do so ; and thus arose all the ills 
that her little family suffered. There were times when 
she thought the great fortune had not made them hap­
pier than they were in thf' ir little, neat, snug house, 
when M.r Warner used to return to his pretty, simple 
dinner, with a smiling face, bless and nurse his little 
boy William, while she busied herself about the house, 
and in the evening, after the child.ren were put to bed, 
used to read to her while she worked; or they walked 
out, or passed the evening with a friend. Now that they 
were fashionable people, they must do as other fashion., 
able people do, that is, deprive themselves of many 
real pleasures for the sake of appearances, and the false 
happiness of high life. 

lVIr Warner, almost every morning, either rode out 
on horseback, or joined some gay friend in a plan of 
pleasure, and dined from home, or returned just in time 
to dress for dinner, if a large party was expected. His 
evenings, which used to be passed in the society of his 
wife and chilch·en, in reading to her, or in some rational 
employment, were now spent in continual dissipation; 
the theatTes, the opera, and parties took all his time. 

Mrs Warner's occupations were of the same kind; 
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a.nd her little neglected children, to whom she used to 

be so attentive, w~re left to the care of servants; their 

parents rarely saw them : their mother, however, had 

too much good sense to run the risk of their being· quite 

spoiled by being introduced to the company who so 

often crowded her house. She saw, in the visits which 

she paid to other families, the bad effects of introducing 

children afte1· dinner, to be crammed with all kinds of 

unwholesome food that generally forms the dessert: 

she saw the greedy looks and artful smiles of the little 

creatures ; and watched the silly conduct of the guests, 

who, to pleasP, the children, would 1·un the hazard of 

making them ill, by loading their plates with cakes, 

fiuit, and preserves; and she resolved that her children 

should suffer no such cruelty in the form of kindness. 

This resolution of .rirs Warner's, while it caused her 

little ones to be more neglected by their parents, was 

yet of service to them, for they were spared many ill­

nesses vhich their young neighbours often suffered 

from o,er-eating: it also pre,ented their minds from 

being filled with vanity, by the foolish flattery that is 

too often addressed to children. 

One morning, as l\lr and 'lrs Warner were sitting· 

at a late breakfast, and planning future schemes of 

gaiety and exo·a,agance, the footman entered the room 

with a letter; on reading the few ·words it contained, 

Mr W. hastily cru hed it in hi hand, put it (as he 

thought) into his coat pocket, and left the room. 1VI:rs 

\Varner wa alarmed at his manner, and was going to 

follow him to enquire if he wa ill, or had heard bad 

news, when she saw the rumpled letter on the carpet; 
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she took it up, and to her grief and astonishment read as follows: 
"SIR 

' 
"I am desired to inform you that Mr M01·gan (Banker) 

has left England with property to a large amount, in­
cluding the £20,000 which you lodged in his hands a 
few days since. Officers of justice are in pursuit of 
Mr Morgan, and hopes are entertained that the property 
will be recovered. 

"I am 
' 

"Sir 
' "Your obedient humble servant, 

"Linc,oln's inn. JAMES SELBY." 
Mrs Warner sat down in great distress, to think over 

this sad misfortune, and to calm her feelings before 
Mr W. should come into the room again. She had 
hear~ her husband_ mention this money, which he had 
drawn out of the bank, partly to purchase an estate in 
the .country, and partly to pay some heavy debts with, 
and she knew that they had not above £10,000 more 
in the bank: like most other persons of fashion, they 
were much in debt to their different tradespeople, an_d 
she feai·ed to so large an amount, that when all demands 
we:re settled, they would have but a few hunched pounds 
remaining, for themselves and their young family to 
live on. It has been sa.id before, that Mrs "'\Varner 
was a woman of a kind heart and good sense, both 
which, in her late life of fashion a:i;id folly, had not 
been so apparent as heretofore; the time was now 
arrived for her to exercise the really noble qualities of 
her mind :-instead of fainting, or even weeping over 
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the disaster with which she had just been made ac­

quainted,-she quietly rang the bell, ordered the break­

fast things away, enquired of the footman if his master 

was still at home, and finding he was in the library, 

she put on a smile, and went with the letter open in 

her hand, to the door of the room where her husband 

was, it was locked;-" My love, are y~u here?" said she 

in a cheerful tone of voice ; " yes, my dear, but I am 

writing," replied Mr W. in an unusually hoarse manner. 

"Well, and if you are writing, you can let me come in, 

I want to speak with you," said she: after a little pause, 

the door was unfastened, and she went in. He had 

turned to the window, and she saw his face was pale, 

and that large drops stood on his forehead; she went 

gently to him, and laid her face on his shoulder; "Wil­

liam, I know· of our loss, I will not call it misfortune," 

she whispered; " and I am come to talk over our futurn 

plans of happiness with you."-" Oh, Emma, how can 

you mock me with such language, when you know that 

we have so long been accustomed to an almost princely 

income, and shall not be able now to call a hundred 

pounds our own;" and his manly voice faltered as he 

added, "what ~ father have I proved myself to my poor 

children, since otu- unfortunate increase of property !" 

His wife was rejoiced to hear him speak thus, she hoped 

he would listen calmly to a plan she had hastily thought 

of. " Now," said she, " look at me; no tears have I 

shed, nor shall I, for the loss of our fortune, nor will 

any thing but your grief cause me any; come, let us 

sit down and talk it all over." He looked at her with 

surprise and delight, for-he saw at once tha.t the wretch-

F 
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edness he had felt on her account was useless, as she 
appeared more tha:p. usually kind and cheerful .; he 
kissed her, and they drew their chairs to the fire, to 
converse, having first desired that they should not be 
inte:i;rupted. They talked long and earnestly, and 
formed their future plans before they parted; they had 
just resolved ·to inform the children, when a gentle tap 
at the door announced a little intruder. " MamI,D.a," 
said Emma, who (ready dressed to go out) entered, with 
her mother's permission : " I have been waiting above 
an hour for you to take me a walk ; you promised to 
let me go, if I behaved well, and you told Mary to have 
me ready by one o'clock, and now it is nearly three." 
The little girl's voice trembled as she spoke, more from 
" hope delayed" than from the cold. Her mother drew 
her· towards the fire, kissed her, and said, " if I were to 
disappoint you entirely of your walk, my love, should 
you feel very much vexed?"-" Yes, mamma, I should, 
for I wanted you to be so good as to buy me a new set 
of books, my brothers have torn several of my prettiest 
to pieces this morning, and I do not like to see my 
book-case untidy." The sad picture of extravagance 
among her children that these few words conveyed, 
grieved Mrs Warner extremely; and she felt that, hmv­
evel' lightly she had treated the subject of their altered 
fortune to her husband, that she had much to attend to 
and anange, among her little family, before their habits 
of idleness and extravagance would be conquered. 

Emma was surprised at her mother's silence, and 
now first hoticed that her father sat l~oking at the fire, 
and · took no notice of her; the little girl untied 
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her bonnet, and said, " mamma, are you quite well?" 

- " Yes, my dear, why do you ask ?"- " Because you 

look pale and sorrowful, and are not ready to go o·ut; 

and papa looks so different from himself.'' Mr W. took 

his little girl on his knee, and said, "Emma, I have 

heard some intelligence this morning that has distressed 

me, and your dear mother has been comforting me, and 

trying to convince me that I ought to be rather 1·ejoiced 

than grieved at it; this it is that has prevented her 

from keeping her engagement with you, and this news . 

causes my altered manner, that you have noticed:" 

Emma looked grave, and rather stately, for the idea of 

an engagenient being kept with her, sounded so grand, 

so like the fashionable conversations, which she often 

listened to, that she almost forgot to love and 'admire 

her mother while thinking of her own importance. 

1\1:rs W. watched her countenance,guessed her thoughts; 

and could not forbear smiling as she said, "your papa, 

my love, thinks you womanly enough to make ' engage­

ments,' so I must not be so rude as to break them with­

out apologising to you !"- here Emma laughed, and 

all her little vanity flew away with her mirth, when 

her mother more seriously added, " should you like to 

go and live in the countq' !"- " Oh, yes, yes!"-" Anc 

in a cottage?"-" oh, beyond every thing !"- " A po01·, 

mean cot, with but little nuniture, without servant ·, 

and any of the conveniences that we now enjoy?"­

" Oh d~ar, yes! If I could but belie,e that we should 

really leave this smok , ugly, dirty London, I should 

be so happy! and go a great way into the country, and 

have a tiny cottage and a garden (oh, a garden!) a1 d a 
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cow and poultry-like that happy little girl in ' Mrs 
Leicester's school,' and bees, and a dog, and go out 
in the fields on the soft grass, and never hear the rumb. 
ling of the carts over the stones, and see the sun, and 
gather primroses and blackberries! only I don't know 
what they are; only I've heard Mary say that, when she 
was a girl, and Ii ved at home, in Herefordshire, she used 
to go out with other gfrls to gather them, and nuts too! 
and how nice they were, and how she used to see the 
high hills, and once climbed up the Malvern; oh, I re­
member the name; and I went into the study,andhunted 
all over the maps till I_ found the map of England, 
and there I found the hill she told me of, and I shall 
never forget the name, for I did so want to go up too! 
and then the wind blew so, and the smell of the wild 
flowers came up with it, and she used to be so happy; 
and-oh, how I should like to be happy on that hill 
too -!-and when I read the story of the discontented 

-squirrel, in the dear ' Evenings at home,' how I used 
to think it must be the Malvern hills that he was so 
foolish as to wander away from; and how he deserved 
to be wretched, for leaving such a place! and when I 
see the market carts full of cabbages, I want to see 
how they grow; and always wish to g·o and look at 
the happy cottage gardens where all the vegetables 
come from; and when I go into Covent Garden Market, 
with Mary (for you don't like it, because it is so dirty, 
you say, mamma) I seem as if I would rather live in 
those little low houses, with all the fresh flowers coming 
every day from the beautiful country, than live in our 
Enn1 house : and · oh ! how Mary and I have tried to 
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keep flowers in pots alive and fresh ! but they all look 

black, and wither in a few days, just like those out of 

the ch-awing-room windows : and how I love all my 

books that tell any thing of the country! and-oh, 

mamma, shall we, do tell me~ay we go into a cot­

tage, and be happy?" said the little girl, now fairly out 

of breath with the childish eloquence that had been so 

unexpectedly induced: she flung her arms round her 

mother, and waited, in eager expectation of a reply~ 

" Yes !" said her mother, " now go and tell your bro­

thers." She kissed both her l?arents, and bounding out 

of the room, darted up stairs, and before it appeared 

possible for her to have reached the nursery, the opening 

of the door, and sudden burst of young voices from 

within, told her father and mother of her speed. 

They sat for many minutes after she quitted them 
' 

in silent astonishment, looking at each other; at length 

Mrs Warner said, " that child's extraordinary love for 

the country, I was quite ignorant of till this morning; 

what a state of self-denial and self-control has been her 

existence compared with ours! how innocent have 

been the yearnings of her heart, what an ardent longing 

for the pure pleasures of the country she has shown ; 

how she must have pined for the joys which her simple 

eloquence has pourtrayed, in all their loveliness! how 

culpable have I been, that through my neglect, this 

ruling passion in my little girl, should have been un­

known to me !- If I had any regrets at leaving my 

splendid residence, the knowledge I have gained within 

this half hour, would convert all my sorrow into joy 

what a treasure have I found in my sweet Emma, to 
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cheer the deepest solitude ! To watch the opening of 
such a mind, and such a heart, must be surely one of 
the most delightful employments in the world! Where 
such a love of nature exists, goodness must be found in 
a superior degree!" 

Mr Warner felt the truth of his wife's observations, 
and with a lightened heart prepared to make arrange­
ments for removing his family into the country, whither 
he intended to follow them as soon as he had settled 
his numerous conce1·ns, and prepared his creditors to 
receive the amount of their bills at a futlue time. 

"Good news! good news!" shouted Emma, as she 
dashed open the nursery door, after leaving her parents 
in the library. George, Alfred, and little Edgar were 
rolling over and ·over on the floor, while their nursery­
maids were leaning out of the window, but all turned 
to the joyous voice that burst upon them : " Guess, 
George, what is going to happen; something so de­
lightful!"-" What do you mean, Emma," said he, as 
he got up from the floor like a little glass blower, he 
was so hot and dirty with his game, "are we going to 
Mr Nugent's?"-" Goodness me, I hope not!" said 
Jane; " a fine plague I shall have to g·et you all cool 
and dressed in tim~, for they dine at four o'clock."-
" Something better than gbing to all the Mr Nugents 
in the world," replied Emma; and now the younger 
boys began to be interested, for they could imagine 
nothing beyond the treat that Mr Nugent's invitations 
afforded them; as he was fond of childre1~ and always 
made them happy. "I see you will never gue3s my 
riddle," said Emma, "so I'll tell you : we are going to 
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live in the country in a little cottage, and we are to 

have a garden, and, I believe, bees and a dog; and 

every thin--' in the world that is beautiful and delightful t 

Oh how glad I am t are you not glad too, George ?" -

" Oh yes; and I will keep rabbits, and have a pony, 

and James shall teach me to ride, for he said he would 

when I went on the coach box the other day with him; 

and then I can ride by the side of the carriage when 

Jane and Mary take you and my brothers out."-'' Oh 

we are not to have a carriage, nor horses, nor furniture, 

nor servants, nor conveniences, for mamma said so ; 

but, dear me, I shall not care for that; for we shall have 

papa and mamma with us always, and I can make the 

beds and dress little Edgar, I'm sure, for I have seen 

Mary and Jane do it so often ; and- " Why, miss 

Emma, what in the world is come to you ; one would 

think you had taken leave of your senses t" ex.claimed 

Jane; "where did you pick up this low-lived nonsens 

of your papa and mamma going to leave this beautiful 

house, to live in a nasty filthy Irish cabin of a place, 

"'rith the pigs and things all in the s~me room with you? 

I never heard of such a beggarly fancy in my life; if 

I an't sick to think of it l" Mary was not so shocked; 

he loved her mistress and the children too well to 

leave them, or she would gladly have returned to her 

nati,e village; the smell of the wild flowers stupassed 

all the perfumes of her mistress's toilette cases ; the 

bright sun and s-weet air of her home, refreshed her, 

when her thought , as was often the case, flew back to 

her plea ant hill , while the smoke of the city sur­

rounded her. She was injured, but not poiled, by her 
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1·esidence among London servants; she therefore hoped, but could scarcely believe, that the news which so offended Jane was tn1e. Emma was gentle, and always avoided any contention with the violent servant who had rebuked her ; not so George, who hated her ty­ranny, and always tried to vex and thwatt her. " How dare you contradict my sister?" said he, looking more like a little furnace than even a glass blower ! " I'm sure she knows better than you do, what is going to happen; and I hope, that I do, that when we go in the country, you won't go with us; you nasty, cross, ugly, great creature, you!"-" I'll _cure you of your imperance, mister Sauce box," said the angry Jane, darting at him with the fm-y of a tiger; which the child perceiving, shouted, and kicked, and screamed so loud that he terrified his younger brothers, who though used to such scenes, had never witnessed so mµch rage on both sides; and the outcries and uproar that sud­denly burst out among the children, reached Mrs War­ner's ea{·s, who hmTied up stairs, and stood in the midst of the enraged group for some time unobserved. Find­ing that no accident had caused the drnadful screams, she soon. recovered from her alarm; and seeing there was much to blame somewhere, she resolved to hear the whole of the quarrel. It was quickly and faithfully told by Emma; and Mrs W. felt the pain of self-reproach as she listened to the little girl; "For (she reflected) if I had accustomed myself to be more with my children, this girl's overbearing insolence and tyranny would never have gained the height they now have; nor would the dispositions ·of rny young ones have been injured, 
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and thefr angry passions roused to insult those who 

have the care of them ! Jane," said her mistress, as 

she sat down, " I am astonished that you should pre­

sume to punish my children; if they do wrong, you 

ought to acquaint me with their faults; I am the most 

proper person to conect them." 

" Oh ma'am," said the saucy girl, vexed at being· 

reproved ; " it would be of no use my coming down 

to tell you of the children, when you are engaged with 

company, or gone out; I never see such a set of 1ude 

children ; and if they are to tear my eyes out of my 

head, and I am not to bid them to be quiet, it's a very 

hard case and what I shall not bear; and so ma'am, if 

you please, I shall wish to leave my situation."-" As 

you choose, Jane, only now leave the room;" and her 

usually mild mistress looked so much more stern than 

Jane had ever seen her, that she quitted the nuxsery 

instantly. Mrs Warner was much vexed that this scene 

had passed in the presence of her children, and turning 

to George, who before the girl spoke had looked 

ashamed of himself, she saw him trembling with rage, 

and as soon as the doors closed he burst into a;passion 

of tears, and flinging his head on his mother's lap, he 

sobbed with violence; then trying to speak, he looked 

up in her face and stammered out, "I was-going to 

tell J-J ane that I was sorry for-calling-her such 

names,-but when she- poke-in such a shameful 

rude way-to- ou, mamma, I could not; and now I 

would rather-be punished for a week, than tell her I 

am sorry, but I am, ma1nma; and-I will try never to 

be rude again-but I can't bear Jane!"-" You shall 
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not be exposed to her violence any more, my lov_e," said 
his mot:J-ier, kissing her noble but faulty son; " I .shall give orders that she shall not again come into the nursery while she stays in my house." 

It would be tedious to mention the arrangements that were made before the family could leave London, 
or to follow the increasing impatience of the elder chil­
dren (for William had been sent for from the expensive 
school at which he had ?een placed, that he might 
accompany the happy group ,) ; it will be sufficient to say, that on a fine morning at the end of March, by six 
o'clock, Mrs Warner, Emma, Alfred, and Edgar, found 
themselves inside a Worcester coach ; and Mary the 
servant, William, and George, mounted the outside. 
Every article of luxury, even to Mrs W.'s and her chil-, 
dren's expensive and elegant wardrobe, had been sold; 
simple and serviceable attire had been substituted; and 
the noble-minded woman, who now left her splendid 
residence without a sigh, took with her nothing that 
had adorned her house but her work-table; that favorite 
piece of furniture had been given to her by her hus­
l.mnd in the early days of their married life, before the 
temptations and vanities of wealth had troubled their happy hotus; and this work-table was too valuable as a relic of formei· ·happiness, and as an earnest of futtue comfort, for her to part with it. 

Mrn Warner had an uncle residing at Worcester, and to l1im she had written on their loss of fo1·tune, request­
ing him to enquire for a humble, snug, and cheap cot­
tage in the neighbourhood, that is, within twenty miles 
of that city; and he had succeeded quite to he1· wishes, 
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as far as she could judge by his description of it in his 

letters. He was almost inclined to 1·ejoice at any cause 

that should Lring his niece, of whom he was very fond, 

so near to him ; and she was pleased to think that the 

distance between them would now be so trifling. The 

kind man had insisted on her bringing her young 

family, and staying with him till her new home should 

be ready for her. The children were for many hours 

delighted with the novelty of their situation on thei~ 

jomney, and found incessant subjects of admiration and 

wonder. TowaTds evening, however, and long before 

they arrived at their uncle's, all were tired; and even 

the happy Emma had leaned back in the coach, wea1i.ed 

more with enjoyment than fatigue. At last, the wel­

come sound of the coach rumbling over the pavement 

of the city (welcome to all but Emma, who said it 

reminded her of London too much to give her any 

pleasure), assured them that their long journey had 

ended; and the bustle of the inn yard took place of the 

quietnelin which they had passed the last hotu. Before 

A 
the clatter of the horses' feet had well ceased, a spruce 

waiter, who looked as if all the business in the world 

belonged to him, whisked open the coach door and 

dashed down the steps, to the great terror of Alfred, 

who was gazing out, half awake, at the sudden blaze 

of light that burst upon him from the lamp over the 

gate. The bewildered boy v/ts quickly seiz-ed by the 

vigilant waiter, and jerked from the dark warm coach 

on to the pavement; Emma found herself shivering by 

his side, before she knew that she had left her seat; 

::ind Edgar would have followed as quickly, but he had 
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no intention of suffering any Sl;ch J}reathless work; fox he screamed in evident alarm at the new scene before . him; his mother's soothings were vain, while that ter-1·ific waiter stood ready to snatch him from her, and hurry him away, as his brothers and sister had aheady been carried from his sight. Mary, however, by this time had fortunately alighted from the roof, and now came to supply the place of the dreaded waiter; then came the benevolent Mr Clare (the good uncle), with his servant to carry luggage: and after kind' How d'ye do's, had been exchanged, and the packages collected, Mr C. hurried them all to his hospitable residence, where every arrangement had been made for the com­fort of his expected guests, that he and his faithful housekeeper could think of. A large low room with a blazing :fire and a clean hearth; a sofa, capacious enough to have accommodated another groupe besides themselves; the tea things set ready, with a little mountain of bread and butter for the younger travel­lers, who Mrs Mudge justly supposed would ~e quite 1·eady to attack it: all these 'comforts awaited the tired young .ones and their more wearied mother, ·who turned a face of smiles and tears to meet the cordial embrace of her kind relative, as he welcomed her to his home. '' And now, my dears," said the gay and gentle creature, anxious to drive away his niece's sorrow, " Come and introduce yourselves to me; we have no ceremony here. You, sir, are William, I suppose; come, a good hearty shake of the
1

hand, if you please-that's well; now help your mother off with her cloak, my dear boy, while I introduce myself-for I see they are bashful-to the 
l!J 
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others." Emma long·ed to run up to her relative and 

kiss him, but her natural timidity prevented her from 

advancing above a step or two ; she stopped and smiled, 

but that smile was enough ; he knew too much of 

human natlue, not to see at once that her disposition 

was excellent, and he caught her to his breast with 

delight. " This kiss is for ymu likeness to your mother, 

and this, and this for yourself, my darling Emma-you 

see I know your name: bring that little stool, and 

come and sit by my large old-fashioned chair. George, 

my boy, you must not think yourself too much of a n1an_ 

to be kissed ; for you, too, are like your dear 1nother, 

and must suppose that she owns the kiss, if you don't 

like it; but we shall be better acquainted I see, for you 

look as if you would manage a pony well, and I have 

one that will try your courage. Eh! where are the tiny 

ones?"-" Mary has taken them into the kitchen, to 

give the poor little pretty tired souls their supper, sir," 

said the attentive Mrs Mudge, who had been bustling 

about the prep_arations for tea, and now offered to assist 

Mrs Warner, with all the respect and yet freedom of 

manner, that persons in her situation so often possess. 

This refreshing meal over, and the children in bed, 

Mrs W. and her warm-hearted relative drew their chairs 

to the fire, in order to talk over the plans that had been 

hastily formed in London. "How soon do you expect 

my good nephew to join his family, my dear," said 

Mr C.-" Oh, I fear not this month; his arrangements 

will not allow of his leaving· London before, if even so 

soon as the beginning of May."-" Then I suppose I 

must become papa till he anives; and order, and anange, 
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and manage, to the best of my poor abilities, at your 
cottage; we must have a gardener to put the place in 
order ; and we must buy a few chairs and tables, and all 
those sorts of things, you know; and-" "Oh, my 
dear uncle ! you surely forget that our altered fortunes 
will require that we use the utmost prudence and eco­
nomy in oui- little cot, and all that belongs to it; I of 
course expect that it will be very, very lowly, not to 
say wTetchedly mean; indeed it cannot be otherwise, 
at the extremely moderate rent of ten pounds a year! 
but I am prepared for privations, and have been con­
tinually striving to bend my mind to bear them pa­
tiently ever since I heard of our loss ; I have already 
told you so much of my altered views of happiness, my 
dear uncle, in the many letters which I have sent you, 
that little more remains to relate: if I am blessed with 
health and stJ:ength, although I shall be ~erribly awk­
ward at first in my new situation, from my total igno­
Tance of nual economy a~d domestic management, I 
still confidently hope that I shall overcome all diffic~l­
ties; for my will is good, and I am neither too old nor 
too stupid to learn."-" Bless you, my good Emma! 
doubt not that with such a disposition, you would be 
cheerful in a more uncomforable abode than that to 
which you are going; with such a husband and such 
children, you must-you will be happy."-" And with 
such an uncle," tenderly added Mrs W., "believe me, I 
do not fear it!"-" Pooh, pooh! an old man's only fit 
to sit at home in his arm chair, and smoke his pipe, and 
think of those he loves, and keep out of every body's 
way," 1·eplied he, half serious, half jocular; and the 
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little sigh that escaped him, convinced lVIrs W. that he 

felt one of the bitterest sensations which attends sensi­

tive old age, the consciousness of being no longer useful; 

but she resolved to make him happy, by letting· him 

feel that he was absolutely necessary to the comfort of 

herself and her little family . All she feared was, that 

his liberal heart would induce him to expend more of 

his income upon her family, than she could feel happy 

in receiving; and she resolved to 1·estrict his generosity 

by resolutely refusing his assistance, if he should acld 

any presents towards the embellishment of her little 

dwelling. 
It was soon arranged that if the morning should be 

fine, a post chaise should be hired to convey Mr Clare, 

Mrs Warner, and the three eldest children, to see their 

new residence; some objection had been made by Mrs 

W. to the useless expense of a post chaise; but Mr C. 

was decided, and she was obliged to give way. At an 

early hour all the family were in bed, where the travel­

lers slept soundly, recruited their strength, and by seven 

o'clock on the following morning, the usually quiet w~si­

dence of Mr Clare resounded with the joyous voice of 

the happy children, all up and exploring, and wondering 

at the old-fashioned furniture which had been in their 

uncle's family, unaltered, for a century; it was so unlike 

the modern elegance by which they had been always 

surrounded, that many of the articles were a complete 

puzzle to them; and 1Vlrs Mudge, while trudging about 

and dusting the bright and cumbrous masses of dark, 

carved mahagany, v{as continually appealed to for the 

names. A triangular shaped stand, bound with a broad 
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brass band, too low for a table, and too heavy for any · 
one of them to lift, first engaged their attention. 
" P1·ay, Mrs Mudge, what can this very odd thing be,'' 
asked Emma. " That, my dear? aye, I dare say you 
never saw such a useful thing in your grand house in 
London, where you had butlers, and footmen, and 
coachmen, and what not, to wait upon you; why that, 
my love, is a celleret, it is to hold the wines and spirits 
that are in use (this did not explain much!); it is lined 
with lead to keep the wine cool; my master has the 
key, or I would -show you; but at dinner time, when 
I get the cider out, you can look in." This was a very 
strange piece of furniture, but soon another attracted 
George's notice, which was more comical still: three 
round flat pieces of mahogany, one above the other, the 
top piece taller than vVilliam; a pole through the 
middle of them, and resting on three feet ! and when 
he touched these little tables, they moved round and 
round, to his great delight. " What is this, Mrs 
Mudge," said he.-" Ah, that saves rp.e many and many 
a step, my dear; why he's my fellow servant, only 
he don't keep up any conversation (the children looked 
at each other); it's called a ~umb waiter." Here 
they all burst into a shout of laughter, which was so 
hearty and so long continued, that the bustling old 
lady seemed astonished and delighted at the power she 
possessed of causing so much mirth; and stood with 
her duster in her hand, and her arm on the high side­
board, chuckling with as much delight as if this funny 
name had been as new to her, as it was to her merry 
compan10ns. " Oh, a dumb waiter," said George; and 
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another peal of laughter.- " A waiter, where?" said 

little Alfred, peeping in half terrified, as the remem­

brance of the brisk person at the inn door came across 

him, but encouraged by the laughter to hope for some­

thing more agreeable with the same name; "is that 

a waiter?"- " Yes, a dumb one," said William, " and 

he is deaf too, and can't snatch you out of the coach as 

your friend did last night ;" and then a more violent 

shout of mirth brought their uncle among them, in his 

flannel morning gown and red slippers; his :fine bald 

head unpowdered, and shining with the effects of soap 

and hard rubbing. "Hey day! what a rosy set of 

cheel-s; what a grand uproar; what's the matter? tell 

me, for I love a laugh."- "The ch-oll dumb waiter," 

said Emma. He soon conjectured the truth, and joined 

as merrily in their renewed shout, as if he had been as 

much entertained by it as his little relatives were. 

" Well, but I have more ctuiosities to show you, my 

dears. I little thought that these venerable, old, quiet 

looking pieces of furniture, that have never before 

caused a smile, would afford such men·iment; for I 

could not suppose that such useful things would be 

new to you. Look here," added Mr Clare, taking a 

small, bright, strangely-shaped key out of his waistcoat 

pocket, and going into the little hall; " here is a 

musical clock," and he put the key into a keyhole by 

the side of the case, and wound it up.-" Hark !" said • 

little Alfred, "that i the noise, only a great deal 

louder, that papas watch makes, which plays such 

pretty tune~. Oh, but I like this a great deal better," 

added he, as the clock, which was really a yery good one, 
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struck up the fin~ martial air,' Buonaparte's march.' " "How much it is like an oTgan," said William. "Yes, but how much betteT I love the sweet little watch!" said Emma; " I often used to think that, if I could hear one in an arbour, all oveTgrown with pleasant­smelling :flowers, in a summer's day, with tall trees a great way above me, and bees and lambs near me, that I should fancy a fairy was playing me a pretty tune ; and I somehow think that I could almost believe in fairy tales!" and she looked as serious as if she ought to believe in them. " You foolish creature," said Wil­lia¥!, "the next thing I suppose yo1t wo1tld believe in, would be witches, as one of the boys at oui· school does; but then, poor fellow! h~ has only been at Mr Byrne's one half year, and before that he was at a school above a hundred miles from London, where they are still so ignorant and stupid as to think that there certainly are witches!"-" Let us listen to this pretty waltz, and we will talk about these things when we get to our dear cottage," said Emma, for she fearnd her uncle would think them ;rude to be talking, while he was engaged for their amusement. • 
At this moment, however, they heard Mrs vVarner's room door open, and she came down among the happy group ,, just as the waltz was concluded. " Good morn­ing!" '' good morning!" was heard from eve1-y mouth; and "how have you slept, my dear?'' enquired the affectionate Mr Clare. " Oh, exceedingly well, and I fear too 'long, .for I have _ kept you waiting, my dear uncle."-" Not a moment.-· I have been but a very few minutes out ,of my room; these young rogues, however, 
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stopped 1ue by their mii-th from g·oing to feed the 

pigeons, which I always do before I eat my own 

breakfast; but you make the tea, my good niece ; Mra 

Mudge, let us have a famous pot of coffee.-! bate all 

the new fangled inventions, Emma; the percolators, 

and muslin bags, and urns, and stuff: I like a plain, 

old fashioned pot for my coffee; I hope you like it too!" 

-" Oh yes, my dear sir," replied she. "Well then, I'll 

take the young ones to see my pigeons feel, and be back 

in five minutes. Mrs Mudge, remember the coffee!'' 

and away they all went, into the back yard, to see new 

wonders. As they passed the kitchen window, they 

saw little Edgar, sitting· on Mary's knee, eating a huge 

breakfast of bread and milk. " Oh, he must come to 

see the pigeons, uncle, if you please;" said Emma. 

" Yes, to be sure ; Mrs Mary, br · ng the little fellow 

out." 
Al~ond tumblers, pouters, dragons, and fantails came 

flocking round M1· Clare, thougb with evident shyness 

of the little troop who were with him. Emma admired 

, the fantails ; '· they looked so meek,'' she said; but 

when, on a signal from heT uncle, they all took flight, 

glancing in the bTight sun-light, wheeling gracefully 

among the neighbouring chimnies ; and when, finally , 

the fouT almond tumblers darted up above the others, 

and then tumbled over and over in the air, they all 

gave the preference to these singular birds, and Tan in 

to tell tbeiT 1nother of theiT delight. 

Mrs Mudge had every thing· prepared for them; and 

as soon as they had breakfasted, the boy Joseph was 

sent for a post chaise, and they soon found themselves 
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on the Malvern road, with the beautiful hills to their left, clear and bright, and looking absolutely as if they rejoiced in the cheerful air of this lovely spring morn­
ing. Emma stood leaning out of the window, and said not a word, when her mother, who had been talking to her uncle and had not noticed her, at last spoke to her, and found she was weeping. "My love, whafis the matter with you?"-" Oh, nothing, mamma, dear mamma, only I am so happy, and so fond of looking at those beautiful hills, and so glad that we are going to live in /the country!" - "And do you know the name of those favourite hills, Emma?"-" No, mamma, but they are more delightful than any that we saw on our journey yesterday."-" They are yo1u· and Mary's old friends, the Malvern hills, and that fine broad shoulder nearest to us is, I doubt not, the part which she went up, and her account of which pleased you so much, while you were in London. I determined not to tell 

you where we intended ~olive, and desired Mary to be secret also, that your suq:n·ise might be the greater; her native village is not above three miles from the spot which your good uncle has chosen for ou1: residence, and she will thus have frequent opportunities of seeing her parents, and of scrambling up the heights that she so admires." 

The little gfrl's joy was quite touching when she heard this delightful news, and she kissed her mother with grateful affection, for thinking of her pleasure in the choice of a situation for the future residence of the family. " And pray have you nothing to say to me?" said her uncle, who had been an interested spectator 
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of the whole scene ; I chose the spot; I was in the se­

cret; and kept it too, as well as Mary.';-" Oh, yes, 

dear uncle, I do love you very much ;-more than I 1 

think I ought to let you know."-" Why, you young 

gipsy?" said he, laughing, and patting· her blushing 

cheek. " For fear you should think me 1~ude and trou­

blesome," replied she. " Bless your good and gentle 

soul, my darling child!" said the gratified old gentle­

man, " you are not likely to be rude or troublesome ; 

and while you continue as you are, you will be too 

likely to draw me entirely away from Worcester, to the 

sweet solitude of Fairview cottage."-" Fairview cot­

tage !" exclaimed 1\!Irs Warner, in alarm ; " my dear 

sir, our future cottage is, I trust, not honoured with a 

name ! - such an humble abode as this," said she, 

pointing to a little, mean-looking, untidy tenement, 

which they were passing·,-" is the sort of place I ex­

pected to occupy, and which I have always pictured to 

myself."-" No: here we are ;-all right!" said-he to 

the driver, who looked back., to ascertain if he was to 

draw up to an elegant cottage, on the right hand side, 

about a hundred yards from the little hut which 1Ylrs 

W. had just noticed. "To.m Tyly guessed that we were 

coming here; 'tis not the first ti1ne he has set me down 

at this little gate, I assure you. Come, my dear ones ! 

welcome home ! heaven bless you, and grant you 1nany, 

many years of comfort in your cottage ! Come, give 

me your hand,-let me help you out of the chaise," 

added he, raising his voice ; for they all seemed bewil­

dered, particularly Mrs W., who sat still, overcome 

,vith a variety of feelings . " Ten pounds a yeab" 
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thought she, " fo1ty pounds would not be too much to 
pay for the rent of this tasteful, little abode !-how 
could my uncle so deceive us ?-how shall I venture to 
find fault with his choice, and vex him by refusing to 
live in the house which he has chosen! and yet I must!" 
-" Then you will not even look at your cot, Mrs War­
ner?'' said her happy uncle, pretending to look serious, 
yet trying to keep from smiling; " we all wait yom· 
good pleasure, madam." She felt almost ovei·come by 
the unexpected appearance of the house, and could 
hardly answer the observations of Mr C. as she at last 
gave him her hand, to assist her from the chaise. 

"Return in two hours, Tom," said he to the cfriver; 
and they entered the pretty shrubbery gate. A winding 
walk among lovely, vigorous, young trees of different 
kinds, just buTSting their velvet buds, and springing 
into leaf, led them to the entrance door, with a neat, 
green-painted, latticed viranda, covered with various 
climbing, and sweet-smelling plants, trained ready for 
their summer beauty. Opposite to the door, a pretty 
lawn gradually sloped down to the road, and admitted 
a noble view of the magnificent range of hills, with the 
pretty, scattered, white houses, belonging to the pictu­
resque to1,vn of Great Malvern, lying at the foot of the 
hills. A garden, well walled, was on one side of the 
house, and a :field for a cow on the other; and behind 
was a spacious yard, with the usual buildings round it. 
They were all silent, from astonishment at the different 
appearance of the cottage from that which they had 
expected to see. Mr Clare, enjoying their surprise, 
knocked at the door, which was immediately opened 

DJ 

curt 

beo 
hap 

oit 

au~ 

out 

the' 
the 

that 

(( 



TOWN AND COUNTRY. 
119 

by a smiling, neat-looking woman, who dropped a 

curtsey, saying, " I was not quite sure that you would 

be over to-day, sir; but, as it is so fine, I thought, may­

hap, you would b1-ing madam; and so I have made a 

bit of fire in the best parlour; and the beds are all aired, 

and the windows are all open, as you desired,-and­

but please to walk in, ma'am," said she, throwing open 

the" best parloilr" door, and dusting, with her apron, 

the brown holland covered seats of the tasteful chairs 

that stood round the room. All was elegant, though 

plain; the apartment was completely furnished; even 

to a beautiful and fine toned piano. 

" 1\'Irs Dobson, the fine keen air from the hills will 

make us hungry ; you must let us have something to 

keep u 'C alive till we get back; in about half an hour, 

I should think, my dear niece, we may be able to dis­

patch one of Mrs Dobson's chickens, eh?"-" Certainly, 

any thing you please; you aTe the magician of this en­

chanted spot, my dear sir, and yre must obey your 

wishes/' replied she, trying to smile. " Come then, 

we will explore the other parts of the magic dwelling," 

said he, gaily ; and away they all trooped into the 

bi·eakfast room, which was also to be the dining· parlour, 

where a side-board, and every thing convenient and neat 

was arranged; then the kitchens, four airy bed rooms, 

· nd two attics, cellar, and outhouses : all was complete. 

" Now, my dears, go and see if you_ can find your 

1nother some primroses and violets under the hedges in 

the field, and rettffll to us in about a quarter of an hour; 

I want to consult with her respecting the house; and 

away they all scampered. " Well, my dear niece," 
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said Mr C., as they re-entered the little drawing room, 
which was called, by Mrs Dobson, "the best parlo*r," 
have I suited your views, have I pleased you in my 
choice of a cottage?"-" My dear uncle," said Mrs W., 
" I am quite at a loss for words to express my sorrow 
at the sad mistake that has been made! the rnnt of this 
elegant little abode (now I see that it is furnished, and 
so tastefully too) must be, at least, seventy or eighty 
pounds a year; and you must know that--" 

" Yes, yes, my good Emma, I know all that your 
prudence would suggest; but now listen to me, and do 
not interrupt me :-twenty years agQ, your father as­
sisted me with £1000 to start me in business (ah, poor, 
dear Joseph ! he was a generous and worthy man, and 
a kind brother!) trade flourished ;-I acquired sufficient 
prope1·ty to enable me not only to live comfortably, 
but splendidly, had I been so inclined; and about the 
time of your marriage I was thinking of giving up my 
trade, and going to London, to live near you, whom I 
had always loved; I have not a soul on earth to love 
but yourself, for your father's death deprived me of my 
other only relative. Before I could get my affairs set­
tled, however, so as to share my wealth with you, I 
heard of your great increase of fortune, by the death of 
Mr Warner's cousin; and then supposing, that ~th 
such a princely income you could not require any of 
mine, and knowing that the company of an old fellow, 
like myself, would not be desirable to the fashionable 
folks who frequented your grand house, I considered 
that I should do a wiser tbing hy remaining in my _old 
abode, and contenting myself with wishing you happy 
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at a distance. Well, time hung heavily on my hands ; 

I had been used to an active life, and l took it into my 

head, some years since, to buy a few acres of land, build 

a pretty cottage on it; and let it, or live in it, as I might 

decide. This neighbourhood is so much admired and 

frequented, that my little ' Fairview' has been let to 

respectable families every summer. Your loss of pro­

perty, which J consider the most fortunate circumstance 

that could have happened, for you, your family, and 

myself,-made me think of and adopt a plan, which I 

immediately put in practice; it was to settle this cot­

tage on you, and then invite you to come and live in it, 

to be near me: you, however, to my great delight, sent 

to request I would seek for a little, lowly place ; and 

thus I was enabled to keep my secret, and to surp1·ise 

you, as I have done to-day :-and now tell me if you can 

like your new home; and if you can let a fond old uncle 

(who hates a crowd of hollow-hearted fashionables) come 

sometimes and see the sweetest sight in natui-e - a 

lovely and excellent woman, who has escaped, without 

a blemish, from the contagion of splendid folly, devoted 

to the welfare and happin.ess of a worthy husband and 

engaging children ?" 
Mrs Warner was too much agitated to say a.11 she 

felt, at this beautiful specimen of generous affection· 

she could only smile through her tears, and tell hi1n 

she almost envied him his feeljngs ! however she soon 

recovered sufficiently to say to him that the happiness 

he had bestowed would be incomplete, if he did not 

come and share their lovel) solitude, by residing en ­

tirely with them. " No, my lo,e, no !" replied he · 

G 
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" those who are in the ponstant enjoyment of blessings, are apt to grow cool tow~rds them, and to forget that 
they are blessings; but one of the greatestme1·cies of this 
life is the anticipation of happiness: and this anticipa­
tion will be always in my power to enjoy, if I visit you 
whenever I feel inclined to give myself a treat."­
" How I long," exclaimed Mrs Warner, " to tell my beloved husband of your goodness, my dear uncle! but 
here come the young ones, with their hands full of those placid-looking primroses, and 

" The dear violets, 
That steal their scent from heaven." 

The chilch-en were all delighted with their new resi­dence; William longed to begin gardening; he had had a little garden at school, and he liked it so well, 
that he fancied no pleasure could equal that of sowing, planting, digging, weeding, &c.; his mother was pleased 
that his taste had shown its elf in so sweet, so useful, 
and so innocent an occupation; and she told him that he should be instructed in the necessary parts of the 
art, and then she hoped to eat no vegetables, nor fruit, but of his growing. He looked quite pleased at this observation, and he told his mother that he had read 

several books on gardening, of Mr. Byrne's, but that 
one of the boys had lent him a nice little book, called "Adam Stock, the little Gardener," which had taught 
him so much ; and it was written in such an easy man­ner, that he could under&tand every word. "Indeed!" 

said his mother," I should like much to see it. "-"Oh, 
you would be pleased with it, mamma; and Mrs Stock 
was so like you ;-at least the book seems so true that 
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I cannot help thinking' I knew and saw all the family; 

and then Adam was such a capital fellow, and Mr 

Stock was so clever in gardening, and so kind, that I 

am sure I never liked a book so much ; and-how I 

wish that you would try and get it for us! I think 

Emma would be pleased with it too;· for there is a 

little girl in it, just about her age, her name is Bella, 

and she is Adam's sister-and-" " Why, Will, I 

have not heard you say so much since you came to 

Worcester," said his uncle; who always watched every 

word the chilch-en spoke, _in order to judge of their 

characters : he was pleased with the youth's eagerness, 

and said, " I'll take care that you shall have your fa­

vou1·ite little book, my boy, if it is to be procured; I'll 

give my booksellers in London ordei·s to send it down 

as soon as possible."· 
All this time they had been regaling themselves with 

tongue and fowl, and beautiful cider, and wine, with 

which the thoughtful and kind Mr Clare had stocked 

the cellar. " Here comes Tom Tyley ," said George; 

and they were quickly on the road to Worcester again. 

" Oh, uncle, what beautiful, large, tall chm·ch is that?'' 

said Emma, directing his attention to one on which the 

last crimson beams of the setting sun were shining·, 

with extraordinary brilliancy. "That is our fine cathe­

dral ; and before you go to Fairview cottage again 

you she,ll all go and see the inside of it, and hear the 

organ, and the boys sing; and I must take you to Flight 

and Barr's china manufactory; and you must look at 

a very favourite old building of mine, called ' E dgar 

Tower;' and- "1\1:y dear sir," said Mrs W. "you have 

G2 
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named treat enough to last us a month, and I hope 'Ye 
shall remove to our beautiful cottage in less than a 
week." - " Well then, the dear children must often 
come over to see me, and I will endeavour to amuse 
them as well as I can."-" Oh, thank you, uncle, thank 
you !" exclaimed the young ones. " Here's the inn," 
said George," where our Alfred was so 'frightened with 
that ' Billy Bustle' of a waiter; and here is my uncle's 
house; and Mrs Mndge, with her clean white apron 
on; and Alfred's goodnatured little face; and there's 
Mary and Edgar, I declare !"-" "\Vell, Miss Emma, 
said Mary, as she came smiling, to assist her out of the 
chaise, " so you have seen the pretty hills that I told 
you off are they not beautiful?-how well I kept my 
mistress's secret!"-" Oh, Mary, I am the happiest little 
girl in the world, I do think !-_ Now I hope that when 
we go to live at ' Fairview cottage,' that mamma will 
give you a week's holiday, to go and see your friends, 
for lYirs Dobson can do your work, I dare say."-" Oh 
dear, Miss, are we going to Jive at that beautiful cot­
tage? oh, I know it well; and Mrs Dobson too! she is 
my mother's sister- my own aunt! and your dear 
mamma told me, l}efore we came from London, that I 
should go home for a week :-la ! miss Emma, I am 
as happy as you are !" 

The cathedral was the only sight which they went 
to see before their removal from Worcester. The enor­
mous size of the building astonished the children, 
when they drew near to it; and they wondered,-as 
many others have done,-how man's ingenuity could 
erect ~o vast an edifice; and Emma said to George, that 
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when she saw so many buildings as London contained, 

and when she looked at this huge place, and then 

thought of the numbers besides that England had in 

it, she wondered that the earth .was not exhausted 

(emptied was her word) of all its stone, and clay, and 

slates! Georg·e had not thought on the subject before; 

but he did not fail to think very steadily, for a whole 

rninute, after his sister's observation. These children, 

excepting William, haJ never been inside of a church, 

so that the delight which Emma and George felt, on 

entering the magnificent structure, may be imagined. 

Emma crept to her mother's side, and whispered, "how 

glad I am, that I never saw the inside of any of the 

churches in London, with only Jane and Mary; how 

grateful I feel, dear mamma, that I am with you, in this 

w-0nderful place!" Her mother pressed the little girl's 

hand, and told her, that one of her father's wishes was 

already accomplished, in her evident delight at the stu­

pendous building. "I ~ish he was here, mamma, to see 

how pleased I am: who built it?"-" The Roman Catho­

lics, a long time ago; but you cannot understand the 

term Roman Catholic yet; go now, and admire the 

beautiful stained glass window; when we get settled in 

our dear cottage, subjects relating to religion, and many 

many others, that yotu little enquiring mind longs to _ 

understand, shall be talked of between us, whenever I 

have leisure." " Oh, thank you, thank you, dear, kind 

mamma ! how very glad I am that we have left Lon­

don!" said she, as she hastened away to join her brothers, 

who called her to look at an old monument, and a 

figure sculptured (that is, cut in stone or marble) with 
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chain armour over it. All, of course, were at a loss to understand it, and the~other kindly left the exqui­site monument of Bishop Hlud, which she and Mr 
Clare were admiring, to explain the subject of their wonder. "The man whom this figure represents/' said she, " was a wanior, and lived in the times when all who went to war_ were covered with annour, to save them from the sword cuts and lances of their enemies; and this strange looking net work which appears to fit his body and head so closely, is made to imitate the cltain armour, which at one time was very much used; it was composed of links of steel, ~nterwoven with each other ; and although heavy enough to weigh one of us to the earth, was considered lighter and more commo­dious than any other armour; as it yielded to the mo­tions of the body, and was less dangerous when struck by a violent assailant. I should think a joust or tourna­ment, must have been a most imposing and interesting sight, where the combatants as well as their horses, all wore this easy pliant defence," added she, tmning to Mr Clare, " the graceful movements of the knights could never have been hidden; but those still breast­plates, and uncouth coats of mail, that preceded the use of the chain armour, are my abhonence; they must have disguised even the most noble figure: a man could only look as if h~ were made of iron." The chil­dren longed to hear more about jousts and tou1naments, and their mothe1· promised to tell them all she knew, at some future time : just then, the fine sound of the organ bun;t fortlr{the persons belonging to the cathe­dral were assembling for morning prayers) the rich, full 
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tones rolled over their heads, and dispersed at the far­

ther end of the building, like clouds of smoke, and 

more and more still followed, filling the vast structtue 

with its awful grandeur ; then the plaintive voice of 

the " minor canon," reading the lessons, came floating 

to them as they stood, in mute delight, in the outer 

part, or nave of the building; and the echo, the distance, 

the gentle chanting toneiri which he read, seemed so like 

the voice of prayer, that all were affected by it: it was 

soothing. Then the young voices of the chorister boys, 

aided by the organ's softest tones, breathed out a chaunt 

so tender, so bewailing, so sublime, that tears rolled 

down the cheeks of the enraptured Emma, and her 

sensitive mother.;fE The cold air chilled the whole party, 

however ; and they turned to quit the church, after 

receiving a promise from their uncle that they should 

visit the cathedral, whenever they came from " Fair­

view" to see him. As they passed the ranges of tombs 

where sculptured knights lay, silent, grim, and old, Mrs 

Warner could not forbear reminding Mr Clare of that 

exquisite verse of the poet Keats, in his poem, "The 

Eve of St Agnes:" 

" The sculptur'd dead, on each side seem'd to freeze, 

Emprison'd in black purgatorial rails : 

Knights, ladies, praying in dumb orat'ries, 

He passeth by; and his weak -pirit fails, 

To think how they may ache in icy hoods and mails. 

" Ah," thought Emma, " how I long to talk to mamma 

at otu pretty cottage! I will ask her, one of the :first 

* To tho e who ha,e daily heard the task, the drudgery of the cathedral, 

this picture may appear overdrawn ; but it is true, and is taken from 

nature. 
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things, to tell me the whole of that poem; for though 
I do not quite understand all of it, I soon should with 
mamma's explanations; I am sure I should like it, for 
it sounds almost like music, the words seem so soft; 
and mamma's voice sounds so sweet while she repeats 
them !"-Mrs W. a~d her uncle having mentioned 
Keats, a subject so interesting to them both, they 
talked of his beautiful works with delight; and of his 
sorrows and his early grave with regret, till they reached 
home. Emma lost not a word; and her future love for 
good poetry, she always traced to her :first visit to Worcester cathech-al. 

Mrs Warner wrote to her husband on their retm·n 
from Fairview, and in two days had the comfort of re­
ceiving a letter from him; in which he told her, that 
he hoped to arrange his affau:s so as to be with his 
dear ones, and his worthy uncle, in less than a fortnight; 
that he found his creditors willing to give him time to 
pay his bills; for they all made the distinction between 
those cruel spendthrift men, who run in debt without 
the means or wish to pay their unfortunate trades­
people; and a hard case like that of Mr Warner, who 
had been robbed by a villain of his property, and 
thereby rendered unable to pay them. l\frs W. wished 
to be quite settled in her beautiful abode, before the 
arrival of her husband ; and therefore begged her good 
uncle to spare her sooner than had been arranged ; he 
could make J.?O objection, and in three more days they 
all found themselves at home. A week was given to 
.lVIary, who went to her native village; and by the time 
she returned the family was settled; her m~ster had 
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arrived, and the regular habits of this now quiet and 

domestic family, had been so well arranged, that they 

soon found their new mode of life more delightful than 

they had even anticipated, and that is saying much ; 

for all persons (children as well as those who are ad­

vanced in life) ever enjoy those schemes of happiness 

the least, from which they have allowed themselves to 

expect most pleasure. Emma so loved her mother, 

that she would have been her very shadow, ever at her 

side; had not Mrs Warner appointed hours for study, 

which her good sense convinced should be kept free 

from all intenuptions. William's exceeding fondness 

for ga1·dening increased; his father also, who having 

always lived in London, knew little or nothing of the 

practical part (that is, the working, or real practice), 

caught some of his son's delight; and they used to dig, 

and plant, and sow, and weed, and rake together during 

several hours in every day. They soon had the assist­

ance of that very delightful, useful, entertaining·, and 

unpretending little work, ' Adam Stock,' and found it 

of real service in their pleasant occupation. Mr War­

ner had a taste for Botany, but which had been confined 

to reading; now he found unceasing delight in pur­

suing it practically; the children evidently possessed 

a similar taste, and this fresh sotuce of amusement 

heightened the enjoyment of their delicious walks. 

The summit of Malvern was soon explored; and the 

exquisite specimens of mountain flowers which they 

there obtained to add to their' Hortus Siccus,' made it 

their favourite ramble, or rather scramble. This being 

their first attempt at botanising and preserving speci-

G 3 
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mens, one book served for all of them ; for Alfred, and 
even little Edgar, sometimes fbund a fresh plant which 
they brought to be gummed in to this family preserva­
tory. But a more regular plan was to be adopted for 
the next summer ; they were each, that is, Papa, Wil­
liam, and E mma, to have a separate 'Hortus Siccus,' 
which was to be made of the laxgest sized white blot­
ting paper: they also discovered a better and less diHi­
cult plan for preserving their plants, that is, by pasting 
or gumming narrow sli1Js of paper (perhaps two to each 
specimen), across the stalks. Mr Clare had not for­
gotten George's pony, but he had delayed to send it in 
order to purchase a low fo1u--wheeled ph~ton, which 
the animal was to draw; for he knew that the little 
boy would be better pleased to partake with the whole 

. of his family, the agreeable rides which the addition of 
this carriage would afford them. One afternoon, then, 
in the middle of June, as they were all amusing them­
selves on the lawn, Mr W. lying on the grass reading 
' The Months' aloud to his wife, who was working; 
William and George endeavouring to subdue some 
stubborn boughs between two of the shrubbery trees, 
in order to construct a fairy bower for Emma, who 
stood by directing their labours, and hoping for suc­
cess; Alfred and Edgar watching with untired delight 
the tiny dabblings and vain-glorious scratchings of a 
brood of du·cks, and another of chickens, in two coops, 
which had been brought for safety from the poultry 
yard : the whole party heard the sound of wheels, and 
looking up, saw that a chaise stopped at the gate, 
though the trees were too thick for them to discern 
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their visitor. All form and ceremony had been dis­

missed from the minds of Mr and Mrs W . when they 

left London (the place where fo1·m and ceremony should 

only exist), Mary, therefore, was not summoned to go 

the gate, neither we1·e all the chilchen suffered to flock 

1·ound, that they might stare; vulgarity was as much 

shunned as the absurd restraints of etiquette. Mr and 

Mrs W. knew that whoever the person might be, he 

came to visit them; therefore, with true politeness 

and simplicity of manner, they went together to wel­

come their guest ; and most sincerely did they welcome 

- him, for it was their dear good friend Mr Clare, who 

had driven his little present over, to take them by sur,. 

prise. The well-known and hearty voice of their uncle 

was quickly recognised by the children, who came 

trooping down the walk to greet him. " Oh, what a 

beautiful pony! oh, what a delightful chaise ! How 

the brass work on the harness shines ! what a long mane 

and tail! Is this the little pony that my uncle talked 

to you about, on the fust evening we came to W orces­

ter, George?" and twenty other questions and excla-

mations passed in a breath ! 

"Where are you, George," said Mr C. at last. " I 

have brought you your pony; I dare say you thought 

I had _forgotten the promise I made you ; but, till old 

age shall have impaired my memory, you will find I 

shall not forget that which I pass my word for: the 

truth is, I thought I should run the 1·isk of spoiling a 

good generous disposition by making it selfish, if I gave 

you a pony that one alone could ride; but that if I 

added a chaise to it," (with that nursery conveyance, a 
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dickey, added he, smiling and looking at Mrs W.) 
"several of the family could enjoy themselves at once. 
Don't interrupt me yet," said he, seeing that all were 
going to pour out their thanks ; " I do not know how 
you will manage, my dear nephew, as you keep no 
man nor boy, and that puzzled me as I came along; 
for I should be sorry to interfere with your domestic 
arrangements, or to offer you a present that will be 
'more plague than profit,' you know: so now, what is 
to be done?"-· " First let us thank you, my dear sir, for 
unceasing -kindness, and for this beautiful present (the 
children failed not to shew their gratitude, in their own 
sincere and joyous manner); "Now, walk in, and let 
us consult at our leisure."-" No, no! we will stay out 
on the lawn, I long to see your ducks and chickens; I 
hope you are a careful nurse, Emma," added he, patting 
her on the head. Mr W. consulted a minute or two 
with his wife, and then said, "You know, my good 
friend, that it is my object to make my boys useful; we 
all find the benefit, as well as pleasure, of being of 
service in the family; and I do not see why we should 
not, among us, take the charge of the chaise and pony; 
George, though young, is strong and active; fearless 
and gentle; therefore he is well calculated to have the 
care of his pretty little horse; William will, I know, 
assist him; and I will 'brush up' all my jockeyship, 
in order to instruct them. I certainly do not feel jus­
tified in going to any other expense than the keep of 
the pony; for--" " Oh, do not be anxious on that 
head; I do not perform my deeds, such as they are, by 
halves; the keep of the horse, of course, is my affair. 
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You do not think I would do any thing so unkind and 

unthinking as to put you to expense, because I was 

seized with a whim to give George ·a pony l No, no l 

a load of straw, and one of hay, as well as corn, will 

be here in an hour or two ; the stable and coach-house 

are ready, you know; and you have nothing to do but 

to drive out my dens Emma and as many of the children 

as you can take, for a few miles ; and by the time you 

return, Mr Btown's bed will be ready for him : is that 

to be his name, Will?"- " I do not very well like it, 

uncle, it seems so common ; but I'm sure I cannot find a 

better.'.' A short consultation was held, which was 

soon finished by l\1rs W . who soon exclaimed : "look 

at his lovely sleek coat, now the sun shines on him; he 

looks almost crimson, quite a claret l"- " Oh, Claret, 

Claret, that must be his name," said William, " for it 

is his colou1·, and it will remind us of my uncle too, 

Clwre-t !"- " Oh famous l well done, William l" shouted 

George ; " Claret he shall be called l"- " Now then, 

who is to go?" said Mr vV. "Come, my love, put on 

your bonnet."- " Oh," said George," Emma and Wil­

lian1, to be sm·e ; then we three little ones can go the 

next time."-" You deserve your horse, my dear boy," 

said his uncle, "for your disinterestedness and kind­

ness to your brother and sister."-" I think not one of 

my children is selfish," said Mrs W . as she went to put 

on her bonnet, "and most thankful I am for it; I loathe 

a 1nean and selfish character so much, that it would 

cause n1e real grief to find any of my little ones pos­

sessed of it;" and she rewarded George with one of 
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her sweet approving smiles, which was always a suffi­cient recompence to him. 
Away they drove then, as George had requested; 

papa and mamma in the chaise, William and Emma 
in the dickey. "Uncle, let me draw you a little cider," 
said George, "we do all like it so much; I know how 
to draw it very well; I do so many more things than I 
used in London, and so does Emma, and indeed all of 
us but Alfred and Edgar; indeed tliey know weeds 
from plants, and are very useful in weeding the young 
crops; and what do you think? we all picked goose­
berries, and top'd and tail'd them to-day, to make 
gooseberry-fool for supper !"-~' I hope you are going 
to stay all night, then you~can have some, uncle," added 
Alfred, who timidly came up and took Mr Clare's hand. 
" Thank ye, my pretty darlings," said their affectionate 
relative; " yes, I will stay all night, for..:.__" "Oh, but 
your cider," said George, "I quite forgot it;" and 
away he darted, leaving his uncle seated on the rustic 
seat, who called in vain after the :flying boy, to tell him 
he would rather wait for tea. Edgar ran after him, 
however, and soon brought him back. They chatted 
for nearly an hour, and then lVIr Clare proposed a game 
at hide and seek among the ti·ees. The children were 
delighted; and as the sun was now losing its power, 
they engaged themselves with their meny uncle, all in 
the highest glee, till the retw·n of the phreton pa1ty, 
who heard the shouting of the young ones, and the 
hearty laughter of Mi- Clare, while they were at some 
distance. The pony was pronounced the best on earth, 
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the chaise was delightful, the road beautiful, and the 

riders in the highest spirits. A further game was pro­

posed, and ·while the tea was being made they were 

the noisiest and the happiest group1 in El'lgland. The 

promised goosebeny-fool made its appearance for sup­

per; and all the family, Claret and all, (who had been 

well groomed, considei-ing) slept soundly till five 

o'clock. William then awoke, and calling George, 

they went to see if they could rub down the pony, and 

clean out the stable ; but they found thei1· father up. 

and washing the chaise. " Oh, papa, are you up s, 

early ?" said William.-" Yes, my dear boy ; increase 

of work should induce ~increase of industry : Claret 

must not hinder us from our duties in the garden; we 

must be up an hour earlier than heretofore, in order to 

attend to om· new employn1ent. It is too soon to rub 

down the pony, come and help me with tl1e chaise ; I 

am awkward at first, but I have so often seen g-rooms 

wash carriages and clean harness, that I do not fear 

being able to do it, and to teach you. I shall like you 

always to aRsist each other whenever you can." They 

soon finished the chaise, and then went to Claret, anxious 

to see and admire him afresh; gave him his breakfast, 

and then were ready for their own. 

" Niece, do you like gipsying parties?" said Mr. 

Clare to 1\1:rs Vl arner, while they were at breakfast? 

-"No," said she, "I cannot say that I do ; at least I 

did not enjoy the only one ··which I ever went. 

It was before I was married, while I was on a visit in 

Wiltshire; we went to the Marquis of Bath's estate, 

Longleat; there were twenty or thirty in company, 
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persons of all ages and opinions, and almost all strangers 
to me ; they did not seem well-selected; some disliked 
others, ma.ny preferred a water party-them were too 
many for the boat to accommodate. Those who were 
disappointed, strolled into the thick pine woods and 
lost themselves, till the pa1ty had re-landed from the , 
boat, and dinner was kept waiting in the fishing house: 
many of the gentlemen wished to sit longer after din­
ner than the occasion warranted; and in shmt, sevei·al 
others besi9es myself, returned dispiri~ed and ungrati­
fied; if that is the usual style of conducting gipsying 
parties, I confess I do not like them."-" Oh dear! 
oh dear ! what a description !" exclaimed Mr Clare; 
" I do not wonder at your dislike ; our Worcestershire 
manner of gi psying is ve1-y different, I assw·e you. 
Suppose you leave me to arrange matters, and promise 
to give the scheme another trial, will you?"-·" Oh, 
certainly ! I cannot fail ·to enjoy it with my present 
company," added Mrs W., smiling and looking round 
on the glad faces at the table. ~ The young ones knew 
it must be something pleasant, because their kind 
uncle proposed it, and they longed to ask all about it; 
butfindingtheywere quite unacquainted with the plan, 
he would tell them nothing more than that he hoped 
in a week or two, if the weather continued settled, that 
they should all go ; then turning the conversation, he 
said to Mr Warner, " I know and highly a1)prove of 
your resolution to keep no company; but I do not ap­
prove of your living entirely secluded from· yow· fellow­
creatw·es : one or two families as occasional visitors, if 
they are pleasant intelligent people, and their children 
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well regulated, I think you would like to become 

acquainted with, if it were only to vary the sameness 

of domestic solitude."-" Oh, of that," exclaimed Mr 

and Mrs W. at once, "we should never tire, it wants 

no varying ; and the children, by their exceeding hap­

piness, appear to think so too: as we are happy," added 

Mrs W., "it seems needless to incur a certain expense 

for an uncertain enjoyment; nevertheless, for the sake 

of my children, I would admit a visitor, such as you 

describe, my dear sir."-" That pretty white cottage/' 

said Mr Clare, pointing through the open window, to 

one that had often excited their admiration from its 

pleasant situation, " contains as agreeable a little fa­

mily circle as you could expect to find in a country 

place; they a1·e plain worthy people too, and know 

nothing of ceremony. I have named you all in a way 

that makes them eager to become intimate with you; 

but till I knew whether you would both be inclined to 

cultivate their society, I would say nothing to them 

respecting it. What say you to a drive over, 'tis 

barely a mile and a half to their house ; I'll drive the 

two Emmas, and you, my dear nephew, with William 

and George, can walk. Mr and Mrs Russel are old 

friends of mine, and their two children (a boy and a 

girl about William and Emma~s ages) are my god­

child.ren ; Tom. is called after me, and Jane after her 

mother." Mr and Mrs W. wi1lingly agreed to this 

proposal ; and after the usual domestic affairs of the 

morning had been attended to, they all proceeded 

t;iuough lanes of exceeding beauty, to the nen.t and 

tasteful cottage of their neig bour. 
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A telescope was placed at the open window of the 
pretty drawing room into which the party was shown, 
and on looki_ng through it, William found that it was 
directed to their house ; he cried out, "Oh, Alfred will 
fall out of the sycamore tree ! oh, I'm sure he will !­
there! he is down, and little Edgar is running into 
the house to call Mary, and"-- "Oh! let me look, 
for heaven's sake!" cried his terrified mother. "Thank 
God, he is not hurt ! Mary has lifted him up, and is 
smiling; she is drying his few tears, and now he is 
racing his brother down the lawn ! Oh what a mercy 
that he is not injured !" Here Mr and Mrs Russel, 
and soon afterwards Tom and Jane entered the room; 
the frank cordial manner in which they received their 
new neighbours, delighted the whole party, and they 
became intimate at once, as if they had known one 
another for years; with this great advantage, that 
each party would be new to the other for some time to 
come. After the first few minutes had passed in the 
usual introductions, &c. 'Mr. Warner said, "I see you 
make us sometimes the subjects of your observation," 
glancing at the telescope, and smiling; " I was not 
aware that any eyes witnessed our avocations, or I 
should perhaps have been more studious of my attitudes 
when I lie down to read !"-" Oh, indeed I shall be 
sorry if your discovery of our telescope should induce 
any of you to alter your manners out of doors; for," 
added Mr Russel," I never saw such a picture of hap­
})iness and elegant recreation as your family affords ; 
we are never ti.red of looking at you; my boy and girl, 
to say nothing of my wife and myself, have longed to 
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heconie acquainted with you."- " And that's true, in­

deed," added 1VIrs R. with a sincere and friendly smile, 

which her son and daughter caught, and gave their 

young guests: "You are so notable, ma'am, (to Mrs 

W .) "that it quite astonishes me, considering your 

London life; and you, my dear miss Warne1·, are quite 

my little girl's admiration, you work and read so much; 

and you, master William, have made Tom quite a gar­

dener; in short, I cannot express how much I have 

longed for this very agreeable introduction, for which 

I sincerly thank you, my dear and valued old friend," 

continued she, turning to Mr Clare.-" Aye, they are 

not persons of whon1 you will soon tire, I prophesy ;" 

1·eplied he, nodding kindly : " Tom, have you seen the 

chaise? if your Ritmpits was but more steady, what 

famous rides you could take with yom· new friends !" 

"Can you ride, Miss W arne1-?'' timidly asked Jane of her 

young guest; "because I have a side saddle, which you 

shall be welcome to, if you want one."- " Oh, no ! Iain 

very much obliged to you, I never tried; in London it 

was not thought of, and we have only had pretty Claret 

one day, you know ; I say you know, for I suppose you 

saw my uncle drive him home fo1· us, last evening !"­

,, And I was just going to be so stupid as to say, I sup­

pose you heard us christen him Claret!" said George.­

" Ha! ha! ha!" shouted Tom !-" What's that which 

so delights the young ones?" said Mr Clare, who had 

been attending to a conversation with the elders of the 

party ; they told him George's odd remark.- " Ah! 

that reminds me of the st01-y of an L:tshman who was 

shown a church through a telescope, when he burst 
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out : ' Och! by the powers, how plain · I see it; I can 
even hear the organ playing ! !' " 

This old anecdote, which they had never heard before, 
set the young ones all off into a hearty laugh, in 
which the rest joined; for Mr ClaTe had so pleasant a 
way of relating an anecdote, that it was ·always a 
treat to listen to him. "May Tom take hi"s young 
companions to see his bees, and Rumpus?" said Mr C. 
to Mr Russel. " Oh, by all means; aye, and I dare say 
they will like to go in the hay-field:! cut the day before 
yesterday, and the littl_e dears at home would like a 
tumble in the hay, I dare say."-" Oh dear, Mrs War­
ner, will you let them all come to tea, this evening? 
and they shall have a syllabub, and better still-'will 
you, mj dear madam, and your good gentleman, and 
ou1·_ old friend come also ? convince us that you will be 
kind enough to waive ceremonf, as we do;-in t1uth 
we know nothing about it; nor do I wish; for I have, 
in my simple life-(to be sure it has always been passed 
in the country, but even there we may find a sru1Iicient 
variety of characters, if we will but notice them) I say, 
that I have always observed that, where there is much 
ceremony there is no friendship; that just in propor­
tion to the quantity of etiquette, is the want of cordiality 

_and comfort. Give me sincerity, however homely the 
reception." 

Mrs W . . smiled her approval of her warm-hearted 
neighbour's observation, and thought how much more 
real enjoyment might be passed in her society, plain 
and simple as she was, than in that of any of the fashion­
able, selfish, cold-hearted beings, among whom she had 
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lost so many years of her life. She readily promised 

Mrs R. to come, with all her family. Mrs W . found 

that the gentlemen had already settled it; but she 

feared so great a number of children would be too noisy 

for her new friend :-" oh no ! not if there were ten 

times the number; if children are not absolutely unruly 

and disagreeable, I care not how many I have around 

1ne. "-" Dame Warner ! dame Russel ! harkye !" said 

Mr Clare, coming to them, as they sat chatting ; " I 

want, unknown to the child.Ten, to plan with you a 

gipsying party : they had better know nothing of it till 

the very day, because, if any unforeseen accident should 

delay it, t~ey will be so much disappointed; and I l~ate 

that child.Ten should have any drawback on their little 

comforts : I wish to know if we can accomplish a rural 

dinner, in a few days time ?-A ham, and fowls, and 

cheese, and bread, arnffruit, and biscuits, and a huge 

cake, and cider, and wine, and all that sort of thing, 

will feast us luxuriously: I will come to Fairview, in a 

post chaise, which will take those who cannot be accom­

modated in your tilted cart and Warner's chaise; and 

we will go to Pine Cop, instead of the top of Malvern; 

they ha-ve all been to the latter, but the beautifull knoll 

of Pine Cop lies, you know, quite the other way; Mrs 

Russel and our friends have not seen it; besides, not 

being so high as l\1alven1, it will not be so cold, nor so 

laborious to climb ; we shall be shaded by the fine trees 

that give the name to the spot, and the fern that grows 

there ·will supply fuel for a fire. There will be no fun, 

you know without a fire: all children love the excita­

t~on and anxiety that a bonfire, made of light materials, 
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ever causes; and we can roast potatoes, or toast cheese, 
or fry ham, or any thing to amuse them. Poor Mrs 
Emma, here, has no idea of the exceeding pleasure 
that such a party as ours (I hope will be) can aff~i-d." 
- " Really this promises well, I must say, and I gladly 
extend my circle of enjoyment to my friends, whom 
you know, this morning only, admitted my own break­
fast table party!" r~plied Mrs W . "Bless me, my love, 
it is one o'clock," exclaimed Mr Warner! " I fear we 
are tl:espassing on our friends' time ; allow us to sum­
mon the child.Ten."- " Oh, I'll do that," said Mr Clare, 
"Will, Tom!" shouted he, out of the window, as be saw 
them all four chasing one another round and over tJie 
hay-cocks, in · the pretty meadow by the side of the 
house. They came in., panting and laughing, and were 
sorry the summons was for them to separate. The 
visitors took leave, with a promise to return in the 
evening, and to bring the younger ones; and away they 
went back again to Fairview. 

The long-talked-of gipsying party was put off for 
nearly a month, in consequence of George having 
sprained bis ancle while be was mounting· Claret ; his 
foot turned in the stirrup; r'l.d he would have fallen, 
had not his mother caught him, as he reeled off the 
pony with the pain it caused him. His uncle was with 
him also, and they carried him into the house, where 
he was confined for several days,;. then, as the :fine 
weather continued, he was lifted out, on the sofa, 
on to the lawn, every day, and pla.ced under the shade 
of the trees, and as the sun came round, his sister and 
brothers wheeled him into the shade. Here he lay,-
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the most patient, and the happiest boy in the world; 

for all the family endeavoured to amuse him. Mr Clare 

came one day with a load of books, which were a source 

of entertainment to every one. Emma's delight was to 

sit and woTk by George, while he rnad, or to Tead to 

him when he was tired. When he had been on the 

sofa a few days, his ancle became so much better that 

he was allowed to walk a little; and Emma was at 

hand always to assist him : they managed so carefully 

to prevent any farther accident that, in another week, 

it was as well as ever ; and Mr Clare finding, one 

morning when he went over to the cottage, that there 

was nothing to prevent the party from going to Pine 

Cop, he a1:ranged wi.th Mrs Warner to start the next 

day at eleven o'clock. As soon as dinner was over, Mr 

Clare retuTned home," to put Mrs lV[udge in a bustle," 

as he smilingly told Mrs W aTner ; " how amazed she 

will be to find she is to 'dress one of her nicely papered 

hams to-night, but you know she must, or it will not 

be cold in time to take with us. Good bye ! good bye, 

all!" said he, as he trudged long the shrubbery walk; 

and down Tushed the children after him, to shake hands, 

and to know when he would come again . "Oh, to­

monow, my deaTs, and then- but farewell ! farewell !" 

and away he went. Emma was summoned by her mo­

ther to get out of the store-closet the ingredients for a 

cake, for Mrs W. 1nade a point of teaching her every 

thing that was useful in the house, according to her 

capacity; and she was so quick, and notable, and de­

sirous of being an assistance to heT mother, that it was 

a pleasure as weli as a duty to instruct her. "Now, 
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my love, get me some currants, a nutmeg, some alspice, 
sugar, and carraway seeds; and, with Mary's help, we 
shall be able I dare say to make a cake that will please 
all who love a plain .one. I know your father and 
uncle will like it much better than those rich ones that · 
we used to have in London."-" What like the twelfth 
cake, mamma, that you ordered for us last winter, when 
we hadJ ohn and Rosa Nugent, and Sarah, and Stephen, 
and Richard Price, to. draw king and queen with us? 
Oh, what a disagreeable evening we had ! I remember 
you were obliged to leave us soon after they came, to 
go to the Opera, and then they behaved so rudely, 
though Miss Stock was there to be in your place ;* . 

she let Stephen eat, so much cake, I recollec~, that he 
was quite sick; and Richard wou,ld have three glasses 
of wine; for he said he had seen his father drink :fifteen, 
for he·had counted them; and he was sure if fifteen were 
a proper quantity for his father, three could not hurt 
him; and after he had <lrank them, he ,:vas so cross, 
and quarrelsome, and stupid, that he made us all quite 
uncomfortable; and he would bring me more wine; and 
then he foll over the footstool that Alfred was sitting 
on (Edgar was in bed) and broke the glass, and spilled 
the wine all down Alfred's back, and stained his pretty 
little pale blue kerseymere frock; you remember that 
pxetty fi-ock, mamma; and oh, how Alfred did cry ! 
and he was so wet that he was obliged to go to bed; 
and then Miss Stock was so cross, and rang the bell for 

* Miss Stock was al useful, but not very faithful young person, whom 
Mrs vV. sometimes sent for, to take her place, as in this instance, when 
she went from home. 
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Sidney; and when he came up, he would not pick up 

the glass, but said Rachael could, when she swept the 

1·oom in the morning; 'he hated stooping, above every 

thing,' he said; ' for the points of , his collar always 

turned down so over his neckerchief,' and then Miss 

Stock laughed at him so, and away he went, laughing· 

too; and then Geo1·ge and I picked up ·the glass, and 

by that time Richard was fast asleep on two chairs ; 

and-oh! what an uncomfortable evening it was; and 

I was quite glad when the two footmen came to fetch 

them all five away. I liked Rosa the best, but then 

she was proud, and so different from Jane Russel!"­

" Why, Emma, I never heard a word of this disastrous 

evening," said Mrs Warner, who had been picking the 

currants with the little g·irl, while she chatted away to· 

her mother. "No, mamma, for I remember you had a 

dreadful head-ache the next day; you took cold coming 

out of the ' crush room' of the opera; so I heard Miss 

Stock tell Jane; and I wanted to 'know what it meant, 

for I was somehow afraid it was a honid place, that 

persons were obliged to pass thr<;mgh before they could 

get to the opera; but she would not stay to answer 

me, and said, what could I know about such places;­

she must go and see if Dr Marlowe had allowed you to 

take a little chicken broth, that she might give orders 

about it: and youx cold lasted several days, so neither 

Jane nor Mary would let me go down to your room; 

and when I Jid se~ you, I had forgotten all about 

twelfth night." 

Mrs W r,.._·ner sighed over this picturetof her late Lon­

don life; and kissing her littl~ girl, said, " I am hap-
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pier, now, my dear child, a thousand times, with all 
my anxiety on account of our poverty, than I ever was 
during the time I passed in the fashionable world (as 
it is called) and I hope that the example you have seen 
in me will teach you to avoid a similar life, should your 
fortune be ever so large." - " Dear, dear mamma !' 
cried the affectionate child, " do not find fault with 
yourself! only think how much happier vye are than 
if we had never lived in London, because you know­
because now--" Her mother knew what she meant, 
and saw she could not express herself; "because we 
should not have enjoyed the contrast, do you mean?" 
"Yes, mamma, that is it; don't you think so?-Oh, 
here comes Mary, with the flour, and butter, and eggs, 
and-what is that in the cup? yeast, I declare! I 
thought you baked yesterday, Mary? do they always 
put yeast in cakes?"-" Oh no, miss Emma, only in 
these light cakes."-" Well, but mamma, why are we 
going to have a cake ?"-" You will see to-morrow; 
come, let us make haste." The cake was soon finished, 
baked, and admired; and then set by for " to-morrow." 

The next morning was bright and hot, as it had 
been for several weeks; and Mrs W. was rejoiced when 
she reflected that all were going to ride through the 
heat of the day; walking would have been toilsome 
and imprudent. At breakfast) the children were told 
of the projected trea~, and most delighted they were: 
not that they by any means understood t:i.1.e exact mean­
ing of the term; but their uncle had propos~d it; a cake 
was to be of the party ;-and it was somethi~1g new!­
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cart, or whatever it is called," said Mr VV., "and Mr 
Clare will soon be here; we had better harness Claret." 
" I'll run and wrap the cake up," said Emma; " but is 
that all we are going to take to eat?"-" Goodness, no! 
look at Tom Russel," said William, "pulling out a 
great basket from the cart; I must run down and help 
him."-""Where's my straw hat?" said Edgar. "Mayn't 
I take my whip and ba11 ?" asked Alfred. "Mary, you 
must get Teady, and go with us," said Mrs W., "Mrs 
Dobson will take care of the house."-" Oh, thank you, 
ma'am," said the good-natured girl, and the colour came 
into her theeks; "buthadlnot better put up some bread 
and cheese, and knives and forks, and take a large 
stone bottle for water ; I dare say there will be some 
house near, where we may beg some?"-" I suppose so, 
Mary, but I cannot tell, till Mr Clare arrives, what he 
will provide : ob, here comes the chaise; you can go 
in the dickey, for Tom Tyley 1·ides, I see." 

" So, so ! what a goodly assembly ; bless me ! what 
a bustle !-Good morning to ye, friend Russel !-well, 
here I am, quite punctual, you see ;-what, all ready! 
-that's right !-now then!--" " Stop, stop, my 
dear uncle," said Mrs Warner, as she hastened out to 
meet her friends;" I am quite' at fault,' as the sportsmen 
say; I cannot tell what we are to take?"-" Oh, take ~ 
-why take a few nice clean cabbage leaves,-Adam's 
plates, Emma ;-and a loving cup ;-no ! I've brought 
one ;-a few knives am:l forks, and two or three tum­
blers; that's all.-Mrs Russel, what have you brought?" 
-" Oh, a couple of roasted fowls, and a pigeon pie, 

H2 
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and some potatoes to roast, as you proposed."-" Oh, 

then we shall do very well; only I quite forgot a cake." 

-" I am glad of that, uncle ; for mamma and I made 

one yesterday afternoon," said Emma.-" Well, that is 

capital !-now then-we have five miles to go; let us 

be off as soon as we can."-" Oh, here come~ papa and 
George, with Claret." 

By twelve o'clock, the whole happy cavalcade started: 

Mr Russel <lr0ve his wife, Tom, Jane, and William; 

Mr W an1P~::ove George, Alfred, and Emma; and Mrs 

,v-arner, wi'th Edgar, went in the post chaise with Mr 

Clare, Mary mounting the dickey. 
After having proceeded for two or three miles, through 

lanes of great beauty, catching, at intervals, views of 

the surrounding country; particularly of their lovely 

and favourite Malvern hills, they came to a private 
road, that ran along by the paling of an extensive park, 

·with thriving plantations on each side of them; and 

here the prospect was entirely different from that which 

they had hitherto admired: path ways branched ·off from 

the road, and as they rapidly passed each, they saw, now 

magnificent trees,-now a noble sheet of water, •with 

stately swans sailing quietly along,-now the grand pa­

lace-looking residence- ·of the wealthy owner of these 

domains,-now a clump of trees,-now a cool and sombre 
a,-enue, now an eminence, fringed on one side with thick 

1 nderwood, and on the other a turf slope, down which 
a herd of startled deer rushed headlong,-now the same 
bea,ntiful animals, recovering from their fright, and 

cr9-7,ing towards the road, whence the sound came that 
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had alarmed them ;-and now the travellers stopped 

at the lodge, the principal entrance to this most lovely 

estate, which belonged to lord Piercefield. 

" Can you accommodate a horse and pony, Mrs 

White, for a few hours?" said Mr Clare to a neat, civil 

looking "(Oman, who came out of the tasteful lodge 

tying on her apron, followed by a little curly-headed 

boy carrying the keys of the iron gate. " Yes to be 

sui-e, sir, we can; my husband is only gone up to the 

house with a letter, I expect him back eoery minute, 

and then he will put them into our little stable; oh, 

here he comes."-" Tom Tyley, you'll set us down here, 

and take the chaise on to the villag·e ; get your dinner 

at the Red Lion, and retui-n fox us at six o'clock."­

" Yes, sir," replied Tom, but I had better drive you a 

little ways into the park, 'tis a goodish distance to Pine 

Copp, and it is very hot walking."-" Aye, do so; 

drive us to the foot of the knoll. To this nobleman, 

Emma," said Mr C. "I always feel grateful, for his. 

kindness in allowing the public to enjoy the beauties • 

of his estate whenever they choose; I also honom· his 

1·esolution not ~o admit impertinent idlers into his man­

sion, as many do; some from ostentation and' the pride 

that ape humility;' and others, of course, from more 

kind and disinterested motives. He, I mean lord Pierce­

field, has as beautiful a collection of pictures as any 

nobleman, and he has built a gallery expressly for them 

away from the house; and to that buildii;g the public is 

admitted, but nowhere else. Unlike the 'little great,' 

too, he retains persons well qualified to answer the 

q ue tions that the visitors may put; and which attend-
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ants are strictly prohibited from receiving any money 
from those who go to see the pictures. But here we 

. are, and there are the glorious old pines under which, I 
hope, we shall dine: see, what a steep ascent it is! 
steps admirably cut in the sandstone rock, so as to ap­
pear the effect of rugged toil; now winding among the 
brushwood, and now bringing the climber out at the 
edge of the precipice looking over the park ! oh, 'tis an 
enchanting spot! I hope you will every one like it!"­
" I have been-so delighted with all I have seen, my dear 
sir," said Mrs.Warner, "that I have not been able to ex­
press my admiration; there are ' -thoughts that lie too 
deep for words,' I am s1u-e; but hem comes Emma: what 
a happy looking fairy it is!" said the delighted mother, 
as the little girl came scudding like a lapwing towards 
the post chaise : " Oh, mamma, dear mamma ! did you 
ever see any thing like this beautiful park? Oh what a 
sweet hill this Pine Copp is; thank you, kind uncle, for 
bringing us to see it," added she, as she ran l'ound the 
chaise to take a basket from his hand, which he chew 
out from under the seat. " We must each carry a 
share of Olli' 'prog,'" said rvrl' Russel, who now joined 
the chaise party, laughing and hauling a hamper 
along; " and I think you will all say that I do not 
flinch from my share of the duty !" And many a laugh, 
and a fright, and a scramble they had, each carrying 
something up the rugged steps to their dining 1·09m ! 
All fairly landed, and hot, they .walked about among 
the trees to cool themselves, and to admire the exten­
sive and varied prospect all round them. " Look, look ! 
I declare Mr Russell has brought his telescope!" said 
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William : " How glad I am !" exclaimed half a dozen 

voices. "Aye, the old cathedTal looks well from here, 

I can tell you," said Mr Clare; "and the fine river too, 

sleeping in the hot sun; and Aberly-hill, and the 

Welsh mountains, in blue and misty g1·andeur; and 

our own noble hills, and the very colour of the win­

dow curtains in the grand drawing room at Piercefield 

Hall, may be seen."-" Aye, I was just looking at the 

house," said Emma, who had the telescope at her eye; 

" and there is a carriage driving up to the door."­

" Goodness ! how far is it off, uncle," said George. 

-" Two miles I dare say, my dear."-" Oh, and there 

comes a footma~ very much like Sidney," continued 

she; " and there is a lady, and now another, walking 

down the steps ; and Sidney, I mean the footman, is 

handjng them into the caniage ! Oh, do look, Jane."­

" Where can Mary be all this time ?" said Mrs Warner, 

looking 1·ound. Tom Russell, who was stooping down 

over the side of the knoll, to gather a beautiful sprig 

of heath for Alfred, answered, " La ! poor thing ! here 

she comes, lugging a great stone pitcher up the steep­

est part, and she is all among the bramb~es !" and 

away darted the good-natured lad to help her carry it, 

and to put her in the right path. Tom was soon fol­

lowed by the rest of the children; and their parents, 

the next minute, heard their merry shouts as they 

broke their tangled way through the fern, and heath, 

and holly bushes, and gorze, and trailing brambles, 

that crept across their way in every direction like 

prickly ropes, and threw them down. " Suppose we 

begin and arrange the gipsy dinner,'' said Mrs Russell 
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to her friend.-" Certainly," replied Mrs Warner; " I 
was thinking that it must be between two and three 
o'clock, and there will not be time for a stroll into the 
park to the aviary, which Mr Clare tells me we must 
go and see; the chilchen will be so entertained." They 
then turned in again among the pines, and began, 
with Mary's assistance, to unpack the baskets of de­
lightful viands; the table cloth was spread, and cab­
bage leaves (which had· been carefully washed and 
wiped) were placed all 1·ound instead of plates; then 
the ham, fowls, pie, cheese, fruit, bread, biscuits, cake, 
salt screwed up in a piece of paper, cucumbers, melon, 
potted shrimps, and other' knick knackeries' were placed 
about' in most admired disorder:' "For," observed Mrs 
R. "the great pleasure of such a party is, its total 
want of etiquette and formality. Now, one of the gen­
tlemen must come and draw the corks of the wine and 
cider, and the children must be called; I wonde1· if 
they are to light their fire before or after dinner?"­
" Oh, before to be sure, or else how are they to roast 
their potatoes," replied Mrs W . laughing; "and here 
they come with their frocks and handkerchiefs full of 
fuel, they look half 'done' themselves; but there is a 
sweet air has just sprung up, that will make it very 
pleasant."-" Now, mamma, how are we to light our 
fire?" asked George.-" Oh, I know," said Jane; 
"papa brought his btll'ning glass, and it is with the 
tobacco in a little basket; I'll fetch it:" and she soon 
1·eturned with it. The dried fern and old leaves that 
had lain snugly lodged among the bushes ever since 
the last winter, were now heaped lightly on the grass, a 
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little way undet the trees, where the fern would not 

grow; and the young Warners, to whom this mode of 

outaining fire was quite new, looked on with great 

delight, and watched the expert manner in which Tom 

directed the sun's rays upon a piece of paper among 

the fuel ; the blue smoke soon appeared, and then the 

red edges eating their way round the little hole which 

the focus had made ; then a gentle puff of wind came, 

and blew the whole into a flame which quivered to 

and fro, the fern crackling, and the smoke rolling away 

down the steep sides of the knoll. The dry heap was 

soon consumed, and then the hungry flame cTept away 

for more food (as it seemed), and the grass all round 

quickly disappeared and turned black; and the space 

of fire became larger, and spTe~cl to the feet of the party 

that was gathernd round it, and then caught a clump 

of fern : then a low roaring sound was heard, and the 

flames increased and looked like thin, angry, fiery 

tongues coming out of the earth, and licking up the 

beautiful vegetation on the ground ; and the roaring 

increased; and the wind blew the busy dreadful flaming 

waves, towards the underwood that grew all down the 

knoll, and extended towards a copse wood in the park, 

which looked like a sea of trees. The danger of their 

situation now struck both ladies, who at once saw that 

the frre in another minute would be beyond controul; 

and they called to the three gentlemen, who were talk­

ing on the other side of the trees, to 'co:ne instantly!' 

The children caught their mother's tenor, and now be­

came aware of the frightful extent to which their little 

pretty plaything of a fire had gc ne ; and some shrieked 

H3 
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and ran away, while the two elder boys stamped on it 
and beat it with theiT hats. The gentlemen saw with 
alarm, in an instant, the fearful consequences; and · 
while Mr Russel leaped over the fire, and began tear­
ing up the fern from the roots on the side towards 
which the wind drove the flames, Mr Warner, snatch­
ing up the cloth in which the bread had been tied, 
wrapped it hastily around his face to keep it from 
being burned, and courageously threw himself on the 
ground, rolling over and over on the heated surface. 
Mr Clare fortunately had his walking stick, and s1atch­
ing off his coat, he twisted it round the end of it, and 
beat the flames with all his might to extinguish them, 
but all in va.in ! as the savage enemy was quelled in 
one part, it showed itself in another; when Mary, as 

.. white as her own cap with fright, caught up the t~o 
gallon pitcher of water, which she had fortunately 
requested the woman at the lodge to give her, and 
poured ,.t carefully and judiciously all round the edge 
of the burning ring; and in another minute nothing 
remained of the cause of their tenor, but the black 
and white sullen looking ashes in a circle extending 
several feet!* Mr Clare was the first to recover from 
the ten:or ~nto which they had been thrown, and 
strongly advised a glass of wine all round, to recruit 
their spirits. No harm was done, though frightful 
consequences might have ensued from the spreading 
of the fire ove~· a surface of ground parched by hot 
·weather of many weeks duration. 

* The above alarming commencement to a social gipsying party, ac­
tually occurred during one of the late hot summers. 
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Tom had burnt a hole in his straw hat, and Mr War­

ner's nankeens had suffered; his coat, too, was well 

powdered~ with white ashes ; so to i-aise the spfrits of 

the children, the gentlemen exerted themselves to 

make them,fo;get theii- fright, and joked Mr W. upon 

his miller-like appearance. In a less time than could 

have been expected, the whole party was seated, or 

reclining ' divan fashion,' round their rural dinner; 

alternately laughing, joking, eating, drinking, and ad­

miring ; th~n listening to the grave voice of the sum­

!ller air w.hispering among the lofty pines above them. 

" How like the solemn noise of the never-silent sea," 

observed Mrs Warner.-" I have not yet seen the sea," 

replied M1·s Russell.-" Shut your eyes and listen," 

resumed Mrs W., "and you may imagine yourself 

within a hunched yards of its grand presence."-" 'Tis 

very mournful," observed heT friend.-" Yes, and so is 

the voice of the sea; it always appears to be moaning, 

murmuring, or raging; oh, it is a glorious but fearful 

object!" replied Mrs ·w. ; " but the gentlemen are talk­

ing of the avia1-y ; come, let us assist Mary to repack, 

and then we will join them." The avia1·y contained 

a pair of cassowaries, enormous birds of the ostrich 

kind that ran with the swiftness of a race horse, stood 

six feet in height, and had no wings; their appearance 

when running was ve1-y grotesque, and made the chil­

dren laugh exceedingly ; Mary noticed to Emma, that 

they looked like mops going about: golden pheasants 

gliding in and out among the shrubs, glancing like rain­

bows in the sunlight, pleased all the party. A pair of kan­

garoos were also gambolling about; though they were 
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not birds, ~ 7illiam observed, so the place should not be 
called an aviary: the extraordinary formation of their 
fore legs and wondel'ful tails, struck the _party with 
astonishment. They had not time, however, to explore 
any farther, for the stm was declining, and they had yet 
to ,valk back to Pine Copp, and to harness the horses. 
In half an hour more they were all on their way home 
again, delighted and tired; and the children all found 
themselves as glad to go to bed after their day's enjoy­
ment, as if they had been hard at work, and were worn out with toil. 

The ~utumn drew on, and the family were more in 
the house; for hitherto they had almost lived in the 
open air. J ~,ne Russell was staying with Emma for a 
week; and one day as they sat working by the .firn, and 
the rain drove against the windows, and the leaves 
were hurrying about like terrified birds that could .find 
no resting place ; Jane said, "I think before long, 
Emma, your great fondness for the country will begin 
to grow less, and you will wish yourself back in Lon­
don again, where such a wide drnary prospect as this 
is' never to be seen!" " How can you think so, Jane? 
Oh no ! In half an hour these clouds may all b~ driven 
away, and the cheerful sun may break forth, and the 
dear hill may peep out again from the mist that now 
hid~s it, and I shall be as glad to see it again, as I am 
to see you after a little absence; then the gravel walks 
soon dry, and ·we can run about the garden :-oh, when 
could I see any thing in London that would be so 
beautiful and delightful a·s all this?"-" Yes, but you 
were young when you lived there, you know; and you 
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were not so much with your parents, whom you love 

so; and you are more happy here, because your manner 

of living is more to you1· taste; but suppose this house, 

and eve:i:y thing, just as it is now, were to be taken. up 

by a fairy, and put down in London, should you not 

like it then?"- " No !-Birds, bees, flowers, fields, trees, 

hills, new mown hay, bean fields, clear air, prospects, 

beautiful clouds ; country walks, to gather violets, to 

see the lambs, to gather blackberries, to go nutting, 

to scramble up the Malvern, to - ob, Jane, Jane! I 

hope we shall never go to London again!"- " Well, 

I'm sure I don't wish you to go, for I should be very 

grieved to part with you; but I fl?-ink you are too severe 

against poor London."-" Severe ! ah, my dear girl, 

you have never been jostled along its dirty streets, 

covered with blacks from the thousands of chimnies, 

stifled with brown fogs, had your head ache with the 

noise of the thousands of great ugly carts!- " "Stop, 

stop!'' said J ane,laughing good-humouredly at Emma's 

se11.ous face which was turned full upon her; considering 

that you have been jostled, and stifled, and half killed, 

I think you look wonderfully well; and I should not 

mind being made to suffer all you have gone through ; 

(here Emma raised her hands, and eyes, and work, and 

all, i,i1 astonishment, which made Jane laugh ten times 

more) "Yes, all you have suffered," repeated she, as 

soon as she could speak, "in order to judge for myself. 

You know yo1u- mamma told you the other day, when 

you asked her if there were such things as g·hosts, that 

if you eve1· had an opportunity of' judging for yourself,' 

you should never neglect it, and that if your senses 
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were clear and free from prejudice, 01· the folly of others, 
you would find that there are no such things ; and so 
I should like to keep myself free from yo111· prejudice, 
dear Emma, and judge for myself; and. do· y~u know, I 
am going to London with my aunt Forbes who lives at 
Ludlow; she intends to stay there for a month, and 
she is so kind as to off er to take 1:11e, and my father and 
mother are so good as to spare me ; for they say another 
opportunity would not again occur; so now, you see, 
I shall judge for •myself. Emma sat amazed; pity for 
her friend was certainly her first feeling when she 
began to recover her s111·pTise, and pity for herself the 
next, because she was going to lose the society of Jane 
-the mild and sweet-tempered Jane; and so she told 
her. This afiliction, however, was soon lessened by 
Jane's promising to write often to Emma during her 
absence, and faithfully to inform her of all her likes and 
dislikes in 'the hateful place!' 

Emma, however, could not let the subject drop; it 
would look too much like being convinced that her 
friend was right; so she was beginning to l:!,rgue on 
her favourite side of the question, when her mother 
came in to remind them· that it was time they altered 
their dress for dinner. "A reduced fortune," she once 
observed, "was not to induce careless and untidy habits;" 
therefore the plain frock of her little girl was always 
changed before dinner, if soiled ; and her shining hair 
neatly arranged in easy curls : no ornaments or trim­
mings were ever worn by either mother or daughter. 
Jane Russell had no occasion to be equally plain, and 
she dressed as other girls in her station were accustomed 
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to dress : but no envy, or wish to vie with her young 

friend, ever annoyed Emma. 

" Come, my deai·s, Mary is laying the cloth."-" Oh, 

Mrs Warner, before we go, tell me if you do not think 

Emma too much prejudiced against London ?" said 

Jane. " Yes, my love, I think she is, but-" " What, 

mamma, against me!" said Emma, with a half reproach­

ful look. " But I was going to say," continued her 

mother, that she is too young to be a proper judge of 

the n1atter, and she has, beyond a doubt, but little 

reason to like it; (Emma's countenance brightened) I 

never could have believed, till I had tried it, that a 

country life possesses so many charms, so much more 

solid enjoyment; (Emma actually jumped with delight) 

but if I were rich, I should certainly pass three months 

of every year in the ' di·eadful place;' (Emma sat down 

in despaix) for I consider, my dear Jane, that no spot 

possesses such advantages, no place affords such oppor­

tunities for improvement, for education, for intellectual 

enjoyment, for early and easy intercourse with all that 

is worth knowing in the world of literature.'' This was 

a view of the subject which Emma had never taken ; 

she felt the truth of all her mother said, and took her 

hand, which she kissed and held in silence, while Mrs 

W ai·ner concluded; " to a contented mind, my dear 

girls, there are few situations in life in which we may 

not enjoy a share,- a large share of happiness; every 

spot, beautiful or ugly, has its advantages, and disad­

vantages, and (whatever Emma may think to the con­

trary) millions prefer town to country. 

But little remains to be told of this happy family.-
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Emma had long and frequent letters from her friend 
Jane, in which the agreeables and disagreeables of · 
London were so fairly stated, that Emma, though still, 
and ever preferring the country, confessed that she might 
like the great city, for an occasional residence. After 
her young friend's return, they became insepar~ble 
companions; the advantages that Jane derived from 
Mrs Warner's elegant manners and instructions, which 
she bestovved on both the girls equally, were very ser­
viceable ; and Mr and Mrs Russell gratefully thanked 
her .for her kindness . The dear, good, kind uncle Clare 
could not keep to his resolution of visiting at Fair­
view, but, overcome by the wishes of the whole fami ly, 
he went to live with them entirely. And, what a 
jubilee his arrival caused! William became a tasteful 
and clever youth in his favourite occupation ; and 
George followed the example of his friend Tom Russel, 
and turned farmer. Mrs Mudge came to the cottage 
with her master; and was kindly allowed to fancy her­
self of great use as a housekeeper. 

Other horses came into the family, as the children 
grew up, and were fond of riding; but Claret, the 
gentle, beautiful Claret remained with his fond friends 
till old age fairly wore him away. 

Mary must not be forgotten : she lived for many years 
at Fairview, was a ,faithfµl, respectful, and attached 
friend, a~ well as servant; her love for the neighbour­
hood . of lVIalvern nearly equalled that of her young 
mistress ; whom she sometimes reminded of the plea­
sure they both felt, on leaving town for the country. 
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CHILDREN'S FIRE-SIDE. 

TALE THE FOURTH. 

THE WITCI-I. 

ELLEN, George; and Alfred Weston were sitting after 

breakfast, one morning in June, with their parents, and 

talking of the long promised treat to Vauxhall, when 

the postman's knock, and the footman's entrance with 

· a letter, interrupted the pleasant an:angements which 

were nearly settled, for the whole family, and their 

young friends, the Fords, to go on the following evening 

to that splendid scene, V auxhall Gardens. Their father 

read the lette1· aloud; it was from a Mr Merton, an 

apothecary in Wiltshire, who lived near their grand­

mother's large old farm : she had been unwell, and he 

had attended her for some time, and now he wrote to 

request that Mr Weston would come down, as the old 

lady was getting worse. " My mother has long wished 

us all t<? come; and even now, you see, my dear," said 
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Nlr W. to his wife, " she desires Mr M. to ·beg that I 
will bring the whole family; so suppose we get ready,. 
and start for Smallridge farm, in a few days."-" I see 
no objection, my love," replied Mrs Weston; and thus 
the matter was settled. 

The children looked at each other with sad disap­
pointment in their countenances, for they felt sure that 
there would now be no time for V auxhall ; but-Ellen 
and Alfred were _too gentle to show any displeasure at 
an event that could not be preven!ed. George, the 
elder boy, was rude and suTly, and displayed so much 
anger that he was sent up into the nursery, to recover 
his good temper, alone, while his brother and sister 
drove out on the heath, in a" pony fly." The family 
lived at Blackheath. Nurse Jarvis was the only servant 
who was to go with them to Smalhidge farm. The 
young ones begged to ride outside the coach with her, 
and as the day was fine, they were allowed. Excepting 
a few quarrels, occasioned by George's overbearing 
temper, the day passed pleasantly on the roof of the 
coach; and the travellers, having taken post chaises 
at Devizes, to convey them the remaining ten miles, \ 

they found themselves rattling, jolting, and swinging 
down a rough narrow cart road which led to the farm, 
at nine o'clock, on a fine summer evening. 

Old Mrs Wes ton had been informed of the time when 
she might expect them; and she was seated in the 
parlour, with her bible open, on a little round table, 
waiti~g their arrival. The long, low casement window 
was hooked open, and admitted the fragrant scent of 
a huge lime tree, that stood in the fore court, and 
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shadowed the venerable building with its branches. 

The room was dark and gloomy, for the summer sun 

had set, and the old lady's time for retiring to rest had 

past, before the travellers anived. The business of the 

farm was over for the day ; cows, pigs, poultry, men, 

horses, dogs, were all silent. The servant, Hannah, was 

leaning over the low gate of the cotut, talking to Roger, 

the carter, when she heard the rattling of wheels down 

the stony road :-in she rushed to spread the news ; 

the old lady's nap was disturbed ; the fowls that were 

roasting were left to scorch, while Betty ran out to 

look; Roger opened the gate, and stayed to assist in 

bringing in the luggage; and in five minutes the feeble 

old mothei· had kissed her son, and welcomed her daugh­

ter-in-law and grandchildren, whom she had never 

seen. 
Mr Weston was shocked when he saw how ill his 

mother looked : he had not seen her since his father
1

s 

death, which had happen:ed three yearn before ; then he 

left her stout and strong, and able to attend to the 

large dairy, in which she took such pride : now she 

was pale and thin; and her haix had become quite gTey. 

"I am glad thee art come, George," said she; "I couldn
1

t 

have kept about house much longer, and then what 

would have become of the concerns ?" - " We will 

talk over every thing relating to business to-mo1Tow, 

my dear mother; let us now think of youx supper, that 

you may go to bed; I am afraid we have kept you up 

beyond your usual time: you look fatig·ued," observed 

her son, tenderly.' " Oh, I had my bit of bread and 

cheese above an hour ago; but I would not go to bed 
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till I had seen ye," said she ; " but if thou'lt ask thy 
good lady to excuse me, I'll say good night now. Here 
be the keys ; now thee beest come, I shall not trouble 
about any thing, but keep myself quiet, and wait pa­
tiently, till it please God to take me! Good night, my 
dear boy !" added she, rising with difficulty from her 
easy chair ; " Betty will get me into bed :-time has 
been when I wanted no help, but old age is a poor 
companion to one who has been used to bustle about." 
-- And she continued to talk in the same strain as 
she took her son's arm, and tottered-into the kitchen, 
to Betty. Mr Weston had no idea that he should find 
his po01· mother so weak and ill. He retw·ned to the 
gloomy old parlour, and sat down, in great s01Tow and 
dejection of spirit to think over the sad certainty that, 
in a very few months, she would be no longer living ! 
His wife and children soon re-entered the room; and 
they all partook of the meal which their day's travel­
ling rendered pleasant. The young ones were then sent 
to bed, and Mr. W . communicated to his wife the fears 
he felt respecting his poor mother. ·' But," said he, 
" I will not keel) you up, my love ; you have need of 
rest after your fatiguing jow·ney ; to-morrow we will. 
talk farther ; for I have a plan to propose to you." 
In another half hour, the inmates of Smallridge farm 
were all asleep. 

At a very early hour on the following morning, the 
two little boys, George and Alfred, who slept in a small 
:room, at the side of the house next to the farm yard, 
were awaked by the different noises of the various ani­
mals that the out-houses contained. The boys had 
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never had an opportinity of seeing a farm befor~, and 

they jumped out of bed to enjoy the new scene from 

their little casement. Betty, Roger, an<;l an overgrown 

cow-boy, were aheady up; cows were being milked, 

ducks, and chickens being fed, pigs were squeaking for 

their breakfast, pigeons were :fluttering about, an old 

ragged donkey was braying lustily over the gates, and 

geese were screaming at a wanton puppy, that was 

yelping and galloping round them. George, the elder 

lad, who was about ten years of age, proposed to his 

b1:·other to finish dressing, and go down with him, that 

they might enjoy the fun in the yard ; Alfred, being 

more gentle and timid, suggested that they could see 

the creatures a great deal better where they were; but 

advised that they should go into the next little room, 

and call Ellen, that she might have some fun too ;- and 

~ away he went on his kind errand. She was as ill able 

to sleep, through the noises under her window, as her 

brothers had been; so she was dressed when Alfred 

came, and ready for any scheme which they might 

propose. They stood in the long passage, consulting 

on the probability of finding their way down stairs, 

among such curious ups and downs, and ins and outs, 

as appeared all about them; when an uncouth black 

door, up four awkward stairs opened, and their good 

Jarvis peeped out ; she had heard their voices, and 

came to show them the way to the parlour. Hannah's 

red face, and redder arms met them at the bottom of 

the old oak stairn; and she volunteered to show them 

the" curiosities" of the place. Away they all sallied­

first to the Babel yard; which they soon gladly left; 
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for that which had appeared so choll at a distance, 
they found a nasty, dirty, noisy, disagreeable place. 
The young ducks swimming about in the horse pond, 
"like little buncliy canary birds," Ellen said," were the 
only pretty creatures she had seen." Then the large 
rambling garden was explored, which was on the other 
side of the house; it -h~d been well kept during old Mr 
Weston's life time; but it was now in sad disorder. A 
venerable ivy-covered arbour, where he _used to smoke 
his pipe, and drink his home-brewed ale, was an abso­
lute 1uin; the boughs hung over the entrance; the 
birds, slugs, and dead leaves had littered the inside; 
rustic seats had fallen down, and long, sickly grass had 
grown up through the openings. "What a pretty place 
this might be made !" said Ellen, " I wonder grand­
mamma does not have it set to rights."-" Lawk, muss, 
why mussus havn't a bin a nighst of thic place, never 
zin her maester have a died!" replied Hannah, quit~ 
unconscious that her strange low-country dialect was 
almost unintelligible to her little companions. They 
could just make out that their grandmother had not 
been there since some one had died, but who, they 
could not gu~ss ; for they had no notion that their 
grandfather would be called their grandmother's" mas­
ter!" 

Having seen all that their red-cheeked guide thought 
would interest them, out of doon;, she proposed that 
they should return to the house, and she would get them 
a slice of bread and butter each, " for," she added, 
"poor little dears! how hunger'd ,un ust be, to be zure; 
un ust uv been up ever zin atween vour and vive thic 
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murning !" * They gladly followed the good natured 

rt girl into the vast kitchen, in preference to waiting for 

ni their bread and butter in the gloomy parlour; for their 

ilit poor, feeble grandmother, as they had seen her the 

evening before, pale, sickly, and solemn, had, even 

ti unknown to themselves, made them dislike and avoid 

Jr the room in which they had so unexpectedly witnessed 

j her sad condition. Ellen asked if her grandmamma 

ke was come down stairs, and enquired if she was better. 

so- " No, my dear," replied B~tty, she've not come down 

the yet, she never do, now, till after breakfast; aye, puer 

ff 
I 

hi 

e; 

body;" added she, in an under voice to Jarvis; " she 

a'n't long for these "\-yorl, I be sartain !" The children 

heard her, however, and their spirits were not raised 

by the remark. Hannah then offered to show them 

the dairy and cheese-rooms; so away they went down a 

long stone pa$sa.ge into a large room, where ranges of 

pans on wide shelves all round the walls, were filled 

with milk; several tubs stood round, half full of milk, 

which was being turned with 'rennet' to make cheese: 

then she showed them the presses in which the curd 

was squeezed to force all the whey from it, and she 

told them they should come after breakfast and see 

how the cheeses were shaped and :finished, for she could 

not stay then, as she must get breakfast; they begged 

just to look into the cheese room, where they were as­

tonished at the great numbers that were piled up, ready 

(as Hannah said) "to be bought up by the vector (fac-

* How hungry they must -be ; they must have been up ever since 

between four and fi ve this morning. 
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tor) as do come every year; then he do zell_ un at the 
vears (fairs) round about." They thanked their good­
tempered, but almost 'unintelligible guide; and then 
went into the fore court to look at the great lime tree, 
smell its sweet blossoms, and li~ten to the hum of the 
hundreds of bees that were hurrying all over it, and 
sipping its delicious sweets __ They had not sat many 
minutes on the seat that was fixed Tound its stem, 
when they saw th~ir father and mother coming up the 
same lane which they had travelled the evening before; 

. the chilchen did not know 'that their parents had left 
their bed-room, and they all 1'.an off to bid them good 
morning, and tell the'm how many_ things Hannah had 
shown them. 

Mr and Mrs Weston had heard the meny voices of 
their children in the garden, and purposely avoided 

' taking them when they went out for a little ramble; they 
had several subjects to discuss which the young prat­
tlers w:ould have intenupted. Mr W. told his ·wife as 
they walked, that the plan which he had mentioned 
over night related to the children. " You see," said 
he, " ·my love, how much worse my poor mother is, than 
we expected to find her; I fear the noise of the young 
ones will be too much for her to bear; and I want to 
consult with you respecting the propriety cf sending 
them to school in the neighbourhood." Mrs W. did not 
altogether approve of schools so far from London ; she 
feared the children would learn to talk as the natives 
of the country do, and thought it would be difficult 
to break_ them of the habit; she fancied, too, that 
their manners would not be such as she would wish 
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her children to possess ; but these disagreeables, she 
felt, ought not to be thought of when the old lady's 
comfort was considered ; she reflected too, that if her 
mother should requfre much of her attention, the chil­
dren must be neglected: she therefore consented that the 
two boys should go, as soon as a respectable school 
could be heard of; but added, " I think Ellen will be 
an assistance rather than a trouble to me, my love ; 
and I should prefer her staying, at all events, for the 
first six months." They had just determined that this 
was the best arrangement, when the little groupJ ran 

I 

out to meet their _parents. After breakfast, Mrs Wes-
ton went up to see her mother; she feared to disturb 
her by going earlier : she found Betty assisting her to 
rise, but when chessed she was too ill to leave her room; 
indeed she never left it again! it seemed as if her exer­
tions to ' keep about house' till her son should arrive, 
had been too much for her; for she became from that 
very day so rapidly worse, that the boys were imme­
diately sent off to a school on the Wiltshire Downs, 
about ten miles from Stapleford. Mr Weston had ar­
ranged the affair hastily, in order to prevent the dis­
turbance (which children however good, necessarily 
make, when two or three are together) from annoying 
his mother. There were many tears shed by Alfred 
and Ellen at this first parting. George had been at 
school near Ca1nberwell, so that the trial was not se­
vere to him; besides, he was not so kind as his brother; 
was boastful, and fal}.cied himself manly, valiant, and 
clever. Alfred was timid, and never affected to bP 
otherwise. Ellen had more real courage than both of 

I 



170 THE CHILDREN'S FIRE 4 SIDE. 

the boys; though she possessed none of George's boast­
fulness, and as much gentleness as Alfred. 

Mr Weston had, before ·he left London, ordered a 

pianoforte to be forwarded to Smallridge Farm; and had 

sent instructions to an upholsterer at Devizes, to fit up 
one of the empty rooms at his mother's house, ready 

for the reception of his wife ; and as they had passed 
from their room on the first morning after their ar­

rival, he had thrown open the door, and astonished as 
well as delighted her with this beautiful instance of 

his affection and attention ; but she had never once 
touched the instrument, nor opened one of her books, 
during the month that she had now been at the 
farm; her mother required her attention, and she gave 

it as tenderly and willingly as if the old lady had been 
her dearest friend. Jarvis was an excellent nurse; 

Ellen too, cheered the closing scene of her grand­
mother's life, and endeared herself to her father and 
mother by the close attention and sweetness of dispo­
sition-wnich she evinced. The little gid used to sit 
at the casement of the old fashioned bed-room, ready 

to assist her aged relative ; and frequently, as she 
looked out upon the fast fading leaves of her favourite 
lime tree, and listened to the loud and difficult breath­
ing of her dying grandmother, she used to shudder as 
she reflected that before many weeks should pass, that 
painful breathing, sad as it was, would no longe,r be 
heard! It was no secret to her that Mr Merton the. 
medical attendant, had pronounced the recovery of the 
0ld lady to be entirely hopeless, so that Ellen's thoughts 
were continually poring over the melancholy subject. 
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She had never seen any one dead, and she wondered whe­
ther shB could bear to look on the awful sight which that 
bed would shortly contain; she feared not, and was fain 
to run out of the room for very terror ; till the recollec­
tion that her grandmother might want her cooling drink 
(which used to be put into her mouth with a teaspoon 
as she lay), restJ:ained her. Ellen would not mention 
the dislike she had to be left alone in the room, lest it 
should cause her mother more trouble than she aheady 
had ; so the heroic little girl continued to take her 
turn with Mrs W., Jarvis, Betty, and Hannah, in at­
tending to her expiring relative. One morning in 
September she arose before the sun, and glided into 
the di mal room to take her usual station, while Jar­
vis, who had been up all night, went to lie down. The 
ruddy glow that spread over the east, and threw the 
steep downs into black masses of shade, streamed 
throug-h the low casement upon the white curtains of 
the bed. Unlike the blythe mornings of spring, there 
were no birds carolling among the garden shrubs, 
except one little robin, hopping from bough to bough 
in the majestic linden tree; and sometimes with his 
slender feet shaking off a fragile leaf that had been 
loosened from its stem dtuing the night. The noise 
of the farm yard had not yet commenced; · and as 
the amiable little girl leaned out into the quiet beauty 
of that autumn morning, it seemed to her as if she 
and the social robin had all the great lonely world 
to themselves. She drew a large warm shawl of her 
mother's round her chilly shoulders, and continued to 
watch the brightening east as the glorious sun rolled 

12 
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his golden beams over the grey expanse above her. 

Ellen felt her little heart heave with delight, and she 

wondered how all the beautiful changes of the heavens 

could be performed in such exceeding stillness as now 

surrounded her. The downs began to catch the beams 

of the rising sun, and showed like monstrous walls, 

with turfed buttTesses in dark ridges to support them~ 

Her absent brothers were remembered; she sighed for 

the cheerful George and kind-hearted Alfred, to share 

with her the many sad hours. which she was obliged to 

pass alone; and as she gazed at the white chalk zig­

zag road that was cut in the dark sm-face of the heights 

before her, and which she had been told, led to the 

little village where they were at ~chool; she longed 

to be clambering up its side that she might see her 

brothers. Ellen now remembered that she ought to 

look if her poor grandmother required any attention; 

so she withdrew from the fresh air into the cheerless 

room. Elle~ quietly pulled aside the cui·tain, and the 

broad glare of the sun fell full upon the pale venerable 

face that rested _on the pillow. "I-low quietly she 

sleeps," thought the little girl; "how still she lies ! Oh! 

can she be dead? if she -is then, (shocking as the sight 

is) I am glad I have had courage to stay with her, and 

to look at death!" She dropped the curtain, and stole 

out of the room with as noiseless a step as if she could 

have disturbed the cold quiet inmate of the bed! 

Uncertain whether to rouse her parents, she thought 

she had better call Betty; so, the only one moving in 

the silent house, she crept up the creaking stairs to the 

servants' roorp.. They were just prepaTing ~o rise, when 
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the pale face of the little courageous girl peeped in at 
their door ; she soon told her mournful tale, then sat 
down on the bed and wept freely. Ellen in after life 
often thought of that sad mo1·ning, and always with 
gratitude; so many trials await humanity, and woman 
has so much depending on her exertions in domestic 
afflictions, that an early acquaintance with that com­
mon lot-a firm courage to look upon death-'is not 
only desirable, but nearly indispensable ! Now that 
there was no necessity for exertion and attention, 
Mr Weston insisted that his wife and daughter, ac­
companied by Jarvis, should set off on the very day 
that his mother died, to the nearest watering place, in 
order that they might recruit their spiTits. MTs W. 
talked of the strange appearance it would have among 
their neighbours; but her husband only replied·, that 
he was astonished that she who had so much good 
43ense, who had performed her duty in so exemplary a 
manner, should talk of appearances. " Whom can you 
injure, my dear Marian, by leaving this house? Why 
should you tkink even of the meddling gossip that is 
ever going on in country villages on all occasions? 
I beg you will oblige me, and attend to your own 
health, in preference to trying to gain a kind remark 
from old Stubbs the woodman, and his chattering wife! 
Besides, Ellen requires change of scene ; that melan­
choly sight which she witnessed this morning, added 
to her close attendance on my poor mother, have been 
almost too much for her. I did not expect that the life 
of her grandmother would close so suddenly, or she 
should not have been exposed to a sight so shocking to 
the feelings of a sensitive child!"-" I also grieve, my 



174 THE CHILDREN'S FIRE-SIDE. 

love, for the dear girl ; and I confess that I would not 

either have exposed her to the shock she has received, 
though I can scarcely fail to Tejoice that an inevitable 
event has been witnessed by hel': but I will go imme­
diately and pack up-our mourning can be made at 
Weymouth." In foul' hours they were off. 

The travelleTs had been nearly three weeks at the 
sea-side, had recovered their spirits and seen all that 
was beautiful in and about the town, when one evening 
they sat enjoying themselves by the fire,-for October 
was far advanced; now chatting, now Teading to each 
other the beautiful tales in "Mrs Leicester's School;" 
now listening to the rising wind and raging billows of 
a spring tide, that dashed over the esplanade ; Mrs 
Weston said, "To-morrow, Ellen, will_ surely be wet; 
we shall not be able to go over the ferry to Portland, as 
I had intended; you have finished your favo1uite book, 
and completed all the broad hems of the muslin frills 
and collars, as well as your bead purse for papa; what 
will you contrive by way of amusement?"-" I don't 
know, mamma," replied Ellen; "I am not afraid 
though, of finding my time hang heavily; you know so 
much that is wise and entertaining, and are so kind, 
that I am never so well pleased as when I am talking 
to you; and if papa and my brothers were here with 
us, I should be I really think, too happy !"-" Well, 
but love, we cannot always talk; I vn.sh, for instance 
to-morrow, to write a long letter to your father, and one 
or two to London, so t!1at you will be quite left to 
yourself; oh! I'll tell you what you can do, write to 
your brothers!"-" Oh dear! what a delightful thought! 
thank you, kind mamma, for telling me of it. Oh, so 
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I will! and it shall be such a long letter! we, must 

have some of that great huge writing paper, as big as 

the old picture bible; for I shall have so much to tell 

them, and I write so large, that the common-sized 

paper will not hold half!" Her mother smiled, and 

they continued to talk of Ellen's grand undertaking 

all the time they sat over their shrimps and bread and 

butter; when the supper tray was removed, the little 

eager girl bustled about to get all the materials toge­

ther for her exploit the next day. Her mother sat 

quietly reading, while Ellen ran up stairs for her silver 

pencil case, and clown stairs to Jarvis for the little_ 

inkstand; then to the table drawer for blotting paper, 

and to her work-box. for an atom of Indian rubber; 

then to her mother's dressing case for her penknife; 

but what should she do for a ruler? In her difficulty 

she ~ad recourse to Jarvis, who was so fortunate as to 

recollect that the flat Tunbridge-ware mesh, that was 

used to put through the mourning hems, and which 

had been bought at the library the , preceding week, 

would be a capital substitute. With no little pleasure, 

Ellen displayed her materials to her mother; all were 

complete, excepting the " elephant paper," and that 

Jarvis was to procure, in the morning. 

The wet weather lasted two whole days, and Ellen's 

letter kindly required as long a time to complete; so 

that, on the third morning~ she awoke to a brilliant 

sun, sparkling on the restless waters. of the bright and 

pretty bay, and at the same moment recollected that 

her long letter was :finished, and would, in a few hours, 

be on its way to the little village of Hilton, on the wild 

Wiltshire Downs. This was Ellen's letter. 
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"Weymouth, Oct. 15th, 182-. 
" My dear brothers, 

"How surprised you will be when you see a letter 
from me, and find that I write it from Weymouth; that 
is, if papa did not tell you that mamma, and Jarvis, 
and I, were .come away from Smalhidge farm for a 
few weeks; for he (that is, papa) wrote a letter to niamma 
a few days after we came, to say that he had sent you 
your black clothes _: so, you know all about poor grand­
mamma, and so I will not make you both sad by telling 
you any thing of her. · 

" When we came over the dreary wide downs, that 
reach a great way beyond Dorchester (which is a very 
old town, mamma told me, and was a town even in the 
time of the Romans I only think of that! and there I 
saw the old encampment, where the soldiers used to be 
stationed) well, I thought of you both, and wished I 
was going to Hilton instead of coming here ; and I 
wondered if the Wiltshire Downs are like these Downs, 
and if there are great bumps all over them, as there are 
here; where mamma says, it is supposed the Brfrish 
chiefs were buried who fell in battle; because when 
they (that is, these lumps, that are called barrows) are 
dug up, there are bones, and old swords, and things 
always found. How odd ! not to be buri~d in churches, 
or church yards ! but I suppose there were no such 
places then; only I forgot to ask mamma that; and she 
is busy writing now, and I won't disturb her: and it 
is so wet that I can't go to the library, to find all 
about it in the 'History of Dorsetshire,' which I looked 
into yesterday: for we have subscribed to the circulating 
library; and do you know, they have books there that 



THE WITCH. 177 

[ can read and understand: I always thought the 

books were only for grown people. Well, when 

you come at Christmas, you must tell me every thing 

about your Downs, and your school, and if you are 

happy; only I should like to know that now! oh, 

how often I wish for you both to be here ! I run 

upon the sands, when the tide is our; but you can't 

understand how that is, till I see you to tell you, for I 

shall fill my paper too soon, if I say how it is now. 

Dear mamma is so kind to me 1-we go out together, 

and sit at home together, and she knows such a number 

of curious and pleasant things, that it is quite delight­

ful to be so much with her; I never was, till since we 

have been at dear Weymouth; and I shall be very sorry 

when we go back to Blackheath, for that reason; I 

mean, that we have so many friends there, that she 

cannot spare time to be much with me. We are 

, going on the water, just a leetle tiny way out, from the 

Esplanade (which is a very nice, dry walk, close to the 

sea, that sometimes dashes over it ;-it did last night, 

and Mrs Cross, the owner of the house where we live, 

tells Jarvis that it will come higher, and dash farther 

to-day, at high water, if the wind does not drop : I hope 

it may go down, for every gust shakes the house so ! 

(the walls don't look thicker than yotu- Latin dictionary, 

George) I meant to say, though, that we shall not go 

on the water till papa comes. 

"Dear me! I have got to the folds of this great paper 

already, and have not said half, no nor a quarter that I 

wished. Mamma desires her kind love to you both, 

and hopes you are good boys; and she says she shall 

I 3 



} 78 THE CIIlLDREN'S FIRE-SIDE. 

send you a monstrous cake, and a bottle of currant 
wine, on papa's birthday, the 10th of November, you 
know. We shall be at the farm before then, so perhaps 
I may write again. I like it very much indeed; I mean, 
writing to you ; and I hope my letter will be pleasant 
to you both. 

"And mamma has not helped me; only tells me she 
shall just look if my stops are all right: so now, dear 
brothers, I have only just room left to say, that I am 

" Your affectionate sister, 
"ELLEN WESTON." 

In a few days after Ellen's letter was sent, Mr VVeston 
arrived at Weymouth, stayed a week, and then returned 
with his wife and daughter to Smallridge farm. 

About a fortnight after the promised cake had been 
sent off to Hilton, old Stubbs, the woodman (who also 
acted as postman to the farm) brought a letter from the 
Stapleford post-office, directed, in a large round hand, 
to Mrs Weston; she opened it, and read 

" Dear Mothex, ( written in small tex·t /) 
"I take -up my pen to inform you that we are quite 

well, and hope you, and all at home a1·e the same. We 
hope, when we return, that you will :find we have made 
_great improvement in the various branches of our edu­
cation. Our vacation will commence on the 13 thof 
next month; when we hope to meet you in the enjoy­
ment of good health . 

"Please to give oui- duty to our father, and love to 

Ell 

lett 
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Ellen. Mr. Wiggins desires his compliments: and I am, 

"Dear mother (in text) 
" Your dutiful son, 

(written very large) " GEORGE WESTON." 

"P.S. Thank you for the cake, and my sister. for her 

letter." 

" What a dreadful letter !" exclaimed Ellen, to th~ 

great amusement of her father and mother. "This is no y 

very brilliant specimen of Mr Wiggins' talents how­

ever!" exclaimed Mrs W. " Why, my dear, the letters 

that you wrote at school had the same ·assortment of 

handwriting in them : the fashion is a hundred years 

old, I should think."-" Do you mean that it is nearly 

such a respectable length of time since I wrote holiday 

letters, Marian?" said Mr Weston, laughing; at which 

Ellen shouted, for very mirth, and Mrs W. could 

not help joining in theiJ.· meniment. "You'll see," . 

added she," if the poor little fellows do not bring home 

" writing pieces," such as the charity boys run round 

London and flourish about with, from door to door!"­

"N o, no, not so bad as that, I hope!" replied her husband: 

-but she was right ! and when the chilchen anived, 

their mother was shocked at their appearance. Their 

little gentlemanly manners had all disappeared; they 

had contracted the provincial (or county) pronuncia­

tion; and they shouted out, as they scampered through 

the snow, up the fore court. "How do, mother?"-

" Where's £aether?" "How thee be'st grown surely, 

Ellen."-" Mercy.on the chilc.b.-en ! how soon they have 

picked up the barbarous way of talking that the people 
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have in this country!" exclaimed Jarvis, who had run 
out when the post-chaise stopped. 

An evening or two after the boys had returned, the 
whole family were seated very comfortably in the draw­
ing room, (as Ellen would have that room called which 
had been furnished for her mother) Weymouth, Hilton, 
and many other topics were being discussed, when Mr 
W. said, " I have not seen your ciphering books yet; 
Alfred, my boy, go up stairs and fetch them; they 
are in your room." Alfred got up, and lighted the 
ch.amber ~andle that stood on a table. " My dear 
boy, you need not take a light; the moon shines so 
brightly, that you will see your way; besides I dare 
not trust you with that candle-stick, for fear of your 
dropping any sparks : Hannah will bring up the safe 
candle for you to take, when you go to bed." Alfred 
said, " then George can go with me, to see that I do 
not drop the sparks, mother."-" No: why should two 
go? Come, put out the candle, and run away.'·'-Alfred 

,put it out, but did not stir. " Why do you sta:y ?" the 
boy looked pale and distressed, but made no reply.­
" Is it possible that my once good, little, obedient boy 
is become obstinate?" said his father, mildly, but sorrow­
fully, and Alfred burst into-tears. "Come to me, my 
dear child!·" said his kind mother; " what can this 
mean? tell me, in a whisper, why you do not go up 
stairs?" added she, putting her arm round his neck, 
and kissing his cold cheek. Ellen sat, in mute wonder­
ment, with her shining knitting needles lying idle in her 
lap; George looked full into the blazing fire, a,s if he 
knew a vast· deal, when, finding that Alfred was still 
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silent, he said, without looking away from the cheerful 
blaze, "he be afeard of witches !" "Alfred! and afraid of 
WITCHES, above all things! Oh! ho! ho !-ha! ha! 
ha! ha!" shouted his father; George looked up, and 
laughed too, but not heartily; Ellen seemed petrified; 
her eyes only moved, as she turned them from one to 
the other. Alfred .burst into a fresh fit of crying; and 
his mother, drawing her footstool from under the sofa, 
made him sit down within the fire-side circle, and rested 
his head on her lap, as she said, " I don't wonder your 
father laughed, upon my word, toJ,hear that a boy, a 
FUTURE MAN should fear any thing so truly ridiculous! 
if you had been afraid of murderers, or mad bulls, or 
even a savage gander, there would have been some 
small excuse for you, but a witch of all things !-George, 
you of course are not so absurd ; you are older tl1an 
your brother_, and if I recollect rightly, are rather cou­
rageous."-" Oh, I'm not afeard of witches; but the 
boys"-- "Don't say afeard, my dear; what do the 
simpletons say?" said his mother. "Why, they all say 
that there are such things, and every one in the school 
believes in um; and they've told us such a many things 
about um, that we could not help believing in um, 
too ; and Alfred will never stir out after dusk by him­
self, was it ever so!"-" Then I am ashamed of him, 
that he has not taken pattern by your courage, George," 
said his father; " you say that all the boys believe in 
these old ladies, (George smiled) but that you are not 
afraid of them : I am rejoiced at your superior sense ; 
and as I want the books from your room, you can go 
for them. George's smile became more like a grin by 
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this time; however, he got up and went out of the room. 

In three minutes he twitched open the door, hurried 

in, and said (looking as white as his shirt collar) I can't 

find them any where."-" You have not been to look 

for them," said his father. " Yes-' -'' " Take care ! 

remember that I will punish you more severely for .a 

falsehood, than for any other fault. You know, and 

we all know that you "4ave not stirred from the door; 

the old stairs creak so loudly when any person steps on 

them,. that we should surely have heard you. Alfred, 

tell me the truth! is George afraid of witches?"-" Yes, 

fathe-papa, he is !"-" Oh, George ! George ! _this is 

very sad, indeed! you tell of a weakness in your brother, 

which you yourself equally possess; you utter a false­

hood, in order to impose upon us, and make us believe 

that you are superior to Alfred; you then affect a cou­

rage, though you dare not show any; and afterwards 

tell another falsehood, to conceal your cowardice ! fie ! 

fie upDn you ! boastful, silly coward !"-here George 

wept, as much from anger as shame. " Ellen, ring the 

bell ; Hannah shall bring the safe candlestick, and he 

shall go to bed:" and away he went in disgrace. "Now 

Alfred," said his kind father, " come and shake hands 

1.v-ith me. I laughed at you, because I hoped that there 

was no truth in the assertion ; and that you merely 

knew that others were so foolish, without being as 

absurd yonrself.' I see, however, that you are alarmed; 

and I will try if I cannot convince you that you have 

not the slightest cause for fear. Come, cheer up ! look 

at me, I am not ·a witch," said he, gaily, taking the 

little fellow under the chin, and making him look up 
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in his face. The tender-hearted boy smiled, as the tears 
trembled in his eyes; and he sat down on the sofa, 
close beside his father. " Marian," said Mr Weston, 
" you talked last week of some capital elder wine; I 
think a glass to each would raise our spirits, and keep us 
from feeling quite so much alarm as we now suffer:" 
and he looked archly down at Alfred, who smiled, and 
pressed his father's hand. " Ellen, you have the key 
of the closet in the parlour, run down and get a bottle 
out, desire Betty to warm some, and toast some bread, 
which Jarvis can bring up when it is ready," said Mrs 
Weston. Ellen felt in her pocket for the key; it was 
not there; " oh, I remember," said she, " I left it on 
my dressing table, when I washed my hands this 

, afternoon; I'll be down in a minute;" and away she 
ran up the old creaking stairs; then stamp, stamp, 
stamp, was heard over head. "Alfred," said his father, 
"you find your sister has cotuage to ventlue up stair~, 
alone, and in the dark; ~he · has now heard, as well 
as you, that there are such things as witches; yet 
her courage is not lessened ; she is as likely to be run 
over, or gobbled up, by an old dame in a reel cloak, as 
you are; but here she comes, quite safe, you see."­
" Oh, papa ! I do not expect to be ' run over,' or 
'gobbled up,'" replied the little boy, laughing, as he re­
peated the odd fancies. "Well, as soon as we have sipped 
our warm wine, we will have the whole matter talked 
over; and Ellen shall give us her opinion; and we will 
find out, if we can, from you (who seem to understand 
their ways of annoying people) what we are to expect, 
and how we a1·e to keep out of the clutches of your 
alarming old goodies." 
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The pleasant room, kind faces, and cheering wine, 

revived the little boy's spirits, so that he was able to 

tell, in a rather valiant manner, all he had heard at 

Hilton; on this strange subject. When he had finished, 

his father said," well, .but I do not find that you have 

seen a witch, Alfred; nor did you say that any of the 

boys have ; nor any other persons, indeed; you have 

only told us that they have .heard, or have been told, 

what pranks these wicked old women pla!; have you 

ever seen one?"-" oh, no, papa; not seen one, but it 

is all true that I have told you."-" That, my dear, I 

quite disbelieve, for--" " You do, papa?"-" Oh, 

yes, certainly," - " vfhy? la~ why?" asked Alfred. 

" Because it is quite contrary to common sense; and 

to the experiern;e of my life, and that of every person 

I ever met with (excepting you and George) that feeble 

old women, poor old women too, should like to leave 

"their beds, or warm chimney cornets, in order to go out 

on a winter's night, to do mischiet to their neighbours.'' 

- · " Yes, papa, but if they do go about hurting the 

cattle, you know-it--" "Aye, Alfred, if they do, 

indeed ! and if you or any other person could show me 

a witch, in the act of injuring a cow or a sheep, I would 

(that is, if I could, and to oblige you!) believe in witches 

directly." - " But papa, said Ellen, " there must be 

some cause for the belief; how could any body think 

of such things, you know; how came the belief to have 

a beginning?"-" True, Ellen, there must have been 

a cause-; and that cause was the barbarous ignorance 

in which all nations have, at one time or other, been 

sunk : the cleverest, the wisest people who ever lived, 

were the ancient Egyptians, and they w~~re, perhaps, 
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the inventors of witchcraft, magic, and sorcery ; the 

great mass of the people in Egypt, as well as in all 

other countries where printing was not known, were 

entirely ignorant, and consequently could be the more 

easily imposed on, and made to believe any absludity, 

that those who had acquired kno~ledge, chose to teach 

them. The less civilized a nation is, the greater is its 

superstit10n. We know better than to suppose, for 

instance, that thunder is the voice of the Almighty, and 

the lightning his arrows; because we have acquired 

knowledge, and are able to find a reason for a thun­

der-storm, which shows the goodness, the power, and 

the wisdom of the Creator, in a more grand and beau­

tiful manner, than if we attribute the natu~:al pheno­

menon to his anger, as if he were a weak mortal, like 

ourselves. You are going to read the life of that wise 

man, Dr Franklin, and will there, in that book, find 

the cause of thunder-storms given; and the great share 

which he had in the discovery of electricity, which he 

found to be of a nature similar to that of lightning; so 

I will say no more on the subject than to tell you that, 

to this day, the wild Indians (that is, native Americans) 

suppose that spirits direct the changes of the seasons, 

hm-1 destruction in the whirlwinds, and ii.de in anger 

among the clouds and storms! I have told you that 

superstition, and the ' belief' as you call it, in spirits, 

ghosts, and witches, are always connected with gross 

ignorance; but I will prove it to your own satisfaction. 

You both know that, until you came clown into Wilt­

shire, you had scarcely met with the word ' witches,' 

and consequently had no fear of them; you: also know 
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t~at every one, however poor, with whom you ever 
conversed, near London, could read and write. At lVIr 
Wiggins' school, on the contrary, I suspect there were 
many boys whose parents and friends can barely sign 
theii· own names (for, fifty years since, farmers' sons 
were brought up to follow the plough;·. and education 
was not much attended to) and now their servants and 
farming men certainly cannot 1·ead or write; thus you 
see that ignorance and superstition are found together; 
where one is, the other is seldom away. Ask yourselves 
this simple question, ' why have I not heard of the 
existence of witches ·µntil I came into the country?' If 
there are such beings, why are they not in the neigh­
bourhood of London, as well as here? why has no one 
whom you know ever seen any? If we had lived in 
the reign of King James the First, indeed, we might 
4ave been allowed to bestow many anxious thoughts 
on this subject, sin_ce he himself wrote a book which 
he called' Demonology,' and which, of course, described 
the particulars of witches and witchcraft ; but James 
reigned in the early part of the seventeenth century; 
not above two hunched years after the art of printing 
had been introduced into England."-" Yes, papa," 
said Ellen; " you know I don't believe .. in witches; 
but I like to find out the reasons for things, and I 
want to know why a poor helpless old w~man slfould 
be fixed on as the author of any mischief?"-" Pre­
cisely because she is helpless, and les8 able to protect 
herself, or to find protecto1·s from the brutal and igno­
rant ferocity of man," replied her father. " Aye," 
replied Alfred, " ·but still I should like to know why 
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people could not be satisfied; and suppose that, if their 

cattle had any thing the matter with them, it might be 

owing to illness? now, papa, should you, if one of otu 

cows was to fall lame, should you think a witch had 

done it? because some of the farmers' sons at Hilton 

n say, that their fathers do!"-" My dear boy, what a 

foolish question! you know that I have told you that 

I have not the slightest idea that there is, or ever was 

a witch in the world !-but I dare say James Dobson 

would think the witches bad been at work, if such an 

accident were to happen : but how is it that you, who 

made so sensible a remark just now,should have allowed 

these silly fears to get the better of you? You asked 

why people do not attribute the accidents among their 

cattle to rational causes ?-if they were to do so, the 

· very name of a witch would die away. Ignorant and 

superstitious pei:sons are always fond of supposing, that 

every thing which they cannot at once account for, is 

supernatural, that is, out of nature; whereas, if they 

had sense and patience enough, they would find that 

there is nothing supernatural in this world. I hope, 

Alfred, that I have done some little good; I trust you 

are not quite so firm in your belief of witches as you 

were an hour ago ; or my conversation will have be~n 

I thrown away. I do not expect that your terror will at 

~ once subside, for, long after your reason is convinced, 

the alarm will remain : that, however, will leave you, 

if you exert the good sense with which the Almighty 

has blessed you ; and try to overcome the weakness. 

Much depends on yourself; and I hope you will take 

n1y advice."-" I hope and think, I shall forget the 
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tales I have heard, papa; and I am sure I'll try and witch 
believe all that you wish me, and I will tell George, Hilde 
what you have said to-night; and perhaps we shall mast 
help e_aph other to believe that there are no such things into a 
as witches. I know that I am a great deal happier, 'that 
and less frightened than I was a little while ago!"- maste 
" I'll tell them a story much truer than those which · mo 

Alfred heard-at Hilton," said Mrs Weston, " and then Joew 
they had better go to bed.-About forty years ago, a Loq 
gentleman who lived far down in the country, had a 
very beautiful and favourite horse,- a hunter. One 
morning his groom came to him, before he was up, and 
begged to speak to him; the gentleman told him to 
come in, and he said, ' Sir, Hildebrand,' that was the 'PU t 
horse's name, ' is all of a lather this morning, as if Geru 
you'd rode him for thirty miles at full gallop! the stable in tne 
door has been locked all night, and the key was in my 
waistcoat pocket.' The gentleman dressed himself in 
great haste, and went to look at his favourite. He was, 
indeed, as Joe had described, though co-0le~·, quite, in a 
foam ! Every cause, that every body could think ·of, notoe 
was offered as a reason for it, but none seemed to be sne1tas 
sufficient. Mr Norton, the owner, not only saw Hilde- toe~, 
brand shut up, on the following evening, but took the l\'~cn~ 
key of the stable, and the next morning he we)lt to the sne ~d 
1?,orse, with the groom :-he was just in the same state, f,roten 
-restless, terrified, and completely wet! All, excepting ll'asnea 
Mr Norton, attributed it to the witch-for there was a 
poor, .deformed, ugly, forlorn, old woman in the vil­
lage, who was so called, and many an o~th Joe swore, 
that if he caught her, he would be the death of her, if 
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·witches could be killed. Well, the third morning., poor 
Hildebrand was as bad as ever ! · Joe then begged his 

master would allow him to stick a great many spikes 

into an old saddle, and put it on the horse at. night, 

' that the rider might find a soft seat!' Joe said: his 
,., 

master laughed, and told him he might. The next 

morning was anxiously expected.; and at early dawn 

Joe went into the stable, for he had the keys again.­

Lo ! looking at the saddle, it and the spikes were 
covered with blood! Away :flew Joe, down to old 

Hannah's miserable hut; dashed open the door, and 

found the poor woman in bed, and hlood on several 

parts of the :floor ! ' Oh you wicked old hag!' said he, 

' I'll teach you to ride my master's horses to death ! 

Get up, you old wretch, and you shall be well ducked 

in the horse pond !' The poor, terrified, old, feeble 

cteature had nearly died at his savage conduct. 'Oh, 

my poor leg,' said she,' it is almost broken, and if you 
<frag me out of bed, it will bleed again !'-He was pro­

ceeding to tear her out, notwithstanding, for he did 

not believe her, when a neighbour came in to see how 

she was; and then Joe found, that in the afternoon of 

the day before, she had fallen over her only saucepan, 
which she had set outside the door, and had forgotten; 

she had cut her leg saJly, with the rough iron of the 

broken handle, and had been obliged to go to bed. Joe 

was heartily ashamed of himself, begged her pardon, 
gave her a shilling, and left the hut; fi1·st asking her 

if she knew who had ridden his master's horse? Of 

course, she could not tell. 
He returned home wondering who had been so torn 
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by the spikes, when he met one of the servants with his 
mistress's monkey in her arms, nearly dead with wounds 
on his body and legs! " Only look what some cruel 
wretch has done to poor Cupid!" said Sarah.-" Oh 
ho! Mr Cupid! what you are the jockey, are you? so 
you ride the horse ! Well, I dare be bound you have 
had your last ride, . my man! Where could the little 
toad have got into the stable?" Away he went, and 
traced blood through the rack up into the hay-loft, and 
then out at a hole where a tile had been biown off; 
and then all along the yard into the kitchen, where 
t4e monkey had crept. The poor thing died, and Hil­
debrand ever afterwards slept quietly." The children 
were pleased with the story, particularly Alfred: so 
having thanked their mother, and wished both parents 
'good night,' they prepared to go to bed, Ellen laughing 
and encouraging her brother not to fear any thing, for 

' that she would protect him ! he took her joke with good 
temper, and they went merrily away together. Mrs Wes­
ton sighed as they left the room, and said," Oh, my love, 
what an unfortunate circumstance it is,-that we allowed 
the boys to go to that wild horrid school ! I fear that 
the terrors they have felt will never wear off, but will 
be a source of trouble to them as long as they live ; 
early impressions, we know, are the most vivid of our 
lives."-" I hope you see this matter in too serious a 
light: when we go back to civilized society, dear 
lVIarian," said Mr vVeston, smiling, "I suspect that we 
shall find this silly subject of alarm will gradually va­
nish like the ·recollections of a frightful dream." "I 
trust it may be so," replied his wife, and the conversa-
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tion dropped. The next morning George was taken 
into favour, and all went on happily at the farm. 

The weather continued fine, clear, and calm, but 
severe. The boys made long slides on the pond, and 
tried their skill at ska\ting, to the great diversion of 
Sam the cow boy, who stood with his hands tucked 
under his 'gaberdine' (or smock frock), and his 1·ound, 
coarse, rough hat, stuck at the back of his head, grin­
ning over the yard gate. The cows, donkey, cart­
horses, pigs, and poultry, instead of wandering over 
the snowy frozen :fields, were shut into the large shel­
tered yard, which was littered all over with straw, so 
deep that it reached above half way up the legs of the 
cattle. They looked the picture of happiness with 
their racks full of hay, and that warm bed all about 
them ! The pigs often amused the young people with . . 
their droll manner of enjoying· themselves, groping 
among the straw till they were quite hidden, then up 
they tossed it high over their heads, j}ien out they 
jumped, and away they scrambled, making such a loud 
rustling that it would scare the frolicsome young heifers, 
which joined in their sport till all were tired. 
· One morning, two or three days before Christmas, 
Mrs Weston was in the kitchen with Ellen, assisting 
to prepare all kinds of eatables that are peculiar to that 
social season; such as a huge jar of mince meats, all 
the 'gregeances,' as Betty called the various fruits and 
spices that are used in a plum pudding; pork pasties, 
tarts, and a monstrous cake, were among them; with a 
plainer cake for the farming men and servants. A 
:fiddler was bespoken to play to them, and they were to 
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have· a dance. Mr and Mrs Ford, and their son 

and daughter Arthur and Eliza, were expected from 

London t? pass the Christmas week with their friends 

the W estons; they were near neighbours too, at 

Blackheath, and had known each other many years. 

On the next evening they were to arrive, lVIrs W. was 

therefore anxious to complete all her arrangements 

before her guests came. The two boys were busy cut­

ting plums and taking out the stones, and Ellen was 

very industriously washing the currants ; Mr Weston 

was in the old oak parlour making a bow for the boys, 

of a famous bough from the yew tree that grew over the 

pond where the cattle dr~nk, nearly opposite the house; 

when suddenly they all heard a dreadful scream, and 

a great ~proar in the lane ! In half a minute, every 
I • 

one belonging to the farm was on the spot, where they 

found a gig overthrown; two children lying on the 

pond, where the force of the shock had jerked them; • 

a gentleman slowly raising himself; and the horse 

lying on his side, kicking violently! The travellers 

were Mr Merton and his son and daughter, whom 

he had allowed to accompany him -as he was going 

his rounds, to see his patients. A poor man farther 

down the lane, no other than 'Ligee' (El~jah) Stubbs, 

had Cl\t his leg with his axe; and h~ wife had 

sent their little boy to Stapleford to beg Mr Merton 

would come to him; the child had run wit~out stop­

ping at the farm to mention the accident, and fortu­

nately a little beyond the lane, he met Mr Merton, who 

turned down immediately; when just as he came to 

the farm-yard gate, the heifers and pi~s w~re in their 
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full game, and the extraordinary noise they made, 
with the sudden crowing of a game cock that flew upon 
the gate-post to escape from the frolicsome animals, 
tenified the horse so much, that he darted suddenly on 
one side, and drawing the chaise down the sloping 
bank of the pond, it upset and caused all the noise and 
confusion. Mr Merton had bruised his left shoulder 
against the top of the vehicle; Clara's ancle was 
sprained so, that she was obliged to be carried in 
doors ; and lVIr Weston having placed her on the 
sofa up stairs, ran down (leaving Ellen with the young 
sufferer) to assist at the scene of bustle. Frederick, her 
brother, had only grazed his cheek with a lump of ice, 
which had been broken out of a hole that the cattle 
might drink, he therefore wished not to go into the 
house. Mrs Weston saw him dabbing his face, however, 
which bled considerably, and asked him why he refused 
to have it attended to. " Oh, thank you," said he, smil­
ing, " I am to be a surgeon, and I must not mind s-uch 
a scratch as this."-" I admire your courage," said she, 
and looked round to see if George heard the youth ; 
" but I, without being a surgeon, know that this frosty 
air will do it no good; and that that pretty cotton hand­
kerchief will do it harm : so now let me see if you are 
as tractable as you a1~ courageous, or I will never em­
ploy you to attend my family when you commence ttr 
practise!" added she, smiling kindly. Frederick could 
not withstand such pleasant manners, and they went 
in together, followed by George and Alfred. Mrs 
Wes ton and Jarvis made every thing comfortable for 
the young people, and soon after Mr Wes ton and Mr 

K 



194 THE CHILDREN'S FIRE-SIDE. 

Merton joined them; they had, with James Dobson's 

a8sistance, got the horse on his feet, and found that he 

had sustained no injury; so he was led into the stable, 

and James offered to try his skill in mending the trace 

that was snapped. Mr Merton sa-id but little on the 

subject of the accident ; · bat as he looked at his chil­

<hen and found them so slightly hurt, his -eyes filled 

with tears, and tu1·ning to the window, mentally 

(that is, in hjs mind) thanked the Almighty that they 

had escaped from so dangerous a situation with so little 

injury. He then insisted on going to Stubbs's cottage 

to see his leg, before he would have his own shoulder 

attended to; and returning in a short time, Sam Styles 

the 't!ow-boy was dispatched with a note to Mrs Mer­

ton, stating the extent of the accident; ordering plas­

ters and lotions; and informing her that at Mr and 

Mrs Weston's particular request, Clara and Frederick 

were to i-emain at the farm for a few days. Clara's 

ancle was but little injw·ed; Ellen told her she was 

glad of that, or she would be obliged to sit still while 

all the others danced, as they were to have a little ball 

on the .26th; "And this is the 22nd," added she, " so 

if you keep very quiet, you will be quite well by that 

time." Clara thanked her, and very quickly they were 

friends. 
Who that has reached his or her thirtieth year, does 

not look back with xegret upon the happy hours of 

childhood, when intimacies-and friendships are formed 

without the restrictions of ceremony and etiquette ! 

A plaster was applied to Fred's cheek, and he in turn 

became assistant to his father, and rubbed his shoulder 
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with an embrocation, by the fire that was blazing in a 
becb-oom, which bad been prepared for the London 
guests. Old Stubbs was again visited, not only by 
Mr Merton, but by Jarvis, with a large basket full of 
meat, bread, and other things that Mrs Weston thought 
would be acceptable ; and by this time dinner was 
ready at the farm. The good host and hostess left 
theii- London manners at Blackheath ; wisely adopt­
ing the plain, farming, hospitable, unfashionable 
method of entertainment, in preference to keeping 
up the more elegant and refined style which they 
had always beel"l accustomed to, but which would 
have suited ill with their present situation; besides, 
that it would make _the plain country people who were 
with them, uncomfortable. A few hourn were thus 
passed by l\fr Merton with real pleasure; and as the 
winter sun was setting, he arose with reluctance to 
leave the kind inhabitants of the farm . The sofa, with 
Clara " 1·eclined like a sultana," as Ellen said, was now 
drawn towards the fire ; and with the exception of Mrs 
W. (who still found that s~me of her domestic anange­
ments were unfinished) they were all again as social as 
possible. " Did I not see some boughs of yew, when 
l\1r Wes ton was so kind as to bring me in?" asked 
Clara of her new friend. " Yes," replied she; "why do 
you ask?"-" Because I thought you were going to 
decorate the room with it, and I was glad of it. I love 
to see a house with all kinds of evergreens about it at 
Christmas; I :finished our's, with Fred. 's assistance, 
yesterday.''-" Indeed!" replied Ellen; "Oh dear, no! 
we were not going to do any thing half so pretty ; 

K2 
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papa told _Roger to saw off that branch that he might 
make a yew bow for my brothers ; I dare say they will 
fancy themselves as valiant as the Ancient Britons 
were, when they have it," added she, looking across at 
them, as they listened to the conversation between the 
two girls. " Does every person in this part of the 
country adorn their houses in the way you describe?" 
- " No," replied Clara; "a few leetle bits of holly are 
always stuck about; but I know one lady who is par­
tial to the custom, and I have followed her e~ample." 
- " Oh you must tell us all about it; and though you 
cannot move yournelf, I'll do all I can by your instnw­
tions; and--" ·" Oh, and we three will get the 
boughs," said George;" are we only to have yew?"­
'" Oh yes, and YOU too!" said Fred. ; who rather 
thought himself witty, and considered himself almost 
a 'surgeon already. They smiled at his pun, and Clara 
replied, " Oh every thing that is green I like; I am 
almost scolded sometimes for cutting the bushes of 
lauristinus, and alerternus, and ilex, and arbor vita-, 
and large leaved box, and la1uel, and Cresar's laurel, 
and arbutus, and Daphn£ lauriola, and Chinese privet, 

d /-'U~ l h and Portugal lam·el, an -occu )a- no not occu a; the 
yellow spots on its leaves- it is variegated, you know 
-make it look so sickly."-" Indeed I do not know, 
my dear Clara, any thing about it, or hardly any of the 
names even of the trees you have mentioned! How 
clever you must be to know so much about these 
things!" and the little admiTing unenvious girl, chew 
doser to her new friend, and held the hand that hung 
over the side of the sofa. Clara blushed at Ellen's 

. ' une. 

me 

all 
ha 

kin 

ms 

my 

the 

Tu 
R 

11D 

shall 
(' -· 



I , • 

u 

THE WITCH. 197 

unexpected praise,and hastened to say," Oh you praise 
me for more' knowledge than I possess; I learned 

all these names from Mrs Rogers, the lady whom I 
have mentioned. I was always fond of plants, and this 

kind friend lent me two or three beautiful books, which 

instr1:_1cted, me in the names and the management of 
my little favourites; the books are' Flora Domestica, or 

the domestic Flower Garden;' and 'Sylvan Sketches.' 

There is a great deal of poetry in them, which Mrs 

Rogers says she does not expect I shall either like or 

understand yet, but in a year or two I think I shall ; I 

shall be very glad to lend them to you, Miss Weston." 

-" Oh don't call me any thing but Ellen, pray Miss 

Merton, or I shall think you are offended with my 

freedom in calling you Clara!"-" Well then, dear 
Ellen, I think you would like my beautiful books; and 

I am to have' Gil pin's F01·est Scenery' soon. Oh, you 

cannot think how fond I am of trees and shrubs !"­

" Ellen," said Alfred, "what do you think ? Frederick 

says he is almost sure we have all the trees with those 

hard names, that Clara and you have been talking 

about, for grandpapa was v~·y fond of a garden; you 

remember Hannah told us so, the first morning after 

we came here; well, and so he asked Mr Merton for 

cuttings, and so, to-morrow, if papa and mamma have no 

objection, we will all go and cut you lots of every . 

thing; and I say, George," added he, ttuning to his 

brother ; " we'll climb the old oak in the Ridge Field, 
and cut down and bring in a cart load of ivy !"-Mr 

W. gave consent, and that evening closed in bright 
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hopes for the .morrow. Clara shared Ellen's room, and 
as there were two beds in her brothers' apartment, 
Frederick was easily accommodated. - As soon as 
breakfast was over, the grand lopping began; and 
Ellen was almost frightened when she _saw the im­
mense quantities they had collected. 

Clara was very ingenious ; and as Mrs W estop had · 
no flower vases as chimney ornaments, she constructed 
covers for some handsome old china sugar basins, &c. 
out of pasteboard, which she pierced full of holes, and 
made to fit in tightly. These were for the chimney­
piece in the drawing-room; and Ellen sat by in won­
dering delight at Clara's nimble :fingers. "Now, 
dear Ellen, (there, I have not called you Miss Weston 
once to-day !)-now get some little sprigs of ilex, that 
is dark, &o it will do best for the backs of the vases;­
only two bits-that's right. Oh, how lovely they are, 
with their glossy rose-shaped leaves, and pale green 
veins!"-" They are indeed! I dare say, if it had not 
been for that fortunate overturn, I should never have 
known you, dear Clara, and never have had sense and 
taste to admire the different shrubs that grow at this 
dull time of the year !"-" Oh yes you would; I, 
perhaps, should not, if it had not been for kincl Mrs 
Rogers : how I wish you knew her !-then you are 
younger than I am, you know ; but if you have taste 
enough to admire such a scene as that which you told 
me of last night in bed-I mean the risjng sun, on 
the day when your poor grandmamma died, I am sure 
that a love of the other beautiful things must follow. 
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But come; now two or three of those bright green 

large-leafed box sprig·s, their pale and formal way of 

growing will be a contrast to the pretty ilex; now 

two of the fan-like arbor vitre ; how g1·acefully they 

spread over! in the outside holes we will have little 

taper sprays of yew; and now a beautiful bunch of 

cheerful laU1·istinus for the middle ; aye, that looks 

very nicely, now: if we had but a few snow-drops to 

hang their drooping heads among this green bunch 

of foliage; but they will not peep above ground for 

a month. Till this sharp frost came and nipped them, I 

had primroses, hepaticas, and two. or three more :flow­

ers, in my garden."-" Oh, I know," said Ellen, jump­

ing up, and scattering the bits of evergreen from her 

lap in all directions; out she flew, and in five minutes 

returned with enough aTtificial flowers to set up a 

country milliner. " Look, look, clear Clara, what 

mamma has given me! as we are in mourning, she 

does not want them; so we can put the tiny flowers 

in these vases, and the larger ones among the boughs 

in the vase on the top of the piano."-" Well, Ellen, 

I never should have thought of any thing so pretty! 

Oh how beautifully you have arranged them. I think 

Mrs Weston will like these decorations very much, 

don't you?"-" Goodness~ yes, I'm sure she will; she 

knows nothing of it yet." The little happy girl soon 

l!ompleted her tasteful employment, in which Clara 

begged to assist; but she was kept a prisoner in her 

chair, on account of her sprained ancle. A great clat­

tering of shoes, as if a dozen persons were coming 

up stairs, announced the three noisy boys, who burst 
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into the room to fetch Ellen away into the barn, 
that she might admire theiT morning's work. 

" Oh how beautiful!" exclaimed their voices all at 
once; " now come, come, and see what we have done." 
Away they all rushed, bounding through the straw in 
the yard, and in at the huge doors, where Ellen stood 

of 

· in astonishment. They had moved all the hay from~ ·-. = .. ~ ahn 
the middle of t~e spacious barn into the two further 
parts; had tied and nailed up to the beams, rafters, 
sides, and posts, large branches of ivy and holly, and 
had, in fact, converted the sober, ugly old building, 
into a beautiful bower for their ball-room. Hannah's 
broom had been borrowed, and the floor was a mu:acle 
of cleanliness. Clay candlesticks were fixed on pieces 
of board in various parts, and Fred. observed, that 
" the lights among the green leaves would look beau­
tiful!"-· " And so they will, indeed," exclaimed 
Ellen. " Oh how I long for the 26th. We will not 
tell papa and roam.ma a word about it: how surprised 
they will be ;-but I must run back to poor Clara: 
Oh I hope she will be able to dance with us. Good 
bye, good bye, you are very dear, good, clever, indus­
trious boys; and away the sprightly creature ran back 
to her friend. In the evening the expected guests 
came, and a pleasant meeting it was to all parties. 
Arthur and Eliza Ford were not so amiable as the· 

· young persons already at the farm; they were both 
proud, and not inclined to associate with the Mertons, 
whom they considered as country louts, who could 
know nothing of' life' or politeness. Many, who are 
older than these young persons, shew their own want 
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of gentility while they are endeavouring to prov~ that 

of others~ T1·ue politeness may be, and often is found 

in the most uneducated persons; and too frequently 

we find well-dressed vulgarity and rudeness in a splendid 

ball room. 
The 26th at last arrived; and strange to say that 

although so long and much anticipated, no disappoint­

ment occurred. Mr and Mrs Merton increased the 

number and the pleasure of the dinner party; and Clara 

had her father's permission to use h~r ancle in the little 

dance. After tea, all the younger part of the happy· 

circle, glided out of the room, and away they went, 

accompanied by Jarvis, and Betty, and Hannah, and 

James Dobson, and Roger, and Sam, with three or four 

of their friends, and Tim Winkey, the blind fiddler; 

an carrying chairs, tables, candles, and refreshments 

to their ball room. By Jarvis's advice, each candle 

was placed in a large tumbler, and set on the brack­

ets : " for fear the sparks should fall, and cause mi_s­

chief;" that was done ; then that bustling and very 

useful person arranged the chairs, and set the tables 

out of the way of the dancers; and, at last, the room 

was pronounced to be ready. All the young ones 

then tore after one another, over the straw, to bring 

the company from the drawing room. No one there 

had any idea of the secret in the barn, and the papas 

and mammas could not imagine the cause of the eager­

ness and delight that shone in each young sparkling 

eye, as the children requested they would " indulge a 

oung party with their company to a dance." Not one 

K3 
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of the invited guests liked the idea of leaving the warm, 
pleasant room, particularly when they found their visit 
was to be made in the barn !-but they kindly gave up 
their own comfort to their children's gratification; 
so, shawls .and cloaks were brought, and they soon 
found themselves in the tasteful ball room. As :qiany, 
if not more expressions - of admiration were bestowed 
on the ingenuity and pretty arrangements that the boys 
had made, than had been already lavished on the girls' 
elegant fancies in the drawing~room. Dancing then 
commenced, Mrs Weston and Mr Ford, Mr W. and 
Mrs Merton, Mr M. and Mrs Ford, Ellen and Arthur, 
Clara and George, quickly paired off, for a country 
dance; Frederick went up to Eliza, and was going to 
ask her to become his partner, but her pride was roused 
at the hateful thought of dancing with a" Wiltshire 
boor," so, seeing him coming, she turned quickly round, 
to ask the little, gentle Alfred to dance with her, rather 
than accept Fred.; but the child had run across to speak 
to Ellen; so the silly Eliza, seeing no escape, pretended 
to have h1ut her foot, and said she could not dance ! 
Fred. saw her angry look, and guessed that she had 
told a falsehood, to avoid dancing with him; he there­
fore expressed but little sorrow for that which he saw 
was a pretence, and went to seek Alfred, with whom he 
joined the set; and a merry frolic they had. Miss Ford 
bitterly repented, before the dance was half over, that 
her pride had prevented her from sharing the amuse­
ment ; particularly as she was considered a very good 
dancer, at school; and moreover, to her great surprise, 
she saw that Frederick was by far the most genteel in 
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bis manner of dancing, of all the young people ! Having 

told a falsehood, however, she was obliged to persist in 

it: the lesson was a useful one, and she profited by 

it. Blind-man's-buff was proposed, in less than an hour, 

because the servants had yet to enjoy themselves; so a 

tremendous game was soon begun, in which Miss Eliza 

was persuaded to join ; as it would not hurt her foot, ' 

Mrs Merton told her, so much as the strain of dancing. 

The noise in that old barn, on that merry night, might 

have been heard half a mile ! The party, in another half 

hour, returned to the house, where forfeits, cards, and 

other amusements, closed the evening: while those who 

were left in the ball room rivalled their betters in noise, 

mirth, and hilaTity. The next night, our young group' 

assembled there again ; having resolved • to enact a 

play, which they called" the Magic Ring." Mrs Ford 

had broug·ht down the beautiful romance of that name; 

and the young people, having read it aloud to one 

another, were so delighted with it, that they proposed 

to make a drama of it. Frederick, being the tallest lad, 

was to be " Sir Otto;" and as the real knight wore 

silver armour, so he cased himself in the nearest ap­

proach to silver that he cou~d meet with; which was a 

sheet of tin, that had been bought to line the meat 

screen with! this was his " co1·slet," he said; a bright 

tin saucepan, without a handle, graced his head, in 

which he stusk a bunch of peacock's feathers; a piece 

of old iron hoop served for the knight's gleaming sword; 

and Betty's pet tin saucepan lid, he flourished as his 

shield ! Arthur was complimented with the offer of 

being the noble and gorgeous" Sir Folko de Montfau-
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con ; his blue and gold attire was really magnificent 1 
The ingenious Clara manufactured a blue calico lining 
of a window curtain into a corslet; Mrs Ford's amber­
coloured shawl flowed in graceful folds from his-shoul­
ders; and another idol of Betty's-a brass stewpan and 
cover, served for his golden helmet and shield; while 
his sword came from the same armoury (that is, the 
wood-house) where the _old iron hoop had been happily 
discovered, and brought to light. George enacted" Old 
Sir Hugh," the quiet of whose character did not suit 
him,notwithstanding he was assisted so ably by a green 
velvet reticule of his mother's, which he wore as the 
well-known " cap" of the staunch veteran; besides 

"having a tankard of cyder ever near him, by way of 
" J ohanisberg." " Sir Heerdegen," in his rusty ar­
mour, was easily accommodated, from the discarded 
favourites of Betty's store; and little Alfred fought 
manfully under this mean guise. Eliza flourished in 
Sir Folko's favourite colors, blue and gold, as the capri­
cious "Gabrielle;" her pelisse turned wrong side out­
wards (it was lined with blue silk) and Mrs Weston's 
French cloak ditto (which was amber coloured) enabled 
her to perform to the life; particularly as she wore on her 
finger a very beautiful and valuable ring of her mother's, 
as the "magic Ting." Clara, in a white frock, and with 
white roses in her hair,represented the gentle" Blanche­
:fleur" admi.'rably; so that the sober, saint-like maiden, 
"Bertha," fell to the lot of the sprightly Ellen. However, 
' good fun' they had: the valiant onslaughts of the 
knights, as they battered and rattled their swords and · 
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armour, in their fierce encounters, were so fearful, " it 
may· hardly be told;" indeed so terrible was the sound 
afar off, even unto the kitchen, that Betty, like another 
" Gerda," came among them; her alarm was for her 
dear bright saucepans, which she judged (and justly) 
would bear the dints and marks of the knights' prowess 
for ever! Indeed all" Gerda's" conjtuations were of 
no avail; and nothing short of the ' mild eyes of the 
Lady Minatrost,' (Mrs Weston) could appease their 
wrath. She too heard the din of the battle, and came 
to calm the combatants; she laughed, however, so ex­
ceedingly, as she caught a glimpse of the engagement, 
that, without discovering herself, she hastened back, 
and brought her husband and their guests to enjoy the 
extraordinary scene with her; and again the barn, 
(which now represented a glade in an old forest of 
Germany,) became a scene of fun ,for all the inmates 
of the farm. 

Pleasure, alas! will have an end; so our merry 
knights and ladies were obliged to leave their happy 
game; the r~collection of it, however, was, fo1· a length 
of time, nearly as great an enjoyment as the fun itself 
had been. They promised themselves many more 
evenings of mirth and social pleasure, which, unfor­
tunately, were not realized, for on the very next day a 
letter arrived from Mr Ford's partner, respecting busi­
ness, which compelled him to leave his kind friends ; 
his wife and daughter were obliged to accompany him, 
as Mrs F. did not like travelling without him~ so with 
real regret the young people parted. Eliza and Ar­
thur had seen the folly of pride, and certainly returned 
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to London less inclined to feel contempt for others 
than they were when they left it. It had been ar­
ranged that the W estons were to visit Mr and Mrs 
Merton on New Year's day, and that the three chil­
dren were to remain at Stapleford for a week. They 
found the time pass almost as pleasantly at Mr lYI.'s 
as it had in the Christmas week; though certainly 
there was less noise, it must be allowed, at Stapleford, 

I 

than there had been at the farm. Ellen read, the de-
lightful books which Clara had so eulogized (that is, 
praised), and very soon became as fond of the study of 
plants, ·shrubs, and trees, as her young friend was. 
They promised themselves many happy and pleasant 
walks together, as the spring advanced, and regretted 
that in a very few months they would be separated} by 
the retiun of the Weston family to London. 

The boys learnt of Frederick the different ways of 
making artificial flies for fishing ; he had ' Walton's 
eomplete Angler,' and was as fond of the cruel sport 
as that otherwise gentle and kind-hearted old man was. 
Fred. always called him his ' Kingfisher,' meaning that 
he was the king of fishers. 

This love of punning and saying smart, or what he 
thought, smart things, was an unfortunate habit for the 
youth; it gave him a pert and forward appearance 
which is vei·y unpleasant in young people. He bad 
many good qualities, however; he was studious, and 
was fond of chemistry; he shewed his young vi­
sitors many interesting and beautiful experiments ; one 
in partic._u]ar delighted them, it was called 'red :fire,' 
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phur, and other ingredients; and when set alight, it 
tb.:rew a crimson glare over every thing in the room. 
George said he was almost sure it was used, when they 
last went to the play, where a summer house was burnt." 
-" Oh, aye to be sure!" said Ellen; "Therese, or the 
Orphan of Geneva," it was called: oh, how frightened 
I was for that dear sweet Miss I(elly ! I quite love her! 
I am always so glad when I go to the theatre, if she is 
going to perform; I would rather see her than any 
other actress in the world ! I-low glad I should be to 
have you both go with us to a play, Clara and Frederick," 
said Ellen. "Aye, we never saw one," replied they! 
When a great store of pity had been bestowed on these 
unfortunate young people who had never seen a play ! 
Fred. asked if they were fond of fireworks. '' Oh yes, 
that is-I'm sm·e we should be, for we never saw any 
thing but a squib, and that's very pretty," 1:epliedEllen. 
-" Papa and mamma," said George, "promised to 
take us to V auxhall last su1nmer ; but one night Ellen 
was poorly, and another time it rained, and another 
evening was fixed, but papa was detained in town, and 
then we came down here; and so we have been dis­
appointed."-" Oh, I make a great many fireworks," 
said Fred.; and we often have quite a grand display, 
don't we Clara? vVell, to-night will be a famous time 
for letting some off, it is so dark and calm; so I will 
ask my father if I may have my treat this evening 
instead of ne~t week. I made- how many, do you 
think, of different sorts? seventeen !-four rocket:,, six 
Roman candles, two gerbs, two Bengal lights, an 1 three 
Chinese trees!"-" My goodness !" "0 my!" &c. fol-
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lowed this magnificent catalogue of pyrotechnic skill 
(that is, the art of making :fireworks). MxM eJ"t;on gave 
consent, and arrangements were quickly made for the 
display. A signal rocket went up in fine style; and 
the shouts of delig4t that followed its majestic rush 
into the dark arch above them, gratified Fred. exceed­
ingly. His exhibition was no new thing to any one 
near Stapleford ; he had made and discharged so many 
sets, that the sight was no longer wonderful to his 
neighbours; they had become fastidious (that is, diffi­
cult to please) and could tell when any piece was a 
'bad un,' and so forth: but now he had spectators 
prepared to admire every thing, who could detect no 
little faults, and make no odious comparisons; his de­
light was equal to their own. The lively battery be­
tween the rival 'Roman candles,' like two engaging 
armies, throwing their hot shot on to each other, pleased 
them much; then the sullen determined roar of the 
Chinese trees, while throwing out their thousand~ of 
brilliant stars, delighted them; then again the quiet 
soft gleaming of the Bengal light quite enchanted the 
little party ! " Oh," said Ellen, " now I can fancy 
how the Lady Minatrost's castle appeared in our dear 
'Magic Ring!' that soft moonlight, you know, Clara, 
that was evei- round her, must have looked like this !" 
-" Aye, and don't you remember the account of the first 
:fight by torch light," said George. "Now, look, while 
the Chinese tree is going off, how black the trees, 
and clouds, and every thing appear ,to be, just as it is 
mentioned there !" Here Fred. came to the window 
where they were all viewing and admiring his skill, 
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with a pin wheel which he found among his store; and 

which, like a true knight, he presented courteously to 

Ellen, assuring her that she might let it off in perfect 

safety ; for that if the sparks were to fall on her hand, 

or on her muslin dress even, they would not burn : so 

she took the stick, with the pin wheel on a large pin at 

the end of it, and Fred. lighted it, giving it a spin at 

the same time, which the force of the fire kept in a 

constant twu:l. 
After the exhibition was over, they could talk of 

nothing else, so astonishing did it appear that a youth 

who was so little older than they were, should be able 

to make such beautiful and wonderful things. " I do 

not wonder," said Alfred, who had sat still, thinking, 

for some time past, " I do not wonder that such 

strange tales of magic have been told and believed! 

now only think, Ellen, if ve1·y clever men, many hun­

dred years ago, when hardly any body could read, had 

known, and perhaps they did know, the way to make 

that red fire ; what hon:id things they might have done 

with it; and how frightened the poor people would 

have been ! for you saw, I dare say, that it did not 

only make the things all about the room look red, but 

the a-ir was a blood color, and yet clear! as if we 

were breathing .fore without flame or smoke ! I never 

saw anything so very astonishing in my life ! I 

wish papa had seen it ! will you be so kind as to shew 

the experiment to him, when be comes to fetch us home 

to-morrow, Frederick?"-" Oh certainly," said Fred.­

" I wish," continued Alfred, that Mr Merton would 

come into the room, for I should like to ask him about 
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this curious stuff, this stro11,tites, I think you call it." 
-" Oh I can tell you every thing respecting it," ob-. 
served Frederick, a little proudly, "it is a mineral pro­
duction, and was first discovered by Dr. Hope., in the 
year 1791, in the lead mine ofStrontian, in Argyleshire; 
It is found also (combined with sulphuric acid) in great 
quantities near Bristol; and is there used for mending 
the roads. It is sometimes called stro'llf;ian. A simple 
way of making the rnd :fire is to mix a spoonful of spirit 
of wine, with a little powdered stroJitian, and to set it 
on :fire, and it will burn with a bright Ted :flame."­
They all thanked him for hjs information, and conti­
nued talking of this wonderful mineral. " I think I 
should like to know chemistry very much ! " at length 
observed Alfred, gravely :-" Should you? then I am 
sul'e you shall be welcome to all my books; I think 
you will find Park's Rudiments of Chemistry the best 
to begin with," replied Frederick. " This is the ·last 
pleasant evening!" said Clara, with a sigh, " and w~ 
did not finish 1·eading that pretty account of the mar­
tins, in ' "\Vbite's Natural History of Selborne,' this 
morning ; "-" well, you must take the book ho1ne, as 
you are so fond of it, ·Ellen, and finish it. Come, how 
shall we pass our last social D:ight? "-" Oh we'll have 
some 1·iddles, if you are fond of them, Ellen," said 
Frederick. "Aye, let us have some of your own, 
Fred." replied his sister. "Well then," said he, " what 
addition does Adam require to make him a lady?"­
George said " a petticoat; " Alfred could think of 
nothing that would do, and Ellen " g·ave it up."-" An 
M," said Fred." Madam!"-" Dear me! did you make 
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that out, yourself?" said Ellen. "Yes, now for another; 

What addition does Adam require, to make him a 

wmnan? "-" Law ! why the same letter I suppose ! " 

-"No, Alfred, an E, Adame ! Now another; what 

addition does Adam 1·equiTe to make hi1n a curse?"­

" Gracious! a curse! Oh I don't think we ought to 

guess that; I'm afraid its wicked ! " said Ellen, rather 

alarmed. "Pugh! what a squeamish thingyou are!" 

said George, roughly; " You should hear the boys at 

our school swear, and then you would not make such a 

fuss about this trifle."-" No, George, I should not 

hear the boys swear ! and if I did, I hope it would not 

make me think it less wicked than I do now ; and you 

need not say ' our' school, for thank goodness, you are 

not going to it again !"-"Well, now don't quarrel, 

there's a good fellow!" said Fred. to George, and we 

will go on to another riddle."-" No, not ti~ I kno=w 

what the last is," said he; "I have found it out!"­

" An n," said Alfred; "Adam-n !"-" Well, now, what 

additional letter to laughter, will convert it into blood­

shed?" Ellen was lucky enough · to guess the letters, 

-' slaughter.' Then he asked, " Why are the Greeks 

like an infant?" that was given up; "Because they are 

in arms." Clara 1·eminded him of the lily. "Aye, why 

is a lily which is said to be an emblem of innocence, a 

constant contradiction to the assertion?" That was 

Clara's favourite, and she could not help whispering 

to Ellen, "Because it is a repeated lie-Ly, Ly!"-" I 

wish I could guess one!" said George a little pet­

tishly.-" Oh, so you will soon, I dare say; here is an 

easy one : Why are the stars like stale fish ?n George 
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tried, and tried, and at last guessed it.-" Because they 
shine in the dark.:'-" Very well," said Fred. good­
naturedly.-" Now I suppose you are tire·d of them." 
-" Oh dear, no !" they all exclaimed.-" Well, can 
you tell what letter added to a lady, will convert it 
into sickness?" This was new to Clara, but she was 
.a capital guesser, and found out his riddles almost as 
soon as he asked her; and she said in half a minute, 
"An M,-malady !"-" Why is a person crying out in 
pretended pain, like an eastern toba·cco-pipe ?" conti­
nued Freel.-" Oh, that I'm sure we shall never find 
out!" said George:-" Then I'll tell you," replied he; 
" because it is a mere sham (MEER SHA UM)'\- " And 
here's my last, just in time to last while Rachael lays 
the cloth for supper: Why did not Cain kill Adam?" 
"Because he couldn't-because he didn't wish-be­
cause he was too strong for him;" and twenty other 
reasons were given, but no one guessed.-" Because he 
was not able I (ABEL)"-" Oh, this is the best!" said 
Ellen. "And did you really, Frederick, make these 
all yourself?"-" Oh dear, yes, that I did," replied 
he; "and--" he was going to add, "and several 
others that you would not understand;" but his polite­
ness got the better of his vanity, so he said no more. 

On the following day the young W estons left their 
kind friends at Stapleford, and returned to the farm. 
Before she went from home, Ellen had one day asked 
her mother to be so kind as write her some poetry 
about Winter. Mrs Weston said that she did not think 
Ellen old enough to undel"Stand and enjoy good po­
etry; and if she wanted mere rhymes, it would be a 
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pity to spoil her taste by reading any thing infe_ 
rior. "Yes," said the eager little girl, "but you 
know, mamma, we must have a beginning in every 
thing we learn; and if you write me something pretty, 
and easy to be understood, it would teach me to like 
grander, harder poetry, such as Shakespeare's, you 
know, mamma, that you are so fond of. I quite under­
stand him though r' Her mother could not help laugh­
mg at this confession of a knowledge so superior to he1· 
own, and begged to know when she had studied him? 
• -'' Ah, mamma, now you are joking ! I only mean 
that I like some of those pretty little bits, such as 

'He saw books in the running brooks, 
' Sermons in stones, and good in every thing.' 

and that sweet bit about the daffodil, 'that comes 
before the swallow dares,'-that is, dares to come over 
because of the cold, I suppose," added she, ' and takes 
the winds of March with beauty.' And that about 
the winds blowing over a bank of violets, ' stealing 
and giving· odour.'"-" Really, my de,ar little girl, I did 
not know you had such a taste for good poetry. Why 
should you wish to read any thing that I can write, 
after hearing such as this?"- "No ; but mamma, if I Ja.,1 
not always hear Mozart's music, should I treat the 
'Muleteer's Song,' or 'La Biondin~in gondoletta,' 
with contempt?"-" Well, well, sauce box," said her 
mother, smiling, "I will write you a few stanzas, if 
you really wish me; but mind, I shall suit them en­
tirely to your years."-" Oh thank you, dear, kind 
mamma., any thing you like." On her return to Small­
ridge, therefore, she found that her mother had written 
the following little poem:-
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ON WINTER. 

1. 
'Tis winter! see the lowering clouds, 

In sull_en g-raudeur drag along their load: 
The wind is up, and drives, in crowds, 

The cumb'rous masses on their gloomy road. 
Hark! how the north wind roars and raves; 
And the poor, naked tree its fury braves! 

2. 
See how the sn ow begins to fall, 

How in wide sheets it drifts along the sky : 
Hark! how the birds their comrades call ; 

Aud each seeks shelter, with a timid cry: 
No downy, leafy, cheerful summer nest 
Invites the flurri ed tremblers to their rest! 

3. 
See too the patient, lowing cow; 

How instinct teach es her to bear the gale; 
Look ! from the wind her head she'll bow; 

Aud thus her hardier side the storms assail. 
The rooks, in vain, now seek th eir dai ly meal; 
The worms have crawl'd too low, no cold they feel. 

4. 
How lazily the morning sun 

Creeps o'er the brow of yonder loYely hill ! 
His feeble beams ha ve scarce begun 

To melt the ice-drops from the window sill. 
A glowing radiance gil ds the dazzling white 
That spread o'er all the laudscape in the night.' 

5. 
D elightful wonder! glitt'ring, soft, 

Light, fragile, delicate, se rene, and pure! 
In happy child hood ha ve I oft 

Made numerous ball s, of a su pply secure, 
And, spite of aching fin gers, have enjoy'd 
The meny frolic, I would nmv avoid. 

6. 
How silently the coaches run 

Upon the new white pavem ent on the road; 
Their clogg·'d wheels glitter in the sun; 

And the poor horses feel the added load. 
How gentle some of uature' s voit:es sound ! 
These "booltS, the running brooks," ·in ice are bound ; 
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7. 
And tell no babbling, joyful tale, 

To waving sedges, as they bustle by; 
But, dark and still, they scarcely veil 

The quiet, wond'ring weeds, that under, lie. 
Tl1e happy insects suffer no alloy 
To summer frolicking, and sunny joy; 

8. 
Their n>i11ter in unconscious sleep, 

P erhaps in pleasing dreams, is dozed away, 
Till spriug's warm beams; then out they'll creep, 

Glad to eseape from torpor, glad to play; 
And in new dresses, painted, gauze, or burnish'd, 
They'll spring at once to life, for pleasure furnished. 

9. 

The gentle voice among the trees~ 
That whisper'cl to the lea,-es, the summer long, 

Died when they died! The winter breeze 
Alone lives now, cruel, and fierce, and strong,­

Like a fell tyrant, who his pow'r abuses, 
It tortures all its victims as it chooses. 

215 

Ellen was pleased with her poetry, and all went on 

smoothly and pleasantly for some weeks. The chil­

dren often saw the young Mertons, and their time 

in consequence passed delightfully. 
One day Mrs Weston was seated alone, at work, Ellen 

and George were busy with their gardens; and she 

supposed Alfred was with them; but he just then came 

into the room, and drawing out his favourite little 

foot-stool, sat down by his mother, and looked gravely 

and thoughtfully into the fire; he had taken up a book, 

as if to read, but when Mrs W . looked gently round, 

she saw that the volume of" Winter Evenings" was the 

wrong· way upwards on his lap. His mother silently 

watched him; presently he sighed deeply; then arose, 

and came close to her elbow; took up her scissars, cut' 

a yard or two of cotton off the reel, into little bits; 
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then sighed again, still appearing to be lost in thought; 
his mother continued to observe him; at last he said, 
laying down the scissars," Mamma !"-"Yes, my love!" 
he paused, then began all in a hurry; "mamma, I am 
afraid you will think me very foolish, but I must tell 
you ;-do you know it is quite true tha.t there are such 
things as witches !"-" Indeed ! then I hope they live 
somewhere n~ar us, for I shall make a point of calling 
on them; I? unfortunately, left my card case at Black­
heath, or I could make a morning visit and leave my 
eard, said l\!Irs W., smiling. "Witches, mamma, I said 
untches !" exclaimed Alfred, somewhat alarmed at his 
mother's odd manner; you would not call on, or visit 
a dreadful witch, would you?"-" Most certainly, my 
dear, and if you }Jarticularly wished, you should go with 
me! but I see you are not in a joking humo1u-, so tP-11 
me what reason you have for asserting that there are 
such beings?"-" Because, mamma, there is one lives 
about three miles from us, and she bas been seen, yes 

' ( turning very pale) really_ seen only yesterday !· !" -
'' Bless me! where does she come from? how long has 
she lived there ? where is the place of her abode? and 
who has seen her?"-" Oh, no one knows where she 
comes from; she was not there a month ago; the name 
of the lane is' Dead-man's-hollow!' and Sam Style saw 
her picking up sticks, and heard her, last evening; 
muttering to herself so dreadfully, that he ran all the 
way home, without stopping !"-" And when did Sam 
tell you this, Alfred?"-'' About an hour ·ago, mamma; 
George wanted a rake, and told me to go and ask Sam 
for it; so I went, and he was using it to clear the yard 
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from the remains of the straw, and he asked me if I 

could wait just while he finished, and then he told me; 

and he said too, that Sally Stubbs told him, this morning, 

that farmer Wayland had lost three pigs and a calf, in 

the strangest way that can be."-" How do you mean 

lost-stolen?''-" Oh no, mamma, they have died or been 

killed!"-" Well, my dear boy, said Mrs Weston, I still 

doubt the truth of the story, and"--" Why, mamma, 

I thought you said (oh, no, it was papa who said) that 

if he could see one, he would believe in witches!"­

" Well, and I say too, that I will believe in them, when­

ever I shall be so fortunate as to see one: now I would 

advise you, for yo1u own sake, to think no more about 

the silly tales you have heard. Go to your brother and 

sister, and help them; but first run and tell your father 

that I hope he will not forget to sow the raddishes 

which he talked of to-day, at breakfast." Alfred would 

have prefened to stay, and converse on the tenible 

subject; but he attended immediately to his mother's 

commands, so he reluctantly left the room. As soon 

as he was gone, Mrs W. put on her bonnet and shawl, 

and, leaving word with Jarvis that she was going out 

for a walk, she took the road to Stapleford, hoping she 

should meet lVIr Merton, who she knew was i~ the 

daily practice of 'attending a family near the farm. 

Fortunately, as she turned out of Small1·idge lane, she 

saw him walking his horse leisurely along. "Good 

morning ! Do you know I am come out on purpose 

to' meet you!" said Mrs W. smiling.-" Indeed! you 

do me honour," replied Mr M. smiling also, bowing, 

and dismounting to walk by her side. "The truth is," 
L 
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said she, I want to· ask you a question or two, which 
I could have had answered by the men at home, but I 
do not wish the children to know that I have made 
any enquiries; I therefore apply to you, because you 
will kee_p my secret." Mr Merton looked all atten­
tion, and she continued. " Can you tell me where 
' Dead Man's Hollow' is, how far it is from the farm, 
and which way I can go to it?"-" Dead Man's Hol­
low ! Mercy what a tasteful walk you have chosen ! 
You will not like it, I assure you; it is a very damp, 
marshy, dark, close, narrow lane, overgrown with un­
derwood, thickly covering the steep banks; and in fact 
almost choking it up: it formedy led from farmer 

'vVaylancl's farm to some fields which used to belong 
to him, but which he now lets; so it is never used. 
There is _an idle report too, that a murder was com­
mitted there a very long time ago, which accounts for 
the name, and for tl~e dislike of the common people to 
go near it."-" Thank-you for tbe description: now how 
am I to reach it, and how far is it? You see you have 
not frightened me from my intended walk !"-" This 
fine March weather has fortunately hardened the clay 
soil, or you really would not be able to go," replied 
Mr Merton: "it is three miles from the farm, and you 
must go on down the lane, past Stubbs's cottage; then 
through the coppice wood, then cross many low, damp 
meadows, keeping Farmer Wayland's to your right; 
then you will sec the White Horse on the Downs, 
quite in front of you; then a remarkably large old oak 
at .the end of a field, will attract your notice, and by 
that oak is a gate which leads into this neglected deep 

lane. 
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lane."-" Thank you again; I shall not fail to find it; 

your directions have been so accurate, and it is but 

just," added she, laughing, "that you should be re­

warded, by knowing the reason for this extraordinary 

walking passion of mine! I am going to pay a visit 

in that lane ! Aye, you look astonished, but it is true; 

and in a day or two I hope to introduce the person 

who lives there to your notice. I find I have raised 

your curiosity, and I quite rejoice to see that the whole 

of that failing (that is, curiosity) is not confined to our 

sex. I always thought the gentlemen had as much as 

we have, and now I find I was right."-Mr Merton 

laughed also; said she had quite roused his curiosity, 

and that he should be impatient till he heard all about 

this mysterious walk and visit. " That I promise, you 

shall know to-mouow. evening. Give my love to Mrs 

M:,' Clara, and Frederick, and tell them I hope they 

wiU come with you to tea, t4at they too may be in­

formed of the whole affair. · We shall expect you. 

Farewell !" and she turned towards home. " Thank 

you; we will not fail to be with you. Good morn­

ing !" and they separated. 

~Then Mrs Weston returned, dinner was ready.' 

While they sat at table, she said, " I have been out 

for a little stroll, and it is so dry and pleasant, that I 

think we should all enjoy a long walk this afternoon. 

What say you, my love?"-" A very delightful thought 

of yours, Marian! I shall like it exceedingly."-" Oh 

dear, yes, so shall I," said Ellen: "and I, and I,', 

added the two boys. " Whe1·e shall we go ?" asked 

Mr W.-" I think towards the Westbury White Horse, 

L2 
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on the Downs, if you like, that we may take a nearer 
view of it"-" So we will; it is an interesting relic of 
antiquity, and I wonder the inhabitants of that town 
do not take more care of it."-" Dear me, papa, a relic!" 
said Ellen, " oh be so kind as tell us all about it; I 
have seen it sometimes through .the trees, and have 
wondered why it was made ; and yet I never thought 
to ask you." 

When Hannah had cleared the room, they turned 
to the fire, and Mt Weston said, " When Alfred the 
Great was king, you all know that England was in­
vaded by the fierce Danes, don't you?"-" Oh yes, 
papa, and all about the burning the old woman's 
cakes, in the island of Athelney, and-" "Very well; 
then you know that many battles were fought between 
the Britons and the Danes."-" Yes, papa."-" One 
of those battles, in which Alfred was victorious, took 
place in or near the village of Edington, about seven 
miles from hence, just under the hill, on which there 
is a Danish encampment, called Bratton Castle. Well, 
to commemorate that victory, Alfred, it is said, ordered 
the figure of a horse. to be cut in the chalk, which was 
done by removing the tul'f surface, and leaving th~ 
white chalk bare. The horse is about a hunru:ed feet 
high,* and being on the outer side of the Downs, is a 
conspicuous object and land-mark for 50 or 60 miles. 
I have read, I think, in the "Beauties of England," 
that formerly it was an annual custom at Westbury 
for the inhabitants of the town and neighbouring ·vil-

~ Britton's Wiltshire. 
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lages to assemble and clear the grass and weeds from 

the surface of the horse, after which they used to hold 

a ' revel' or ' fair' on the hill, and enjoy themselves 

for the remainder of the day : at all events, it is a pity 

that there should not exist so pleasant a custom, for it 

is a pity to see an ancient memorial of one of the 

greatest kings going to decay."- " I forgot to tell you, 

George," said Ellen, "that there is a figure of a white 

horse cut on a chalk Down near Weymouth, and 

mamma told me that it was made in honour of King 

George the Third, by the soldiers of a regiment that was 

stationed there."- " There are three other white horses 

among these wide Downs," resumed Mr Weston, " all 

old, and supposed to have been made in commemora­

tion _ of Alfred's victories, as a WhUe Horse was one 

of his principal banners :- but we h~d better prepare 

for our walk ; we can talk as well in the open air as 

here." They were soon ready, and away they went. 

As they strolled through the copse wood, they found 

flowers and other beautiful curiosities that they had 

never seen before. The tasteful, star-like wood ,ane­

mone, with its lovely foliage, threw Ellen into a fit of 

ecstacy, which was not diminished by her coming sud­

denly on a tuft of prim1·oses, in a little mossy nook 

under the twisted roots of an old-beech. Two or three 

species of early orchis, violets out of number, blue­

bells, and other lovely ' children of the earth,' just 

waked into existence, and waving their gentle heads 

in the genial air, seemed to nod to the happy group 

as they passed, as if to welcome those who could love 

their placid beauty. 
,. 
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-Soon the wood, with its world of leaves and flowers, 
was exchanged for the low, flat pasture lands of 
farmer Wayland, and beauties of a different kind were 
found. Cows too were quietly grazing, or ruminat­
ing among the crisp verdure that surrounded them; 
and a busy brook, hurrying through the meadows, 
seemed to babble of the past winter's storms to the 
party that stood on its sedgy banks. A quantity 
of red sediment, that lay quietly in the shallows, 
attracted the notice of Altred, and he asked what it 
could be. His mother told him it was the the larvm 
of gnats, which are born in water, and are hatched by 
the warmth of the sun. " Oh dear, then that is the 
reason, I suppose," said Ellen, "that we always, of a 
warm evening, see such clouds of gnats hovering over 
ponds and ditches. How pl'etty it is to see them 
borne away on a little puff of wind, as if it was at 
play with them; and then to see them come floating 
down again ! and how I love, in a warm summer's 
night, to be a waked with the tiny piping of a gnat close 
to my ear-only I am always stung so !-what a loud 
noise it is for such a leetle creature to make! I always 
think of fairies when I hear it; for I remember once 
mamma read something out of Shakes-- yes, I know 
it was Shakespeare's plays, about stealing the honey­
bags from the bees ; and that tapers were to be made out 
of the wax on their thighs, and they were to be lighted 
at the glow-worm's eyes; and I wanted something to 
be said about the piping of the gnat, but I suppose 
~hakespeare did not think of it:" and thus she con­
tinued chatting, and amusing herself and brothers till 
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they reached the field in which the old oak stood. 

The three chilcb:en were on at some distance before 

their parents, and sat resting on the gate leading into 

the lane; when they saw two boys in the next field 

looking for birds' nests. " I wonder if we are to go 

down this lane," said Ellen, "it looks da1·k and dirty, 

and I don't see that it leads to the White Horse Hill ; 

yet papa and mamma are coming towards the gate too. 

George, ask those boys where the lane leads to, will 

you?"-" Hoy !" shouted George, " where does this 

lane go to, my lads ?"-" Thik thire laine ? he do 

only go to zome cowvields: I thouted every body did 

knaw where ' Dead Man's Hollow' do lead to,'" added 

the boy saucily ; then laughing at his wit, they both 

ran off. Poor Alfred fairly tumbled off the gate with 

sheer terror, when he found that they were so near the 

fatal spot that Sam had described. His brother and 

sister knew nothing of the Witch story; so they merely 

wondered at the strange name, and prepared to get 

over the gate, as their parents had just come up. Al­

fred's alarm was not observed, and he was ashamed 

that it should be; so he followed Geo1·ge and Ellen, 

but kept close to his mother's side, that he might find 

an opportunity of telling her the name of the lane to 

which they had come. Mrs Weston little suspected 

that the timid boy had been so terrified ; but she talked 

and laughed with him, to keep up his spirits, suppos 

ing that the gloom of the lane only was the cause of 

his little.anxious face looking so pale. The evening 

had drawn in, and a fine calm moon came over the 

brow of the Downs full upon them, as they still went 



I I 224 THE CHILDREN'S li'IRE-SID.E. 

on down this dreary lane. 1'irs W. had given up all 
hope of finding the object of her search, when the two 
elder children came running back, saying they heard 
groans ! Alfred clung to his mother's arm, and said, 
" Oh don't go! don't go! it's the Witch! it's the 
Witch !"-" What Witch?" Where? What do you 
mean?" exclaimed George and Ellen at once. " Stay 
with your brother, my dears !" said Mrs W. " your 
father and I will go on; some poor creature is evi­
dently in pain, and it is our duty to assist, whoever it 
may be: silly children are better out of the way," 
added she, looking at Alfred, and speaking sharply, in 
order to alter the subject of his thoughts. Mr W. 
walked on while she spoke, and she ttll'ned to follow 
him ; the three young people preferred going also, to 
being left behind; so they went slowly after their mo­
ther. The lane suddenly widened, and under one of 
the high banks stood a cow shed, whence the groans 
proceeded. Mr and Mrs W, 1!urried towards it, and 
went 1n. By the glare of the western sky that gleamed 
in at the door, they saw a heap of straw, and by the 
rustle among it, they knew that some person was lying 
on it, and had noticed their entrance. The groans 
had ceased, but a low aged voice now said, " I am 
dying for want o{ f◊-od !"-" Merciful Heaven !" ex­
claimed Mrs Wes ton, " where shall we procure any? 
it ought to be given immediately !" Ellen had crept 
to the door, and now said, "Farmer Wayland's is the 
last house we passed, mamma, shall-" " True," 
said _ Mr W. "bid George run across and beg some 
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assistance." But George would not stir ! " I do not 

like to go, I don't know the way,-I-"-" Oh the 

poor thing will die ! " exclaimed Ellen, " I'll go ! " and 

off she darted; her brothers abashed and yet delighted 

with her courage, watched her flying steps, as her light 

figure bounded through the gloom, catching the glimpses 

of twilight, as it shone through the trees on her white 

dress, till she was entirely lost to theix view! They 

then turned away as if ashamed to look each other in 

the face, and listen~d to the conversation in the hut. 

George suddenly recollected that he had a bit of 

biscuit in his pocket, and wondered if it would be of 

any use to the poor creature; so he went in, and 

asked his mother. She was supporting a feeble old 

woman, whom Mr Weston had assisted to raise. A 

broken basin stood beside the straw, which fortunately 

contained water; so Mr W. broke the biscuit into 

small pieces, and soaked it in the wate1·; then his wife 

placed a piece within the poor woman's lips, for she 

was too weak to move. She eat it, and then more 

was given, until the little stock was gone; they were 

then obliged to wait for farther assistance. Fortu­

nately, this little 1·efreshment had been of service; it 

had stayed the dreadful cravings of hunger, and the 

poor sufferer had fallen asleep. In the mean time, 

the kind hearted and courageous Ellen flew over the 

wide fields, startling the cattle with her speed, and 

now and then stumbling over the uneven clayey 

ground: she saw, at a distance, the dark mass of 

buildings, called Marsh Farm, that belonged to Mr 
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Wayland, and made heT way to it over hedge and 
ditch, for she could find no path; and at last, when 
almost ready to sink with fatigue, she found herself at 
the cow-yard gate. She had slackened the strings 
of her bonnet, which hung behind her; and now 
running towards a light, in the house, she burst 
through the open door, and into the kitchen, where 
sat the farmer, with his back towards her, a jug of 
ale standing beside him, and a pipe in his mouth.­
" Oh, sir!" was all poor Ellen could say; she had not 
breath to utter another word, but staggered into a 
chair, and panted like a hunted hare.-" Well! what 
do'st want Becky?" said the cosy farmer, without 
turning his head; for he supposed it must be Jiis 
servant who spoke.-" PTay, sir, be so kind as send or 
go with something to eat or drink to the dark lane ! " 
said Ellen, who had a little recovered her breath. 
The wqnder-struck farm~r, on hearing these words, 
drew his pipe from his mouth, and leisurely turning 
himself round on his chair, fixed his great round 
eyes full upon the little girl. Astonishment kept 
him dumb. She feared he was going to abuse her; 
and almost dreaded to speak again. When he ex­
daimed, " Goel bless the soul and body of me l how in 
these worl did thee get in here? Wha be'st thee? 
Where did thee bring thy pretty vace from ? " Becky 
had heard the unusual noise and talking, so she very 
naturally had come to see what caused it: she stood as 
much amazed at poor Ellen as her master was; hut 
her sharper wit sooner -came to her aid than his did. 
"The Lord be good unto I if it beant l\1iss Weston, 
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master ! " " Miss Wha ! " said he, still staring at the 

little girl as if his senses never would be able to un­

derstand the scene.-" I beg your pardon, sir," said 

Ellen, " _for coming in so rudely; but there is a poor 

woman dying in the old lane near here for want of 

food."- " Uz a undeed ! " interrupted Becky, " and so 

papa and mamma a-se with her, and I ran to your 

house, because it's the nearest, to beg you to send 

some thin o- for her and--"- " Ez zure my dear • 
0 ' ' ' 

now I do know what it all do mean ; we'll zee what 

we can do for she."- " But, sir," replied Ellen," how 

shall we take her away from that dreadful shed ; she 

cannot walk, I am sure ; and I know papa and mamma 

won't like to leave her there all night !"- " Oh that 

trouble be zoon matched. Dick shall put th'ould 

horse in the cart, and he shall vetch her here; she can 1 

zleep in the tally (hay-loft), and in the morning Mr 

Weston can zay what he'll have done wi' she."-

" Thank you, sir, thank you," said Ellen, who longed 

to see them a little quicker in their movements. 

" · Now if you please to give me something for her to · 

eat, poor thing ! I'll run back with it, and the cart 

can follow as. soon as you please;" and she looked 

very earnestly at some bread on the table.-" A little 

broth, measter, wi' a thought of b1·ead sopped in it; 

there are a little what was leaved after dinner."-

·" Oh, any thing!" said the anxious girl, who hardly 

gave Becky time to pour the broth into the basin."­

" Stay, miss, my pretty maiden, it do zeem to I that 

a thought of wine (that is, a little) would be a--" 

" Oh dear, yes! here's a cup I declare, I can carry 
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them both;" and she held out the cup before the slow 
moving farmer bad fumbled the key of the wine 
closet out of his vast pocket. At last the little active 
creature tripped away with her hands full of refresh­
ment for the poor sufferer. As she hastened towards the 
lane, she h~ard a voice calling her loudly ; and looking 
back, saw a light moving, as if c-\ome one was running 
with a lanthorn; she was rather alarmed, for she· 
had beard of a light called Will-with-a-wisp; hut she 
soon recovered her spirits, and felt glad that Alfred 
was not with her, who of course would have been 
terrified. The voice now sounded nearer ; and she 
plainly beard a female calling her; she stopped, and 
answered" here I am; is it you, Becky?"-" Oh how 
glad I be that I've corned up with ye. · Maester 
thougbted as you'd want a light, and so heve a sent I 
with one; but I'd soonder go miles round than go 
down thic lane."-" Oh don't go then if you are 
afraid," said Ellen; " hang the ring of the lanthorn 
on my finger. Thank you; that will do; good night." 
At the gate of the lane she met her father, who had 
become alarmed, and was on his way to search for 
her. He gave her a kiss, and his blessing, in a 

• I tender and earnest manner, that filled her eyes with 
tears. She asked how the poor woman was, and 
hastened on, while she listen,ed to her father's account 
of the refreshment they had already given her. In a 
quarter of an hour aft~r Ellen's arrival, the wine, &c. 
had been of so much service, that the aged creature was 
so far recovered as to thank them gratefully for their 
kindness. 
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The cart soon arrived with farmer Wayland, as 
well as Dick; so with M1· Weston's assistance she 
was lifted into it, and laid gently on a heap of straw 
that had been placed ready for her. It moved off, and 
the party walked by the side of it. Mr W. arranged 
with the farmer 1·especting her accommodation, and 
thanked him for his kind attention. Alfred went 

· along, thinking painfully on all that had happened. 
He sonowed for the sufferings of the poor woman, yet 
could hardly think them real; for thought he, " if 
witches have power to hurt cattle, they can take them 
away; and if they can steal, they can eat; so how can 
they ever be hungry? Besides, the boys said that 

' they can go without eating if they like! Now, if this 
terrible, I mean this poor woman should have only 
been shamming, that we might take pity on her, wbat 
a dreadful thing it will be ! Perhaps, too, she will 
get up in the night and kill some more of farmer 
Wayland's cattle; for I dare say she will not think 
that it would be wicked and ungrateful to injure those 
who are kind to her ! I've a great mind to tell the 
farmer about her; and yet I should not like to be 
laughed at. I wonder if she looks like any other old 
woman! Oh, what a shocking thing it is to be so 
frightened ! Neither Ellen nor George, I dare say_, 
feel all of a tremble as I do!· How I wish I could 

take papa's advice, and not be terrified any more 
about such things ; indeed he is so wise, that he 
must know if there are witches ; and I do think I 
should quite have got over my fright at them if that 
foolish Sam had not told me any thing of this ! I 
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wish he had'nt ! and yet if he had not, this poor wo­
man would most likely have died, for we got to her 
just in time! How lucky that mamma chose this 
walk!" Thus he wavered in his feelings and opinions, 
as he held his mother's arm; and was so wrapped up 
in his own thoughts, that _he heared nothing of the 
conversation around him. 

They had now arrived at March Farm ; Mrs Wes­
ton saw the feeble, grateful creature comfortably 
settled for the night; promised to come again in the 
morning; · and then with her family bid the farmer 
good evening. They reached home completely tired, 
Ellen especially, whom (they all felt) could not be 
loved too well. The next morning they were anxious 
to go and, inquire how the poor stranger had passed 
the night; so as soon as the breakfast things were re­
moved, they all set off. To their surprise and plea.: 
sure, they found her seated comfortably in the chimney 
corner : she had her breakfast; and Becky had assisted 

• 
her to make herself neat before the arrival of her 
expected visitors. An old, but clean cap and kerchief, 
which the good-natured girl had given her, and her 
own ragged gown neatly put on, made her look quite 
comfortable; they saw at once that her face, aged and 
withered as it was, had a mild and intelligent ex­
pression ; and they all naturally wondered how any 
one, who looked so superior to a mere beggar, should 
have been rnduced to such a state of misery, as that 
in which they had found her. After thanking Mr 
and Mrs Weston, for - their kindness to her, (which 
she did 1n very few words, for tears choked her 
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voice,) she said, " You will perhaps be so good as to 
listen to my sad story, for you must wonder to see a 
fellow-creattue in such distress as I was, when you so 
humanely saved me from dying last night." - Mrs 
W. begged she would inform them of her sorrow, and 
she continued, "My name is Alice Gray. I am an 
American : my husband was a sailor, and used fre-

• 
quently to cross the sea from New York to Liverpool. 
I had two sons, who came to this country some years 
since : my husband died ten years ago : I longed to 
end my own days with my boys ; one of them is mar­
ried and settled in Devonshire ; the othe1· lived at 
Manchester ; he was ingenious, and had invented a 
machine for winding cotton, that was much approved, 
so that he had a tolerably good business; and he sent 
for me over to live with him. In the mean time thP­
cotton tTade fell off so rapidly, that he had no sale for 
his machine ; and by the time I ani ved, he had been 
obliged to become a common weaver. Distress in­
creased ; and he, as well as thousands ):>esides, could 
get but one day's work in a week; after that, none at 
all ! He was always weakly; and grief, that he had 
induced me to come over from a land ·of abundance to 
starve, or all but starve with him, broke his heart ! " 
An inward groan here stopped poor Alice for a mo­
ment ; but she soon continued. " His pa1·ish was not 
my parish ; and I could get no relief! Every thing 
had been sold, bnt his gilt · watch-seal, that I could 
not part with! here it is!" said she, drawing it from 
her bosom, · where it hung tied with twine, while a 
gush of sorrow shook her aged frame as if it would 
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have killed her! " With this relic of a kind and 
broken heart, I set out to beg my way to my other son 
at Chagford, on the borders of Dartmoor. I wrote to 
him some weeks before I left Manchester, telling him 
of his brother's death and of my poverty, stating too, 
that I must now come to him; but I waited in vain 
for a i-eply ! no letter came! lVIuch have I suffered! 
and I fell ill f~·om fatigue and hunger in the dark 
lane. Like Naomi I wande1:ed in a strange land; but 
I have no Ruth to bear me company ! no vcice bids me 
hope! no heart welcomes me! no hand ever presses 
mine! A husband dead, a son gone! I have·but one 
stay, one link left-and he may be dead too ! , Oh the 
bitter agony of a lone heart! oh the mournful solitude 
of a sojourn in a foreign land!" I-Iere her faltering 
voice died away. Ellen's tears had been rolling unno­
ticed down her pale cheeks, as the forlorn Alice told her 
tale; Alfred's loud sob sent him hastily from the 
room ; George too, drew his hand across his eyes; and 
their parents looked at each other, and at the afilicted 
one, in mute anguish ! oh, what a tale of suffer­
ing it was ! How few words had told the misery of 
years! 

Mrs W. shook off her own feelings, and calmed her 
voice, in order to comfort the great sorrow before 

\ 

her. She arose, and placed her chair close to that of 
Alice, and taking her hand, which, though wrinkled, 
was delicate and slender as her own, she said, " I will 

I -

be a Ruth to you! 'whither I go, thou, shalt go !' take 
comfort ! although a stranger, I can feel for you _as a 
daughter! we will quickly know whether your other son 
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be living; and ifhe is, and you prefer to be withhim,you 

shall go; if not, you shall stay with us. You are not, 

surely, the wife of a common sailor!"-" You have 

poured balm into a wounded heart," replied Alice, 

" and may God reward you !- you have also drawn a 

secret from me that} meant to have carried to the grave 

with me.-My husband was a captain, but of a PIRATE 

ship; which I knew not till I had been married to him 

some months; and he, with his lawless crew, was lost 

at sea. My parents were persons of respectability, but 

they never forgave my maniage. The truth of all, I 

have told you (but my heart would break before I could 

utter a lie) I can and will prove, or you shall never be 

the friend of Alice Gray !" added she, as she respect­

fully kissed the hand of the kind Mrs Weston. The 

loud footsteps of farmer Wayland now sounded heavily 

along the stone passage; and he came into the kitchen, 

accompanied by Alfred. After ·some conversation had 

passed, respecting Alice's impToved health, Mrs W. 

said to the farmer, " I am sorry to hear, JVIr Wayland, 

that you have had .losses among your cattle; have you 

discovered the cause of their death ? and she looked 

archly at Alfred: but he was too much distressed to 

smile. "Why, yez, ma'am, I have a bin onlucky to be 

sure; 'twere as vine a coif az you need wish to zet yer 

eyes on; and I'm sure if I'd a knaw'd that thick there 

yew tTee would a pizoned my cattle, it should a been 

giubb'd up long agone !-but"-- "Oh, then, the 

calf was poisoned by eating yew boughs, was it:" askecl_ 

l\frs W., with another glance at Alfred. " Ez, zure, 

ma'am : I had her opened, and the yew were found in 
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the stomach. My old sow sta.ked herself, poor thing! 
a trying to get over a hedge that had baen cut; she 
were found, quite dead, near the hedge where she were 
hurted: the other were a little sucking pig, that got 
squeezed in the yard gate."-" I heard a very different 
account, farmer, respecting them; th~t a witch was 
supposed to have done the mischief."-" Ha ! ha! ha! 
Naw, naw, ma'am, I never zeed or heard of any body 
as had zeed a witch in this worl ; stories of them cra­
turs is only told to frighten little children," replied the 
farmer. Poor Alfred! he felt the most silly boy on 
earth! he supposed every body knew his thoughts, 
his feelings, and his tenors; he could not have looked 
at Alice then, for the wealth of the world; but the 
reflection that he had supposed such a person could be 
capable of such crimes, made him miserable: he felt 
as if he had dmie her wrong, and wished, with all his 
heart, that she had been alone with him, that he might 
tell her how foolish he had been, and beg her to forgive 
him. His mother watched the chang~s of his coun­
tenance, and pretty nearly guessed his thoughts: she 
was grieved for him, but she judged that the lesson~ 
though severe, would be a useful one. 

Great was Sallv Stubbs' astonishment, about an hour 
afterwards, to see her neighbours, the Wes tons, pass her 
cottage, in company with and supporting the tottering 
steps of an old ragged woman ! In half a minute, she 
had settled the whole affair to her own satisfaction ; 
so, as soon as they had passed slowly on, she hastened 
by a nearer path over a style to the farm, to tell her 
gossiping crony Sam, that" his measter had found the 
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witch as had killed Wayland's cows, and they were all 

guarding her, so that she could not get away; and so 

she was to be taken before a magistrate." Sam's eyes 

and mouth were set open half an inch wider than usual, 

and his hat appeared to stick at the back of his head, 

by miracle, as he watched the party coming up to the 

farm; he wondered if there was water enough in the 

horse-pond to duck her; hoped he should help to souse 

the" wicked old hag;" so that nothing could exceed 

his astonishment when he saw how carefully and ten­

derly his master and mistress helped her up the high 

step of the gate, ancl led her into the house ! 

The 1·emainder of tb0 clothes that had belonged to 

old Mrs Weston, and which had not been given away, 

were devoted to the use of Alice, so that her appear­

ance soon became really respectable; she also looked 

ten years younger : distress had made her seem much 

older than she really was. 
A letter was im1nediately sent off to Ralph Gray, at 

Chagford ; and before an answer was received, Alice 

had become a universal favourite. Even Sam began 

to experience a kindly feeling towards old women in 

general, for her sake, who had so pleasantly disappointed 

his notions of witches. Fortunately she was the first 

of the sisterhood that he had ever seen, and she proved 

so gentle and respectable a speci1nen, that his unformed 

mind ever afterwards confused the idea of witchcraft with 

that of meekness, good sense, and kindness. Mr Mer­

ton's family had been made acquainted with Alice and 

her story, when they came to tea, on the day she arrived 

at Smallridge Farm; and the number of her friends 
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was therefore increased; for it was impossible not to 
love, pity, and respect a person of her manners, misfor­
tunes, and character. Ralph Gray, or rather Mr Ralph 
Gray, a respectable auctioneer at Chagford, wrote with 
gratitude to Mr Weston for his great goodness to his 
mother; spoke of her with affection and 1·espect; men­
tioned his uneasiness at hearing no tidings of her, 
having wi·itten to New York several times; stated that 
the letter she named, as having been sent to him, had 

I 

never reached him, but had probably been mis-sent 
to Cliatford; and the letter concluded with a few words 
of affection to his mother; and an assurance that . he 
would be with her to take her home with him in a 
day or two after the communication should arrive. 

It is hard to say whether joy or sorrow was most felt 
at the farm on the receipt of this letter; the children, 
particularly the sensitive and placid Alfred, loved her 
so much, that he grieved to part from her; yet he cer­
tainly felt the most delighted of them all to know that 
she was no longer a' lone :.woman,' that she had a kind 
son, and a comfortable home to go to ! The delig·htful 
stories, too, which she told them, 'all true,' of ship­
wrecks, and pirates, and ocean wonders, made him 
seek her society and enjoy it beyond measure. Such 
attachment could not fail to touch the heart of the 
late -desolate wanderer; hei· love and gratitude were 
fervent for the whole amiable family; but Alfred had 
so twined himself into her affections, that she clung 
to the little boy with almost painful fondness, when 
the time for her departure drew near ! Her son had 
arrived at the farm, and had pleased all the family by _ 
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bi his manners, and by his evident affection for his worthy 

r• mother. He was spared the shock of hearing the 

misery in which she had been discovered by hei· kind 

b friends ; no one could have borne to tell him. Alice 

Ii left the farm on the following day in a post chaise, 

D· with Mr Gray; the parting was painful to all parties, 

I, 

T· 

but Alfred would not be consoled till his· old friend had 

promised to write frequently; her son added, he hoped 

that the promise MT Weston had given him fol' himself 

and family, to pass the next Christmas at ChagfoTd, 

would not be forgotten ; and said, as he shook hands 

with Alfred: " There are onlJ nine months to pass 

away, my dear child, befoTe you will see my mother 

again; you will :find a playmate, too, in my son Richard, 

so keep up your spiTits and write often. God bless 

you ! good bye !" Alice waved her hand, but she 

could not speak ; and _Affred staid at the gate looking 

down the lane at the wheel marks of the chaise, till the , 

last faint noise of it had died away. 

In less than a fortnight from the time that the good 

Alice left Wiltshire, a large parcel came, directed to 

Mr Weston : it was from theiT grateful friend. The 

family was all together when it was opened, and 

eagerly did the little Alfred's eyes run over the ad­

dresses of the letters, till he found one directed to 'Mas­

ter Alfred Weston.' He cared for nothing more, but 

sat down by the window to read it. After many affec­

tionate expressions, Alice continued:-" I little thought 

:five weeks ago, my dear child, that I should ever have 

an opportunity of offering you any thing belonging to 

me, except my love and gratitude; you may therefore 

imagine my delight in being able to send you a token 



238 THE CHILDREN'S FIRE-SIDE. _, 
of my regard, which you, will like better than a splendid 

gift, for it once belonged to me, in happier days, I was 

going to say ; but I never knew happier than _those I 

now enjoy; my past sufferings have taught me to 

value as I ought, my present comforts. My watch, 

dear Alfred, is the token I s_peak of; Ralph brought it 

with him from America as a keepsake from me; he has, 

however, given it to me to present to you, and he has 

added the chain and seal, that you may have no excuse 

for not wearing it directly: ,he hopes you will like 

them. My unfortunate husband had a large library 

well stocked with works relating to his own hazardous 

profession; many of these my son brought with him, 

and from them I have selected two or three ·that I 

thought you, and your brother and sister, would like; 

give them, with my grateful love, to both: dear Ellen 

will, I hope, wear the pearl ring: for my sake. I long 

exceedingly to see you all, dear, kind children! and 

much as I have been lately loaded with blessings, 

I still hope that I have anothe1· mercy in s~ore; and 

that is to welcome to rny home, those who made tlie-ir 

home a 'haven of rest' to the once destitute, 
"but now happy, 

" and ever.grateful, 
"ALICE GRAY." 

The other letters from both mother and son, were 

overflowing with gratitude and feeling : the presents 

to Mr and Mrs Weston were chiefly American curiosi­

ties; for Mr Gray was fond of his native country, and 

kept up a constant correspon,dence with friends in 

America; and he took great delight in every thing 

that came from 'the land of his birth:' 
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These proofs of remembrance from their friends, 
gratified the whole family; and the delicacy of sending 
curiosities instead of costly presents to Mr and Mrs 
W. was not lost upon them. Clara and Frederick 
came up the garden while they were in the midst of 
theiT rummage, and eagerly joined in the praises of their 
late inmate. 

Then Clara said," Ellen, I have walked over to tell 
you that Mrs Rogers is coming to-monow, and I hope 
you will come over to see her; but ~e, how rude 
I am !" and she turned to Mrs Weston,-" here is a 
note from mamma for you, and I really quite forgot it 
in the bustle that was caused by the parcel frorp. Alice." 
Mrs Wes ton smiled, and told her she would try and 
forgive her. " I see," added she, cc that your father 
and mother wish us to meet your good friend. I will 
not write a note, but will punish you by making you 
my messenger. "My love," said she, turning to her 
husband, who was talking of chemistry with Fred., 
"you will go, I suppose?"-" You know, my dear, 
that Farmer Wayland has appointed three o'clock 
to be with me, in order to settle respecting the farm." 
-" Oh we can dine at any hour," said Clara.-
" Thank you, my love ; but I will send a note request­
ing the good man to be here by one ; and that will . 
al~ow me time enough. You know, I suppose, that 
he intends to become the purchaser of Smallridge 
farm?"-" No, indeed, I did not, said Fred."-" Ah, 
then we shall soon lose our dear friends," said Clara, 
with a sigh: and oh what different inhabitants the old 
farm will contain !"-" You will not lose us by my 
consent, dear Clara," said Mrs W .. " for if your father 
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and mother W\11 spare you and your brother, we hope 
to run away with you both to Blackheath for a few 
months."-" Is it possible ! oh how ve1-y_ much I am 
obliged to you," replied she; " and I too," said Fred. ; 
but I do not believe that my father will spare me," 
added he, sonowfully.-" We shall see; and depend 
on it, we will try _hard to persuade him," said Mr W. 
good-humouredly.-" There is a shower coming over, 
Clara," said Fred. looking out of the window:, "come, 
we must hasten." They then took leave, and talked 
all the way home of their hopes and fears respecting 
their visit to Blackheath. Their friends came to dinner, 
were pleased with the well-informe~ Mrs Rogers, and 
gladly added her to their list of country acquaintances. 
Clara and Frederick had the satisfaction of hearing, 
before the evening closed, that they were to accompany 
their friends when they should leave Wiltshire, which 
would be a month: and their delight was not greater 
than that of the young W estons. 

Farmer Way land became the purchaser of Smallridge, 
and the travellers left the country in the month of May. 

Alfred's last .act was to write to Alice, to tell her of 
their change of residence, and to beg her to write soon 
~ him : and as they drove down the lane from the 
farm, he thought how strange it was that he had ever 
·been afraid of witches; for when he tried to think of 
those beings which his imagination had once fancied 
so horrid, he was like Sam, and could not help seeing 
in his 'mind's eye,' the gentl~, sensible countenance 
of Alice Gray. 
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TALE THE FIFTH. 

DISOBEDIENCE; 

OR, 

THE YOUNG SPANISH SOLDIER. 

NEAR the western foot of that fine ridge of moun.:. 

tains in the heart of _ Spain, called Sierra Blanco, the 

little village of Maro is situated. Between this pretty 

spot, and the hills, is a large forest composed of ilex, 

(01~ evergreen oak,) and c01·k trees: the occupation of 

barking the latter is the chief employment of many of 

the villagers. The inhabitants of Spain (with the 

exception of the people of Valentia) are by no means 

industrious ; so that many advantages, which theii­

beautiful country possesses, are lost, because owners 

have neither energy nor habits of diligence; large 

tracts of land lie barren for want of tillage; and the 

lazy peas_antry frequently content themselves with 

fruit and onions, rather than take the trouble of 
M 
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ploughing the ground, to procure themselves a con­

stant supply of bread. The little village of Maro was 

not without its idlers; but, owing to the good example 

which was set them by one little family, there was 

more neatness, and a greater appearance of comfort 

about it, than the small towns of Spain usually pre­

sent. Pierre Clerac, and his wife Ninon, w~re natives 

of France; but they had lived at Maro ever since 

their marriage; that is, about eighteen years. They 

were an honest industrious couple; and the French 

customs which they h,ad intl'oduced into the village, 

together with the superjol' comforts which they en­

joyed, in consequence of their industry, made their 

neighbourl ~espect them, and imitate their manners. 

Fiene Clerac had three children. Henri, the eldest, 

was fifteen years of _age; Amie was twelve; and little 

Marget was only six y_~ars old, when this tale begins. 

H~nri · was a fine, lively, high-spirited youth, the 

idol of his sister Amie, and the champion of the 

village: under his command the boys made valiant 

assaults in the neighbouring forest on the smaller 

wild animals: the wolves were left for stronger arms 

to conquer. Henri assisted his father in the occu­

pation ·of barking the cork trees, and tending the 

·.sheep, which are celebrated for thefr valuable wool; 

he was too the life and delight a:f the village at the 

pleasant season of the vintage. Amie was equally 

useful; but she chiefly assisted her mother in their 

little domestic concerns; and on the fine evenings of 

that delicious climate, she was one of the men-iest and 

prettiest among the groupes that danced on the green, 
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Il· to the sound of the guitar. The French vivacity, with 

her tasteful manner of dressing, made her quite the 

le belle of t~e village : she often wore a black silk apron, 

as with broad shoulder-straps; and sometimes hiding her 

rt brown curling hair in a bright-coloured French ker­

e- chief, instead of gathering her ringlets into one of the 

scarlet nets that are so generally worn among the 

ce female peasantry of that part of Spain. 

eJ The native dance of the country, the fandango, was 

ch sometimes omitted, and the French contre dance, 

(which is the origin of our country dance), was sub-

stituted ; castanets rattled in the dancers' hands ; and 

the twanging sound of the guitar floated on the 

breeze, and enlivened those of the village, who were 

unable to join the groupes. 
One evening their amusement- was interrupted by 

the arrival of a muleteer, who was driving his mules 

across the country from Molina to Huete. In the 

remote village of Maro news is seldom heard, so all 

left off dancing, and eagerly crowded round their 

visitor, who was hospitably entertained under the 

broad spreading chesnut-trees; with wine, fruit, and 

,barley-bread: while he refreshed himself he told this 

mpst important intelligence; that Napoleon, emperor 

of France, had resolved to attack Spain, and was 

sending one hundred and fifty thousand men to 

Madrid, in order (as it was reported) to place his 

brother Joseph on the throne of Spain. Great was 

the consternation which this information produced. 

Some exclaimed against the" tyrant;" some doubted 

the truth of the account; many shuddered with fera 

M2 , 
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of the honors of war; and some few hardy, courageous 
spirits, among whom was Henri, hear<l the rumour 
with· gladness; and longed to join their countrymen 
in defence of their country. 

As the little family of Piene Clerac sat that even­
ing at their humble meal, Henri, who had hitherto 
remained silent, with bis eyes flashing, and his cheeks 
glowing, said to bis father," What a tyrant Napoleon 
must be to try and conquer a country that wishes to 
live at peace with him! H.ow glad I should be to 
hear that be is killed ! "-" Yes, Henri, he is an ambi­
tious man ; that is his greatest fault ; but think what 
he has done fo1· France, for my country ! " added he 
proudly; rthen continued: " Don't you remember how 
pleased you were when I read you your uncle's letter 
whtch we received two years ago, after the glorious 
battle of Austrelitz ; how you longed to be fighting by 
the side of your uncle, and wit_h the emperor; how you 
wept, and envied their having covered themselves 
with glory, and you not there to share it? Yet J?.OW 

you call the great emperor " tyrant," and wish him 
dead!~'-" Yes, father," replied Henri, " I remember 
it; I always wished to be a soldier, and I should have 
been glad to join my uncle; but tlien Napoleon had 
not attacked Spain, which is my country, you know: 
now I hope I shall help to drive the French back 
again over the Pyrenees : you will let me be a sol­
dier; won't yon, father?" said Henri, looking eagerly 
and anxiously on Pierre's ~ace, for the boy knew how 
much the soldier's -life was disliked by his parents. 
Pierre glanced at his wife Ninon, and then at Amie, 
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' who both sat pale and breathless for his answer ,· and 

then he said, " Henri, the men whom you wish to 

murder,-"-" l\.'lurder; father!" interrupted his 

son.-" Well, then, slaughter, shoot, cut, mai~; 

choose which word you please, you cannot drive them 

into France without bloodshed, so we will call the 

murder by a milder name. These men w horn you 

wish to fight with, are my countrymen; and my own 

brother, perhaps, will be amongst them, for he is in 

Napoleon's Imperial guard; I, therefore, could not, 

and would not attack my fellow-countrymen, even if 

I had not so great a dislike to the trade of war, as you 

know I have. I shall not take up aims ; but if our 

village should be attacked by the invaders, I will do 

my best to defend those whom it will be my duty to 

protect : as to you, I have too often expressed my dis-

like to the cruel life of a soldier for me to fear that 

you will become one ! You could not break you1· 

mother's heart, and distress us all, by such conduct; 

could you, 1-Ienri?" and he held out his hand to his 

son, who hastily shook it, and left the room. He was 

grieved and sadly disappointed by bis father's refusal; 

for he hoped as there was now a want of s9ldiers in 

the country, and as thousands were flocking to Madrid, 

so the muleteer had said, in order' to be regularly 

trained and accoutred, (that is, equipped or furnished 

with every thing necessary for a soldier,) Henri hoped 

that he should have obtained his father's consent. 

He walked swiftly down the village towards the 

house of his chief friend and companion, Lopez Riha, 

that he might talk over his vexation with one who 
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could pity him; for Lopez longed as much as his friend 
Henri to share in the glory of fighting for his country! 
They met in the narrow street, as Lopez was coming 
to Clerac's dwelling. "Bad news, bad news, Lopez!" 

,, said Henri, sorrowfully, " my father has told me just 
now that I must not be a soldier !"-" Holy Mother ! 
you don't say so," replied his friend; " then we are 
both in the same situation; for my father and mother 
are just ~s spiteful a,s yours are; but I will go !"­
" Oh don't call them spiteful; they are afraid we shall 
get ~ounded. "-" San eta Maria ! what stuff you talk : 
I tell you it's oply done to cross us, and I won't be 
crossed.''-" Well, Lopez, I don't like to be crossed 
any more than you; but we cannot help ourselves, so 
let us try and forget our vexations."-·" Why what a 
Father Paul thou art become all of a sudden, Henri ! 
one of the monks at the monastery yonder could not 
have preached better than thou didst. I hate preach-_ 
ing, (the Virgin forgive me!) so good night to you. 
I'll go down to Pedro Avia, and consult with him 
about our going; that boy has five times your cou­
rage!" and away he ran, leaving poor Henri to return · 
home full of anger, grief, and resentment. He passed 
a sleepless night; f.tnd the next morning, at the ear­
liest peep of dawn, he arose, and strolled out into the 
forest, to search for some object with which he might 
employ himself, and dJ:ive away thought. He- wan­
dered on through tracks well known to him, but to 
few besides : he had always loved these wild solitudes; 
.though an uneducated boy, he was not an ignorant 
one; his disposition was active, his observation acute, 

I 

and hl 

ate a 
his C 

his!o 

haun 

anH 
all In 

down 

mgso 

of th 

stone 

that 

resolv 

mg I 

ruin a 

oy the 

~und 
~neat 



DISOBEDIENCE. 
247 

n~ and his remarks sensible :-he was kind and affection-. 

ate at home; good-tempered and courageous among 

his companions. Henri knew a good deal of natural 

history, from his own close attentipn to the habits and 

haunts of the birds and wild animals around him ; 

and he was always appealed to by the other boys in 

all their difficulties. He had now thrown himself 
' 

down at the foot of an ilex, to watch the tricksy leap-

ot 

h· 

to 

s; 

ings of a squirrel; and having traced it from the boughs 

of t~e tree to the summit of a craggy mass of lime­

stone rock, which its branches overhung ; he concluded 

that the little creature had reached its nest, so he 

resolved to climb the steep front of the rock, by cling­

ing to the stems of the ivy and various shrubs that 

grew out from it, in order to see the nest. He began 

his scramble, and had nearly reached a large bush of 

juniper that crowned the broken summit; indeed, he 

had caught the tip of one of its fragrant tufts in his 

toiling hand, when, in the act of springing up, his foot 

pushed away the whole mass of rock and bushes, up 

which he had climbed, and down he rolled with the 

ruin all about him. His fall was fortunately broken 

by the stem and tendrils of the clasping ivy that had 

bound the loose fragments to the rock ; had he fallen 

beneath the stones, he would have been killed: as it 

was, surprize at the singular and unexpected accident, 

kept him quiet where he had tumbled; but what was 

his astonishment, when he did raise himself from his 

bonds of ivy, and other creeping shrubs, to see the 

huge dark mouth of a gloomy cavern where the stones 

had stood, and the bushes had grown! He rubbed 
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his eyes, and sat up in the . midst of his ruin, quite a 
picture of wonder ! He almost fancied that an earth­
quake had dislodged. the face of the rock, and shewn 
him the internal parts of the mound; then he feared 
he was in a dream ; so wonderful did it appear to him 
that a cavern should exist there, and he not know it! 
The sun had just risen, and a fresh breeze with it, 
whic]:i cleared away the dust that had been made by . 
the fall; but the mouth of the cave was towards the 
west, so no light shone in to guide him in the search 
he was resolved to make. He disentangled himself, 
and went boldly into the dark cavern, which echoed 
his footsteps as he walked : it appeared to be of great 
extent; but owing to the want of light, he could not 
discover its size, nor could he find any proof of its hav­
ing ever been inhabited; still, the stones being piled 
up· at the entrance, seemed an evidence that, at some 
time, it had been made use of, and then had been 
abandoned. Suddenly he recollected the story of 
' Gil Blas,' which his father had so often told him, on 
long winter evenings, every word of which he believed 
to be ti·ue ; and he at once settled that this must be 
Gil Blas' Cavern! · Delighted with his discovery, and 
yet, feeling a little terror at the thought of being alone 
in the cave of a horde of banditti, where perhaps twenty 
mm;ders had been committed, he certainly quickened his 
steps, and gladly found himself again in the warm and 
cheerful sunshine. He then tried to replace the stones 
at the entrance, which_ he accomplished after much 
toil and difficulty. He found that the bushes of juni .. 
per, clumps of heath, &c. had been planted in little 
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hollows, contrived on purpose, in the stones, that they 

might have the appearance of growing naturally, in 

order that the mouth of the cave should not be disco­

vered by any person who might be wandering in the 

forest. Henri had been so occupied by his little ad· 

vent1ue, that he had forgqtten his military disappoint­

·1, ment, and also forgotten to return home for his frugal 

J breakfast of barley bread and milk. He now, how-

ever, turned his steps homewards; and on his way,. as 

n he-was thinking whether he should keep his discovery 

a secret, or tell it to his sister Amie, he met Lopez, 

who was driving his sheep to water. Henri would. 

have passed him without speaking, for he courd not 

forget their parting on the preceding night, but Lopez 

smiled, and good temper always won Henri's heart. 

What do you think ?" said Riba, " Pedro and I are 

resolved to 'go to Madrid, and be ·made soldiers; we 

settled it all last night; but we want you to join us so 

much, Henri, that I think I shall hardly like to go 

without you. You will go, won't you?"-" Oh no, 

Lopez !" replied Henri, sighing, " I cannot be so 

cruel to my pom mother and Amie ; and I ought not 

ct to disobey my good father, who hates the trade of blood, 

as he calls being a soldier. No, Lopez, I cannot go ! 

yet it will be a dreadful trial to part with you, and to 

know that you are fighting for our country like a hero, 

while I am lying about under the trees, or dangling 

after those stupid, quiet sheep :-how I hate sheep ! 

they are so tiresome and gentle! I ,vould rather have 

to watch a pack of wolves, I declare; they would give 

one some trouble, and frighten one, and make a bustle 

MS 
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in one's life! How I love any thing that makfs one 
shew a little courage ! Ah, Lopez, you are a happy 

, fellow_! What would I give to be going with you !" 
-" Mass ! if ever I heard such a fool and a coward 
in-" "Coward, Lopez!" cried Henri, with a start 
and a flashing eye, that made even the bold Riha 
wince.-" Well, hear why I call you so, before you .fly 
in such a passion," replied Lopez : " you talk of wish­
ing to go to fight for our country and our holy reli­
gion, as Father Paulo told us in his sermon last ·sun-

. day; and yet you, won't, for fear your father should be 
angry with you-your mother should sigh-and pretty 
Amie should cry ! And these are your reasons for 
refusing to become a noble soldier, and one of the 
savimus of your country ! Ha ! ha ! ha! Can you 
wonder that I called you coward? Can any thing 
look more like cowardice, than to pretend that you are 
sorry not to go, when nothing in the world but your 
own fears prevent you from joining Olli' courageous 
little party; for Diego Sangi·o is going also ; and you 
know, we ·used always to think that he had no more 
colll·age in him than a rabbit! Well, well, how easy 
it is to gain a fine name ! You have been looked up 
to by us fools of boys as the most noble-spirited fellow 
among us all ; and here is this very bold Senor going 
to stay at home and fight the fierce squinels that he 
may meet ·with in the forest, while Lopez Riha, Pedro 
Avia, and the valiant Diego Sangra, are going this 
very night to begin their 'career of glory,' as Father 
P~uio says. Good morning to you, most illustrious 
and colll·ageous Senor Henri Clerac !" added the 
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sneering boy, bowing low, and passing on. His cut­

ting words were almost more than HenTi's temper 

could endure; and his trembling frame, and varying 

colotu, proved to Lopez how keenly he felt the cruelty 

and injustice of his assertions. This was exactly the · 

point at which Riba was aiming: he really liked 

Henri ; knew him to be the soul of courage ; was con­

fident of his forbearance and good-nature; and yet 

was base enough to wish him to disobey aHd leave his 

kind parents, that some excuse might be made for his 

own wicked intention, of ru"!lning away from a sick 

father, and an almost heart-broken mother. "Stay, 

Lopez, stay!" said Henri, hastily, and Riha gladly 

·turned. "Well? be quick," said he," for I must follow 

the sheep :-do you want to say farewell? I dare say 

we shall not meet again, for our time of starting will 

be eleven to'-night, when all the village will be asleep.­

Good bye, Henri!" The artful boy saw Henri's strug­

gle with his feelings, and therefore hurried him, that 

he might not have time for cool reflection. In these 

few moments many thoughts passed rapidly through , 

young Clerac's mind. "Why should I stay," said he 

to himself," when I wish so 1nuch to go? Lopez has 

a father and mother, as well as I, yet he does not mind 

leaving them." Here a painful feeling at his heart 

reminded him that the parents of Riha were very dif­

ferent persons from his own kind father and mother; 

but it did not suit his purpose just then, to consider 

how excellent they were. "Other people think," con- .. 

tinued he, musing, " that the soldier's life is very ho­

nourable; why should my father object to it so, p_ar-



252 THE CHILDREN'S FIRE-SIDE. 

ticularly as I like it! If all were . of his mind, the 
country would be conquered!" He forgot to add, or 
rather, perhaps, did not reflect, that ·if all people were 
of his father's opinion on this matter, there would be 
no such cruel, dreadful, and unnatural afiliction as 
War, in the world ! Poor Henri, as ~any others, of 
twice his age have done, while arguing a subject, con- _ 
trived to le~ve out those points that would not suit his 
own views of it. "Lopez," said he, at length," I am 
no coward !"-" Nay, I ha~e only your worcl for that, 
you know, Henri :-I know what I think, and what 
Pem.·o and Diego said; but that's of no consequence, 
so good bye !" - " Well, but I won't be thought a 
coward by any one !" said Henri, working himself into · 
a towering passion, which was not lessened when he 
saw a sneering smile pass over Riba's face. " Lopez, 
I'll knock you down, if you dare to look in such a man­
ner at me."-" I suppose you think that will shew you 
are not a coward. You know how much older and 
stronger you are than I am. I smiled because you . 
said you won't be thought a coward: now om· thoughts · 
are free, you know ; and if you don't sliew any courage, 
you cannot expect that we should see it!"-" You are 
a mean and passionate fellow, Lopez; and if you had 
not interrupted me, you would have heard me add, that 
I will go with you to-night."-" Sancta Maria! how 
glad I am! I beg your . pardon for saying any thing 
to . vex you," replied Lopez : " do not alter your reso­
lution :-give me your hand ;-I'll see you again in 
the evening; but look at that stupid fool of a sheep ! 
it has got its long tail entangled in the juniper bush. 

G 

ana 

· word 

IDIS
0 

eilly, 

act o 
finish , 

quiri 

rejoi 

not t 

• were 

he did 

she tul 
11w1i 

repli 

nishe 

forest 
l 

shew v 

Whyili 

leare t' 

he saict 
l 

~do: 
iou, an 

churn t 

not \\'ai 
ltj ~ /01 

atelr, sa· 



DISOBEDIENCE. 258 

Good bye: I must run and help her to get it out;" 

and away he scudded. Henri had now passed his 

word to join this soldiering party; and though he had 

misgivings that he had acted very weakly and wick­

edly, his fear of the taunts and ridicule of his young 

companions, was greater than the fear of deserving 

the anger of his good parents, and of grieving their 

affectionate hearts. He quickened his pace, and tried 

to think of every subject hut that which led to his first 

act of selfish disobedience. The little family had 

finished thefr breakfast when he hurried in ; no en­

quiries were made respecting his late arrival, which he 

rejoiced at, for he had no excuse to give, and would 

not tell a falsehood. " Amie !" said he, when they 

were alone for a minute; the tone of his voice, _though 

he did not know, or intend it, was so melancholy, that 

she turned quickly round, and looked full at him; 

" What do you want, Henri? are you ill !"-" No," 

replied he, roused by her keen glance.-" Oh no, I 

wished only to k!!ow if you can go with me into the 

forest, after yoa have finished your-work; I want to 

shew you something that I found to-day."-" Oh, then 

why did you not bring it with you? for I cannot well 

leave the house these three hours. "-Henri smiled as 

he said, " It was too large to bring. What have you 

to do? Ask my mother to let Marget manage it for 

you, and do come."-" Poor Marget! she could not 

churn the butter for me, Henri ! but if this thing can­

not wait till evening, I'll ask my mother to let me run 

with you now." She did so, and returned immedi­

ately, saying -he might go with him. They went out 
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directly, and Henri walked for a long time in silence 
by her side, finishing his breakfast, and lost in thought. 
Amie watched him from time to time, and felt certain . . 
that something very unusual caused his strange man-
ner. At last he roused himself by a sudden effort, and 
said," 'D1is way, Amie, · this way; _we shall soon be 
at the cave."-" Cave! what cave?'' asked she.­
" Follow me," continued he, 'Q and remember the path, 
Amie, will you ?-through these fotff ilexes ; here, I'll 

· notch them with my knife ;-under that old cork tree; 
by this thick bunch of juniper; now by the two large 
chesnut trees,-and here it is !" - " vVhere !" said 
Amie, looking 1·ound, and then at her brother, with 
alarm; for his singular conduct quite astonished her. 
Henri pulled down the large stones, and the dar-k . 
mouth of the cavern became visible to the girl's won­
dering eyes. They went in; but the darknP.ss pre­
vented thefr being able to explore any thing to their 
satisfaotion. Amie thought with her brother, that . 
this must be Gil Blas' cave, though tp.ey ought both 
to have recoJlected, that the c'avern with that name, 
their father had told them, is situated in the Asturias, 
the most northern province of Spain. When they re­
turned again into the air, Henri said, " Sit down, 
Amie, on this stone by me, I want to talk to you." 
-She- sat down, still silently wondering.-" Sister! 
dear siste1· !" said he, and then burst into tears.­
" Nay, don't ask me any thing,'' added he, hastily re­
covering himself, seeing that she was going to speak, 
" I want only to tell you that I found this cave by 
chance,-this morning, and I could not help thinking 
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that it would be a most safe and capital hiding place 

for you-for us all, if there should be any alarm, from 

the French soldiery passing this way: so I thought 

I had better tell you of it, that you may bring my fa­
ther and mother and Marget here."-" I ? why not 

you, Henri!" said Amie quickly. He felt his cheeks 

tingle, and could not look in her eyes, as he replied, 

" Oh I may not be at home or I may be-" " Ah 
' ' ' 

Henri, Henri ! I guess the dreadful truth,-you are 

going to leave us-going to be a frightful, terrible 

soldier ; and I shl:\,ll never, never be happy again !" 
I 

sobbed the afflicted ~irl, as she flung her arms round 

her brother's neck, a~d wept violently. 

This was too much for poor Henri; he felt that her 

grief would shake his resolution; so, kissing her 

cheek, for he could not speak, he got up suddenly, and 

began busily replacing the large stones "'."hich he had 

pulled down; then said firmly but tenderly to her, 

" Amie, I know you love me, so I need scarcely beg 

of you not to mention my resolution to any one : if 

you should name it, you will distress me; but you 

cannot, and shall not alter my determination."-" Our 

poor dear kind mother !" sighed Amie.-" Yes our 

dear kind mother," replied Henri, " I have not ,for­
gotten her; but my word· is given, and my country calls 

me!" added he, with a proud look and tone, which he 

intended to be touching; but which was so very mock 

heroic, that, if Amie had not been in sorrow, she must 

have laughed at it hea1tily. She would have tried all 

her powers of persuasion, but he stopped 1. P.r; so, find­

ing him resolute, she dried her eyes, and strove not to 
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think of his departure, that she might give her atten­
tion to the situation of the cave, and the way to it. 

Henri gathered great numbers of juniper berries, 
and scattered them as they went along ; but knowing 
they would be devoured oy the birds, he begged she 
would procure some sand, and return the next day to 
the cave, and sprinkle it on the spot, which was now 
strewed with berrie<;;; they would not be eaten by that 
time, he said. " Then you go to-night, Henri ! " ex­
claimed she, " or you would offer to do that little -
service for me ! " · He made no . reply, and her grief 
burst forth anew ! " Dear Amie, pray do not weep 
so; I do not go alone; Lopez, Pedro, and Diego will 
go with me, so I shall not want companions, you 
find. Your eyes are so red, they will shew my father 
and mother that something is amiss ; and my happy 
scheme will, I fear, be stopped." They proceeded in 
silence, and soon reached the village. Their walk 
through the heat, together with Amie's grief, had 
brought on a head-ache, which she was glad to avail 
herself of, in order to escape from observation. She 
went up stairs, and threw herself o~ her little pallet, 
where she wept for hours; and when her mother or 
Marget came up to inquire how she found herself, she 
feigned to be asleep. As the cool and quiet evening 
drew on, the merry voices of her young companions, 
assembling for their nightly dance, caught her ear. 
She arose,- came down stairs, and went to the door to 
excuse herself from joining them; for she knew that 
many of them would come for her; b~sides she wished 
to pass the last hour or two, of her brother's stay, in 
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his company. His own feelings were any thing but 

pleasant; he had avoided the eyes of his kind and un­

suspecting parents all day; and every affectionate 

sentence they had addressed to him, had given him a 

pang as if a dagger had struck him: but his greatest 

trial was when he took leave of them for the night! 

_ His courage then nearly gave way ; the hand he of­

fered to his father was cold; and it shook, in the 

warm affectionate grasp, which his good parent gave 

it. His son's low spirits, he supposed, were owing to 

Amie's head-ache, as well as to his own disappoint-­

ment, in being refused to follow the profession he had 

chosen, therefore Pierre loved, pitied, and admired 

his son, for the gentle manner in which he appeared 

to bear ~is disappointment. 

- His mother's kiss was more affectionate than usual, 

from the same cause; so that the violent burst of 

grief which overcame him, as he received that tender 

kiss on his burning cheek, excited no other attention 

in her than a sigh for his supposed sorrow, in being 

obliged to give up his favmuite profession. Amie 

bad stolen out of the room; she could not have borne 

to take leave of him before her deceived and tranquil 

parents. He found her sitting on his beJ and sobbing 

tenihly. He had looked in at her room, and kissed 

the sleeping lVfarget; and he concluded that as Amie 

w.as not there, she must be in his own little chamber. 

When the unhappy girl could speak, she said, " Henri, 

I fear I am as guilty as you are ; and if my mother 

should die of grief at your cruel conduct, I shall con­

sider that I shall have been the chief cause of her 
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death; for if I had not been so foolishly fond of you, 
and so anxious to please you, I should have told this 
morning of your wild scheme, and you would have 
been prevented from going: indeed even now it is not 
too late; and I will go down this moment, and let 
her-and my father know how cruel and disobedient 
you are ! " and she had reached the door before Henri 

, could stop her. " Amie, you unkind, foolish girl, 
come back!" said he angrily. " You will drive me to 
some mad plan, which you will be sorry for, if you 
don't take care : I tqld you this morning that I will 
go, and I now repeat it; nothing but killing me _will 
prevent my becoming a soldier; so now do what mis­
chief you_please; for every thing you can do, will be 
mischievous, except your keeping silence. A.s ~o ,my 
dear mother's dying, because I wish to carry a gun 
instead of a sheep-hook, it is too ridiculous for me to 
notice. Come, do not let us part in anger. It is after 
ten o'clock, and Lopez will be under the mulberry­
tree, outside the garden, at eleven. I shall take no­
thing with me, not even a shirt, fo1· we expect to 
reach Madrid the day after to-morrow; it is not above 
eighty miles you know; we shall walk all night, and 
rest in the middle of the day; and when we become _ 
soldiers, our pay will commence; and we shall be 
supplied with every thing we can want; so don't be· , 
tui·ning over my shirts and stockings so busily, my 
dear sister, for I shall take nothing." More terrified 
than convinced by her brother's reasoning, poor Amie 
could only ·weep her sad farewell. Henri waited im­
patiently, till he saw, by the sudden darkness on the 
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grass, beneath the window, (where the lamp from his 

parents' bed-room had shone,) that their light was ex­

tinguished ; he then once more kissed his sister, and 

crept carefully down the few stairs, or ,rather steps, 

past bis parents' room, and stole, like a guilty thing, 

out into · the placid moon-light. Amie watched his 

gliding :figure as it passed along the little garden; she 

then saw him climb the low wall, and lean from 

among the branches of the mulberry, tree, which shook, 

with bis weight, and then drop into the enclosure be­

yond. No sound of footsteps came upon the night 

breeze, to the anxious ear of poor Amie, whose pale 

face hung out of the little rustic casement, which was 

in deep shade; while the white glare of the cloudless 

moon fell full on her anxious countenance, and gave 

it an appearance so ghastly, that the four young he­

roes would have been likely, had they seen her, to 

consider it any thing but an encourag·ing prognostic 

of their success. She remained at the casement, till 

the night breeze chilled her, when she drew back into 

the desolate little room : here, however, every thing 

reminded her too powerfully of the dear imprudent 

wanderer; so she quitted it hastily, and quietly groped 

her way to her own bed; and as she crept to the side 

of the little lVIarget, she dreaded the coming of the 

morning, that must bring with it so much sorrow to 

the hearts of her kind parents. Amie quickly fell 

asleep, however·; for youth, innocent youth, is not the 

season, when tedious wakefulness and sleepless sor­

row, wear out the long, long night! 

In the mean time, the four dauntless heroes scam-
... 
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pered off, more in the style which boys adopt, who rob 
vineyards and fear detection, than one would expect 
these valiant saviours of their country to have cho$en ; 
b~t so it was; and they soon left the sleeping village 
in a flood of moon-light, far behind them. Having 
gained the top of a hill, and listened whether foot­
steps were pursuing them ; and being satisfied that 
their flight was yet unknown, the captain of the party, 
Lopez, proposed that they should strike into the 
forest, and continue their way more leistuely; " for," 
said he, "if we run at this rate, we shall be tired out 
before we shall have travelled fve miles. You know 
I have been to Ma<lii.d once with my father, when he 
took his wool there for sale; and I remember that . 
somewhere hereabouts, w:e left the great road, and 
struck off into the forest; for be said it shortened the 
distance, in the next thirty miles, very much : shall 
we go ? "-" Just as you like, Lopez," replied Henri, 
" you know best." Pedro and Diego threw a sus­
picious glance at the black masses of forest foliage, 
that waved in the breeze, like giant plumes, nodding 
over the ghastly white_ stems, which gleamed like 
silver armour in the moon-light; and then said, they 
thought the road would be safer, and more pleasant, 
than going through the pathless forest. "Yes_; but if 
we can save many miles, and hide ourselves more 
easily in case we should be pursued, we had better 
strike off from the great road," observed Lopez. 
" Certainly," replied Henri; " I shall follow you; 
Pedro and Diego will come too, I know : come, come 
along!" Avia and Sangro, however, were not at all 
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anxious to leave the clear open road, for the dismal 

shades: they both thought of banditti, but neither of 

them wished to by the first to mention their fears ; till 

finding their persuasions of no use, Pedro ventured to 
observe, that he had 'heard something about a horde 

of robbers being in the forest: "Well, and what then?" 

said Lopez, laughing, "if there are robbers, and if they. 

were to take us, do you think they would hurt such 

poor fellows as we are ?-no, no ; they would be likely 

enough to rob and murder us too, if we had money with 

us, but they would never take the trouble to mince up 

such meagre game as we four are!" The two reluctant 

boys,-thoug·h not at all convinced by Lopez,-turned 

to follow the steps of their valiant leader, and in five 

minutes they were trembling at every noise and every 

object in the forest.-" Hush ! " said Pedro, suddenly; 

-" what noise was that?"-" Look!" added Diego, 

" something moves among those bushes ! Pedro, let us 

run back !-I should like well enough to be a soldier, 

but I'll not be cut to pieces by a robber if I can help it!" 

-" Nor I" replied the brave Diecro " so run Pedro 
- ' 0 ' ' ' 

and I'll go with you:" good bye! good bye! said they, 

huniedly, as they wheeled round, and scampered back 

towards the road, as if a dozen bandits were at their 

heels! 
" Lopez," said I-Ienri, " Pedro has five times my cou­

rage, has l1e not?"-." Ah well, when I said that, it was 

only to make you go with me ! you know I never meant 

it, Henri; but let us see what those cowardly fools have 

terrified themselves about." The two heroes, on going 

up to the bushes, whence the noise proceeded, saw a 
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mule grazing quietly, and a muleteer lying fast asleep 
under a tree. They· did not disturb p.im, but regain~d 
their track, laughing heartily at the folly and coward-
ice of their two faint-hearted comrades. 1 • 

They went merrily on, Lopez talking of being a 
soldier, and Henri trying not to think of the sorrow 
which would be felt in a few hours in the village of 
Maro. They reached Madrid on the morning of the 
third day; nearly exhausted, and quite out of spirits. 
The long distance they had travelled, and the scanty 
supply of food that they had obtained, made them 
already feel something like repentance for their im­
prudent undertaking. They had supposed, that as they 
were going to join the army, which was being raised 
for the defence of the country, every one would be 
anxious to supply them with food and lodging; and 
tha( they should. be admired and applauded for their 
valor : their self-love and pride were therefore sadly 
wounded, to :find, that on many occasions, where they 
told their tale, and begged for provisions, they were 
treated with unkindness, and frequently turned into 
1·idicule, for running away from home, and expecting 
to be made soldiei'.s of. At Madrid, however, they 
found themselves at last; they inquired . immediately 
for the' proper persons who were to enrol them; were 
speedily enlisted, sent to be drilled, and were, in short, 
become soldiers. The whole city was in a commotion; 
the enemy had already passed the frontiers, (that is, 
the edge or limits of Spain, wh~re it is separated from 
France;) troops were daily being sent off to oppose 
them; fresh parties of men,, raw recruits, (that is, per-
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sons who have never before borne arms,) and old 

soldiers, who had long been disbanded, were flocking 

into the city every hour ; couriers were continually 

arriving, with the intelligence of the advance of the 

French army ; every square was occupied with '!>parties 

manreuvring, and young recruits, such as our two 

heroes, were learning their exercise ; baggage wagons 

were being loaded and sent off; officers were prancing 

about on their beautiful long-tailed horses ; arms, 

clothing, and provisions, were being carried to head­

quarters; numbers of furious women were shouting 

and encouraging their countrymen to fight for their 

king and their holy religion ; and to destroy every 

Frenchman that they could meet with. All was mili­

tary bustle throughout the city. Henri and Lopez 

found themselves, in the evening, completely tired ·out. 

They were fortunately ap ointed to be in th@ same 

company; and in spite of ·their fatigue, found time to 

congratulate each other on that circumstance. They 

fell asleep on the floor of the guard-room, and, although 

surrounded by the unusual noises of soldiers under 

marching orders in a barrack, they slept soundly till 

morning. In the course of the day, they were well 

drilled again, and told that they would be sent off 

with the next detachment on the following morning. 

Arms were so scarce, that any kind of weapon was al­

lowed to be carried by the soldiers ; so Lopez, to his 

great indignation, had a pitchfork given him, an'd 

Henri was obliged to be contented with a stick, which 

had a bayonet fastened at the end of it! All this was 

very sad to our two youths, who had indulged them-
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selves in visions of splendid, new, and well-fitted regi­

mentals, muskets, shining cartouche boxes, bayonets, 

smart caps, feathers, music, precise marching, grand 

officers, regular pay, and comfortable quarters I (that 

is, liomes provided for them wherever they go ;) but 

thus it was; ~nd the next morning the poor fellows 

were marched off towards the north, with these fright­

ful weapons, "as if they were going to hunt wolves in 

the forest," Henri said ; with scarcely a shoe between 

them, without a change of linen, or any thing to make 

them comfortable. They were told that on their arrival 

at Molina, they would :fincl clothes, linen, &c. ; but till 

that time, they must bear their hardships as they could. 

With heavy hearts, and aching limbs, they marched 

the next day out of the city. The ragged undisciplined 

comp-any halted for the night in an obscure village, 

thirty miles from Madrid. I-Iere they found that no 

provisions had been prepared for them, because they 

were not expected. Many of the houses were deserted, 

and their late inmates had fled into the woods, not 

daring to remain to be put to death by the inva~ng 

French army, which was on its march to the capital. 

Those of the inhabitants who remained, had collected 

their provisions, wbich they had hidden, ready to take 

with them on the first real alarm ; and these persons 

would not be prevailed on to give up to the tired 

soldiers, or even to sell them, the bacon, wine, flour, 

&c. that they had collected, fearing they -should have 

no time to find more. The soldiers hearing that 

provisions were secreted in the village, and that the in­

habitants would not part . with them, became very 
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riotous, and threatened to set fire to every house, and 
murder every person who had kept the food from the 
famishing fellows who bad come so far, and bad taken 
up arms for the defence of such cruel and ungrateful 
mo~sters as these villagers. This threat induced the 
inhabitants to give up their bidden food. Many of th~ 
soldiers were too tired and too 'hungry to wait for any 
cooking; so they eat the bacon raw, mixed up a little 
-flour and water, and swallowed it, washing down the 
unpleasant meal with a draught of sour wine; and then 
at once fell off to sleep, without moving from the spot 
where they bad halted. Among these exhausted suf­
ferers, were our two poor boys. As soon as morning 
dawned, their only drum raised the heavy sleepers 
to their toilsome march. They expected to travel but 
twenty miles on this clay, as they were to meet another 
detachment of troops at a town only that distance from 
them. So many accounts bad Teacbecl them since they 
left l\tiadrid, of the enemy's rapid progress,' that the 
officer who commanded our ragged squadron, was 
anxious to strengthen his little band with a greater 
number and better disciplined soldiers, before he should 
bazzarcl a skirmish with the enemy. After a hasty 
breakfast, on the same disagreeable and scanty fare 
that bad fonned their supper, the whole company 
moved forward. Henri disdained to complain of hard­
ships which he had brought on himself, and which he 
rather felt proud of; but the pain be suffered from his 
feet, which were nearly bare to the ground, made his 
young cheeks waste and grow pale ; but Lopez openly 
and louldy complained of the cruelty of suffering any 

N 
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one to be so ill attended to, who devoted himself for 

the welfare of his country. He vented his ill-humour 

and disappointment, too, by reviling the provisions, 

and those whose duty it was to provide food for the 

detachment. A filthy-looking fellow, who marched 

near them, overheard these complaints, and told him 

to cheer up and hope for better times. "I served 

once in Germany under Napoleon," said he, "and"­

" What ! and now fight against him ?" said Henri. 

" Oh yes; no odds for that, comrade," replied he, with 

a smile; " we soldie1·s, you know, fight to live, no 

matter who pays us, 'tis our trade, 'tis all one to me 

who I fight for or against; if I am to shoot men, what 

do I care whether they speak French, English, Dutch, 

Spanish, or Portuguese?" Henri felt sick at heart, and 

thought of his father's well-grounded dislike of such 

wretches; with a sigh oJ deep contrition for having 

caused him the grief of knowing that his son was be­

come one of the companions of such a monster as ~his 

man who walked by his side ! " But I was going to tell 

you, how uncertain the quarters of a soldier are, when 

once he is in a fair way for a battle : sometimes, after 

such a spare and wretched meal as we have made this 

morning, we 'have met with a party of the enemy; 

when a skirmish would follow, and perhans he would 

be routed, and would leave all his baggage; then we 

used to fall too, and make a meal fit for a monk ; pick 

and choose from the knapsacks of fresh linen ; and 

turn out again, with all Olli' clean shirts and new shoes, 

as comfortable as the finest lady in the land. Oh, you 

young fellows must not be down-hearted, we shall have 

some 
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for some nice pickings before long." In this way he 

ur talked to the two boys, good-naturedly enough, but 

ns, shewing such a heartlessness in the cause for which 

the young breast of Henri was glowing, that the boy 

could not bear him, and'. left him to Lopez, with whose 

disposition he appeared to agree better. 

Early in the evening they reached the village where 

_ they were to sleep ; and our two friends gladly found 

that they were actually " billeted," (that is, lodged by 

order of their officers,) in a tidy looking house, belong­

ing to an old saddler : he was named Lugo Mota, and 

his wife, Bertha.-They looked kindly on the wearied 

youths, and welcomed them in. Bertha busied herself 

in heating water for them to bathe their blistered feet, 

and old Lugo reached down a goodly piece of bacon, 

for his wife to fry with eggs and garlick, for their sup­

pers: then he brought out a goat-skin of wine, and 

be· some fresh barley cakes, chesnuts, and bunches of di·ied 

hl' grapes. The boys were too tired to utter a word; but 

iell stretched themselves on the hard benches, and half 

dozed the time away, till all should be prepared for, 

them. They could not avoid hearing the kind-hearted 

creatures' pitying remarks on the forlorn condition of 

their guests ; and Henri's tears trickled in fast showers 

down his cheeks, and through his hair, as he lay 

quietly listening, and thinking of his own happy 
\1'e 

ic~ home.-" Aye, poor children ! " said Bertha, softly, "let 

.no them sleep ; they may never have another sound nap 

till the last long rest that soldiers take; and· it won't 
oes. 

be long before these poor lads lie on the cold battle 
ftlll 
· bed, if all be true, that is said of the cruel French ! 
~ft N2 
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Row could their -parents send such chicks as these 
away from their nests, to fight, forsooth I -Lugo, 
.break these eggs, will you ?-Poor boys ! Look, here:s 
.a fit arm to carry· a ,musket," said she, pointing to the 
small, uncovered shoulder of Lopez., who was little of 
.his age.-- " He ought, poor child ! to be safe at home, 
tending sheep: but come, I must wake them now, the 
supper will get cold: here, draw the table nearer to 
them husband, will you, I'll just go and bring in a 
jug of water. "-Lopez-the ungrateful proud-spirited 
Lop·ez, heard all the observations which the kind .. 
hearted old woman .made, and felt so indignant and 
hurt because she had called him child, that he felt to 
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thought nothing of, or if they were, he conside1id that 
she did no mor~ than she ought for them. He had 
been taught many bad lessons from his worthless com-
1·ade, Rodri Guera, and soon showed that he had not 
been slow to learn. Bertha quickly returned, and then 
1:1oused the boys, saying, as she shook them gently, 
"Come, my poor children, come; your supper is ready, 
and much good may it do you !"-" I am not a child, 

, him 

,dame, a11cl. I'll thank you not to call me so again !-A 
·· stupid 0ld fool, t9 be chattering about us instead of 
getting .0 1_.Ir Slipper ready quickly," continued Lopez, 

- muttering:; then raising himself to the table, and be­
ginning t o_iielp. himself to the first and best of every 
thing: , "·Gome · Hen:ri ! why don't you begin," added , 
he s:ulkiiliy.;. ".Sta,y, LG>pez,. stay! . thank you, dame, for 
the nice supper you hav~ cooked us; we have not tasted 
such a one· this week!--but you will eat with us; and 
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you, Lugo r said Henri, gratefully. " The saints de­
fend us !" exclaimed Bertha, "who wouid think such 
~ young thing could behave so !"-"Youngster !" said 
Lugo, fixing his large mild eyes full on the saucy 
Lopez, "you are no credit to your parents, I'm sure : 
learn to treat those kindly, who are kind to you; and 
do not oblige me to punish you for your ingratitude 
and insolence ; eat the supper that has been cheerfully 
prepared for you, and keep your rude speech to your­
self.''-" You punish me, you old goat skin; you dan~ 
to be uncivil to a soldier belonging to the king ! I'll 
have you up to our officers to-morrow, and you shall be 
punished! It is your duty to give us food and lodging, 
you dare not refuse to do· it; so · what have I to be 
grateful for?"-" Nay, if this is to be yolll· behaviour, 

my young senor, I will soon rid mJself of you, as I 
would of a troublesome cur;" so getting up, he quietly 
but firmly grasped the boy's a1·ms, twisted them behind 
him ; and in spite of his struggling and violence, 
dragged him out of the room, thrust him into the 
stable, and fastened the door; then calmly retlll·ned in­
to the kitchen, collected into a wooden bowl a portion 
of each article of food, with a small pitcher of wine, 
and returned to the stable, saying, " If you make any 
noise, or give me the least trouble, I will report you to 
your commanding officer, and you will be punished to­

morrow. Good night! eat your supper, and go to 
sleep; you will find plenty of clean straw in the inner 
empty sta:!.1, and the mule in the outer one is very 
quiet; she will not kick." Lopez made no reply; he 
found he was mastered, and he was so exceedingly mor-
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tified, and in such a violent passion, that he could not 
have spoken if he had wished. Poor Henri was 
quite confounded and asham~d d~ his comrade's be­
haviour; his own disposition was sd,different, -that he 

l 

wondered at the insolence of Lopez. \ _ When Lugo re-
turned, after taking the supper to th~. stable, Henri 
began to apologize for his friend ; but hi:s host stopped 
him, saying, "Don't mention a word abo~t the matter, 
let us eat our bacon and eggs, and do you ·make haste · 
to bed: Jam not such an old fool as to suppos~ that 
you are the same sort of fellow as yo,ur comrade; I am 
sorry indeed, to see that you are obliged to have such 
a companion; come, wife, pour us out a cup of wine, 
we want it bad enough."-" Here, my good boy," said ' 
Bertha kindly, as she handed Henri the cup, "drink a 
hearty draught. The Virgin bless his sweet face, ifhe 
is not weeping !-aye, he is not fit to be a soldier!­
how came your cruel parents to suffer you to leave 
them?" added she. Poor Henri's heart melted at this 
parental kindness, the first that he had known, since 
he left his native village. " Oh, do not ·say a word 
against my parents," said Henri, " I ran away from 
them ! lVIy father would never have given his con­
sent to my being a soldier; so I left home without 
it ! and I shall perhaps be killed in battle, without 
having received his forgiveness! I never thought of 
this before!"-" Why, that was just like my old friend 
Piefre Clerac," exclaimed Lugo, "he used to say that 
no child of his"-" What, Pierre Clerac ?" asked Henri 
eagerly. " Why, he lived in Rousillon, when I knew 
him; he married the pretty Ninon Beauvais, and they 
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went to live somewhere near the Blanco Mountains, 

but- " Oh ! it's all true ; they are my dear, kind, 

deceived parents !" exclaimed Henri, with anothe1· 

burst of grief. " Ah child ! child !" said Bertha re­

proachfully ; " what a hard heart you must have, to 

leave such parents, against their consent ! you must be 

a bad boy, I fear; so if you should fall in battle, they 

will not have much cause for sorrow."- " Nay, wife, 

don't _be too hard upon him : I'll lay my life yon little 

insolent varlet led the way, and induced our young 

friend here, to do this wicked deed."- " I always 

wished to be a soldier," said Henri; nobly refraining 

from throwing the blame on Lopez.- " Aye, aye, I see 

how it is; come, I won't have you fret yourself any 

more to-night; you have done what CANNOT be undone ; 

so you must now make the best of it; and as you have 

choseri a profession that is so hateful to your father, you 

must now try to become an honour to it and to him. 

In the first place, I would ad vise that you should no 

longer call that bad boy your friend ; he will lead you 

into conduct that will disgrace you ; and, in the next 

place, I would have you keep up your spirits; if you 

give way thus, you will be unfit to meet the enemy ; 

and if you should turn coward and run away, what 

would yo1ll' father say then ? Come, I have given you 

a sermon worthy of any old friar ; so now farewell for 

to-night. I want you to be in your comfortable bed, 

that my good Bertha has got i·eady for you. Good 

night, may the saints have you in their holy keeping." 

Lugo assisted l-Ienri to bed, where he . fell asleep in 

two minutes ; and his kind host returned to hfs wife. 
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The inmates of Mota's house had been asleep about 
three houTS, when they we1~e suddenly aw~ked by the 
alarming call, " To arms! " the deep sleep of the -toil­
worn Boys was f~rcibly broken, and they were obliged 
to obey a summon~ which they found more difficult 
than they had ever known. 
· A scout (that is a person sent privately to observe 
the motions of the enemy) had just arrived, bringing 
the unwelcome intelligence that a detachment of French 
troops had taken up a position for the night, in a wood, 
about seve9 miles north of the village, whete the 
Spanish soldiers were stationed, Not a moment was 
to be lost ;-In the middle of the night, without a moon, 
-in a furious J.·ain-by the uncertain glare of torches 
-some of the men half awake, others half tipsy-many 
stiff and foot-sore, from their late long marches-and 
few, very few, at all prepared for the unexpected call; 
-such was the scene that poor Henri (the most 
wretched of the ·whole group) beheld, as he staggered 
and limped out from the hospitable abode of the worthy 
old saddler: he,.and his kind-hearted wife, helped him 
to put on his unsoldierlike di·ess, which had not yet 
been changed for regimentals; and having shaken 
hands with, and p1:ayed the Virgin to have him in her 
holy care, they'pai-ted from him. Heni-i seemed as if he 
was in a terrible dream ; so desolat,e did he feel, and 
so shocking was thk' whirl of confusion around him. 
As soon as Lopez heared the call he roused himself; 
but being entirely in the dark, he could neither, for 
some minutes, recollect where he was, nor :find the way 

·to the door; he soon however remembered all the hu-
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miliating events that attended his supper and bed, and 
bis wicked disposition quickly prompted him to revenge 
himself; so he holla'd and bawled, and kicked at the 
door, till Bertha heard him, and came to let him out ; 
when he said," I have lost my hat in the stable, I must 
ha-ve a-light that I may look for it." She went for a 
lamp, and brought it under a bowl, which she held over 
it, to prevent its being extinguished by the wind and 
rain. " Here it is," said she, "take care you do not 
set fire to the straw."-" Oh yes, never fear!" 1·epliecl 
the wicked boy, at the same time lighting a heap in the 
inner stall. " Oh here it is ! " added he, '' all's safe; 
take the lamp, and let me run, will you?" so he dart­
ed off, almost overturning the poor old woman, and 
:flew through the hoase, unobserved by Lugo, who was 
busily employed up stairs, with Henri. Lopez was soon 
lost amongst the crowd; and when -he was safe there, 
he looked back, in the direction of Mata's dwelling, 
and saw, with the delight and the laugh of a demon, 
the red flames spring up above the humble roof, ana 
the clouds of livid smoke rolling-over the tops of the 
neighbouring houses, and spread itself among the con­
fused, moving mass of uncouth human beings, by whom 
he was surrounded. 

Just as HenTi parted from his friends, the sudden 
glare from the burning stable behind, rose over the 
house, and lighted the distant scene of warlike bustle: 
the old couple started with affright, to see the flames 
at all; but whe...1 they were aware that their own pro­
perty was illuminating the black heavens, "making 

night hideous; "and when they thought of their faithful 
N3 
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old mule Theresa, their dismay was distressing! Ber­
tha's shrieks quickly brought some neighbours to their 
assistance; who hastened with the vessels of rain-water 
whieh had been filled during this drenching night; these 
being so near at hand, aided by the promptness of the 
neighbours, and the still pouring rain, fortunately sub­
dued the fire ;-which, though it looked tremendous in 
the darkness, was only caused by the dry straw;blazing 
through th~ broken roof of the stable. Poor Theresa, 
being by go_od chance in the outer stall, was led away 
from it without injury. As the troops marched out of 
the village, Henri had the happiness, and Lopez the. 
sorrow, to look back and find that no gleam of light 
remained ~hove old Lugo's d~elling. 

The ill-appointed, auk ward, inexperienced company, 
to which Henri belonged, was increased in numbers and. 
respectability by being united with the detachment 
which was quartered in the village; they amounted in 
all to several hundred men. The intelligence which 
the scout had brought was, that the number of 
the enemy did not exceed five hundred, that they 
were anxious to avoid an engagement with the 
Spaniards, as they were hastening by a circuitous 
route, (that is, by going round) to rea·ch the main army 
which had advanced towards Madrirl. It was there­
fore necessary to prevent this detachment of French, 
from joining their countrymen; and it was for this 
purpose that the Spanish soldiers were ·roused from 
their midnight rest, and we1·e now marching through 
muddy roads, under a pouring rain, and in nearly total 
darkness. This dismal situation was however soon 

cl 
b 

li 

sil 

m 

na 

ten 

th 

fit, 
do 



DISOBEDIENCE. 275 

rendered less wretched by the sudden clearing of the 

clouds, which rolled away before a mighty wind; and 

by the gradual approach of the grey dawn, that seemed 

to struggle for its existence amongst the huge clouds. 

The troops now drew near the wood, the dark out­

line of which could be seen at a distance. The men 

were cautioned to move with the utmost wariness and 

silence; so that no sounds might reach the enemy to 

inform them of their danger. And now it was that the 

naturally good, affectionate, and tende1· heart of the 

disobedient and imprudent Henri, ached, with the bit­

terness of his so now and repentance. It was not fear 

that shook his frame, with all the fierceness of an ague 

:fit, for he was no coward on any occasion, excepting to 

do wrong! he felt at the present time the full force of hi~ 

cruel and selfish conduct. He wondered, as he retrace.cl 

all the circumstances of his flight from home, how he 

could think any of his reasons good, or strong enough 

to induce him to be guilty of so base an action ;-his 

self-esteem, too, was much hurt by the reflection that it 

was the fear of being ridiculed by Lopez, which was the 

chief cause of •his leaving the happy home of his youth ! 

-" And what a fool have I been,'' murmured he, in­

wardly, "to prefer the approbation of such a wicked 

fellow as Lopez, to the comfort of my dear parents, and 

the approval of my own heart! what a cruel, vain, weak 

fool, I have shewn myself too ! to leave my poor dear 

mother,-and my gentle helpless sisters to all the perils 

of war, and the cruelties of the French soldiery, when 

I might, by staying with them, have fought for them­

as I am so fond of :fighting, it seems !-and thus have 
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clone my duty; at the same time convincing my father 
that it was neither the love of militaryfinery,nor the wish 
to lead the wild life of a soldier, which made me like 
the profession! Now what must he think of me! 
With what contempt and dislike must he talk of me! 
Oh!!" groaned Henri, so heavily, that the stranger, 
a well-accoutred soldier, who marched by his side; 
thought him either ill or terrified; " what ails thee; 
lad? " asked he, " are you . ill? if you are, start out of 
the ranks and lie down; you will not be missed, for 
you won't be fit_to fight, if you are out of health, or out 

of lieart," added he, slyly, and peeping clown into 
Henri's pale, thin, face, which was streaming with re• 
pentant tears;-" Oh, oh ! I guessed as 'much ! What 
my young senor, your cmuage is running away, is it? 
-· well, I thought when I saw your martial figm·e, and 
fierce display of warlike weapons," glancingwith a smile 
of disdain at his ragged clothes, and,wretched pike stick, 
"I thought the good people at Madrid, must be dread­
fully off for protectors of the country, to admit such 
a tower of teiior as you are! " Poor Henri was too 
much bowed down in spirit and strength, to reply 
to this taunting speech of his heartless comrade, who, 
finding the youth " sulky" as he said, and remember­
ing the orders for silence, held his peace, and left the 
broken-spirited boy to his sad thoughts. 
· A party had been despatched round the back of the 
little wood, in order to drive the French troops out 
into the unlevel plain, in which the main body of 
Span.iards were waiting to receive them, hidden from 
the view of the enemy by the numerous hollows of 
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the g-round. The morning had become light and fine; 
the Spaniards of Henri's detachment were anxious 
for the sound of their comrades' attack, which was to 
be made with a loud shout, in order to tenify the 
French, and throw them into confusion; when as the 
first slanting beams of the golden sun rushe'd in 
streams of glory over the plain, the yells and shouts 
of the party behind the wood were heard ; the French 
were alarmed ; the boles of the trees appeared to be in 
motion, and the underwood, all alive with human 
beings, as they hurried in confusion to the open 
ground. Here they paused, rallied, and prepared to 
wait for their noisy assailants in ambush, when their 
far more numerous enemy on the plain, hastily formed 
into order, and rushed forward to make a speedy 
attack, knowing that at the first fire (so it had been 
agreed benveen the two commanders of the Spanish 
detachments) their comrades in the wood were to 
hasten to their aid. Henri was borne along with the 
rapid movement of his division ; and the first i:,ound of 
battle reached his ears in the discharge of muskets all 
around him. The noise was astounding; and had it 
not been for the excitement (that is, rousing bustle) of 
the scene, he would have fallen with sheer alarm. 
Before the terror-stricken French could manamvre so 
as to return the attack from this unexpected quarter,, 
the troops who had fired, crouched down on the plain 
behind the hillocks, in order that fresh volleys might be 
discharged directly by their comrades. When the smoke 
cleared away, the Spaniards saw that the position of 
the enemy was changed, and it was evident that a 
udden attack was intended by them : but the fire of 
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the :natives was first returned by their invaders, which 

dealt wounds and death all round the sickening Henri, 

who yet, however, had presence of mind to seize a 

musket from the convulsive death-grasp of his nearest 

fallen comrade; and now the a8sault beca:me g~neral 

and desperate; the French fought for their lives; the 

Spaniards for their lives and country; and frightful 

was the human butchery that then took place! 

Poor Henri half wild with the " din of war," and 

its dreadful havoc, flew over the mangled bodies 

of his comrades, hardly knowing why he did so, when 

. a Tandom ball struck his left leg; .with a bound, from 

the sudden agony, he fell to the earth without sense 

or motion, close by a groaning countryman. When 

he recovered his senses, the sun was riding high and 

si)lendid; and, as if in mockery of the woe beneath, 

was pourjng a flood of heat on the defenceless head 
' ~ 

of the unfortunate boy : all was quiet around him ; the 

horrid 'noise of war seemed still to sound in his ears; 

but as he looked on each side, he could see no living 

creature. He felt that he should now indeed die; 

and again he lost all sense. Several Spaniards, how­

ever, were then on the fatal plain, some examining 

.the bodies to see if any yet lived, in order to remove 

the sufferers to a house, which ~ad been fitted up as a 

temporary hospital, in the nearest village; while 

another party of soldie1·s were digging the ground, in 

order to bury those who were dead. The former 

party had now approached the spot where Henri and 

his dead comrade lay apart from the others. Long 

accustomed to scenes of this nature, a battle field · 

had no terrors fot these men; they could even joke . 
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on the wounds and death around them. " I say, 
Pietro, this fellow was knocked · off his feet while he 
was running away, I dare be sworn ; what a way ~ is 
from the thick of the fight! and this young slip ofl"-boy 
intended to run off, too; but then, poor chit, there's 
some excuse for him." Here a :fluttering sigh from 
poor Henri, stopped the soldier's remarks. " Aye," 
said Pietro, he's alive, sure enough, though I see no 
wound upon him: as sure as we are here he thinks he's 
dead I but he has only fainted with the fright ! Halloo ! 
up my young general!" said he, giving Henri a heave 
with his foot. " Here you've let us get the victory 
without your wisdom and valour to guide and help us ! 
Come, up I say, and h~lp us if you have nothing else 
to do!"-" Stop, Pietro, replied another of the Spa­
niards, he is wounded; his leg is broken, or badly 
hurt; let us raise him up, and carry him to the cart, it 
is full enough, and we have many miles, you know, 
to take the poor chaps." They carefully lifted him 
up, and he was placed with several others in the 
vehicle, which wa~ driven slowly forward; and the 
wounded soldiers after enduring two hours of frightful 
suffering, caused by the jolting of their conveyance, 
were brought to the dwelling which had been con­
verted into a hospital. Here, fortunately, a French 
surgeon was appointed to attend the victims of the 
morning's slaughter; a 'man who was an ornament to 
his country and his profession; and to his humane 
and judicious care, this second cart-load of misery and 
suffering was consigned. 

"Wife! Bertha !-Dame Mota! where are you?" 
sbouted old Lugo, as he hastened into his little dark 
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room, which served for parlour, shop, kitchen, and 
sometimes bed-room. " Where can the old dame be'?" 
added he, impatiently, and preparing to go to the 
neighbouring houses in search of her.-" The Saints 
protect the good man ! what ails him?" said Bertha, 
bustling in from the stable-" Why, Lugo, you are 
enough to frighten away what little wit time has left 
me !"-" Well, well, never mind that. Who do you 
think I have seen just now, dead to all appearance, 
talrnn into the hospital ?-he can't be dead neither, fol" 
they would not have brought him away from the 'bat­
tle-bed' that you talked of last night, dame; so there's 
hope yet!"-" What, poor Pierre's pretty son !" ex­
claimed Bertha, "ah, I thought he was too good to 
live! I warrant me, now, yon wicked varlet has not 
had even so much as_ a scratch or a singe in the skir­
mish !'~-" You are wrong in both your fancies, Bertha, 
for Henri is alive, and must, shall live, if I can make 
him, that he may be once more a joy to his parents: 

. and the rascal Lopez, I saw him brought in the :first 
load, without an arm ;-that arm was gone, wife, with 
which he fired our stable. You said he held the lamp 
in his left hand, didn't you? Well, a less punishment 
or affiiction would have softened me ! \iVhen I saw 
his young face hanging pale and in agony over hi~ 
shoulder, my old eyes felt so bleared, and my foolish 
knees shook, as if- I had been doing a guilty deed ! 
I wished, too, I had not made him sleep in the stable ; 
not but what I have slept there myself, above half my 
long life; but the poor little-" "Aye! there now, 
Lugo, that is just like you !-You did right; so don't 
be fretting yourself as if you had tried to do the lada 

the 
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mischief. Poor fellow ! he must alter much, though, 
before he will become such a noble boy as Henri! 
And I know this,-that if I had two sons like these 
youths, I would rather mourn over both their cold 
'battle-beds,' than that they should botli live! for aH 
the comfort I should have from the goodness of Henri, 
would be poisoned by the wickedness of Lopez."-" I 
shall go to-morrow and ask Monsieur le Bon, the sur­
geon, if I may see and speak to the poor wounded 

boys," replied Lugo, without attending to his wife's 
observation; "I shall perhaps be able to comfort 
them."-Do, dear husband!" returned Bertha, as he 

quitted the room. 
The next day Lugo went, as he said he would, to 

the surgeon, and asked permission to see the two 
youths; he was desired to stay but a very short time, 
as they were very ill, though their wounds were not 
considered dangerous. Monsieur le Bon was fearful 
that fever would be incuned, if they were allowed to 
talk; so Lugo promised to remain only a few minutes, 
and then he went into the place of suffering. The 
poor boys scarcely noticed him, for their senses had 
been stupified by opium, in order that the painful ope-
1·ation of examining Henri's leg, and amputating, (that 
is, cutting off) Lopez's arm, might be less felt. The 
kind-hearted old man hastily left the hospital; and as 
he walked home, grieving for the sufferings of his fel­

low-creatures, and wondering why kings should love 
war, and sa~ri:fice such numbers of the human race, a 
sudden thought darted into his mind, which seemed to 
put the activity of youth again into his old bones. 

"Aye, this very night will I!" exclaimed he, as he 
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bustled through the little shop, where Bertha sat, ex­
pecting him to come with news of their favourite 
Henri. "Lugo! why, husband! here I am waiting 
for you to have your dinner; the sopa* will be quite 
cold." He did not answer; so she followed him into 
the stable, where she found him examining Theresa's 
feet, and rubbing her down.-" Lugo! I say! I do ,, 
think the good man is beside himself," she continued, 
as he reached down the saddle, and looked at its girths, 
then hunted about for the long disused bit and bridle, ' 
which he absolutely began to clean.-" In the name 
of all the holy Saints, why won't you speak to your old 
wife, your own Bertha?" said she, her voice faltering. 
" Only speak one word, Lugo !" This roused him from 
his deep thought.-" My dear wife ! my good Bertha L" 
replied he, coming to her, as she stood leaning against 
the door; " I did not mean to be unkind to you : I 
meant to tell you the whole. I'll just throw a good 
feed of corn to poor old Teny, and then I'll come in 
to dinner, and you shall know all about it."-" About 
what?" thoug~t Bertha, as she returned into the house. 
"Well, now for it!" exclaimed the cheerful old man, 
coming in, seating himself, and beginning to eat his 
scalding soup, which Bertha had heated again.­
" Come now, guess !-How the sopa burns one !-I 
wonder what I shall have for my dinner to-morrow !­
Come, wife, you don't guess,-you don't eat,-you 
don't speak! Well," continued he, "I am going one 
of my old favourite distant journeys, that I have so 
long given up.'' 

* Soup made with Lread, bot water, and garlic, which bas sometimes 
a morsel of butter in it. 
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Lugo had been a muleteer for more than twenty 
years, and had very reluctantly quitted the roving life, 
in consequence of his increasing age; and by his wife's 
earnest request, he had taken to the business of a sad. 
dler, to which he had been brought up; so he had 
been no long journey for several years. 

" Oh the Virgin ! journey ! a long journey in these 
perilous times? Oh my dear, clear Lugo! teU me what 
you mean," said poor Bertha, quite bewildered and 
sorrowful.-" Now then, I'll try and tell you all about 
it," replied Lugo, putting down his wooden bowl, 
leaning his arms on the table, and looking kindly at 
his wife,-" It struck me, as I was coming home from 
the hospital, where I saw the poor wounded lads, that 
our good friends, Pierre Clerac and Ninon must be in 
a terrible fright about the fate of their son: you know, 
dear Bertha, we should be glad to hear any tidings of 
our dear Jaques, after he sailed for America ;-don't 
weep, wife !-don't we::ep ! our prayers to the blessed 
Virgin will be heard, and he will return to us some 
time. I only reminded you of our Jaques, that you 
might pity Pierre, and raise no objection to my going 
to tell him of Henri's situation."-" You need not be 
cruel to me, Lugo, in order to make me pity Pierre : 
I grieve for his and Ninon's sorrow ; but I have your 
safety to care for; at your ag·e to go above a hundred 
and fifty miles across the country, in troublous times, 
and you not being in the habit lately of riding more 
than ten .miles at one time. Indeed, husband,- na.y, 
do not laugh : see you have kicked down the pitcher 
of wine with your folly. I'm sure I said nothing that 
ought to be laughed at," added she, offended at his 
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violent mirth.-" Oh! ho! ho! my safety, forsooth .! 
Who do you think would hurt an old fellow •like me? 
No, no! I have no fears; and I should be glad to see 
that you had more COluage; but I cannot wish that 
you had more fondness and kindness for your old hus­
band, my good Bertha, as I do not think it possible 
for a man to have a better wife," said he tenderly, and 
kissing the withered cheek that was as dear to him 
then as it had been when it bloomed for him thirty 
years before.-" Well, as you are resolved to take this 
frightful, long Journey, I cannot hinder you, husband; 
and if I could be sure you would return safe to me, I 

. would not try to prevent you," replied she kindly.­
" Come, then, the earlier I go, the quicker I shall be 
with you again ; so, as soon as I can get Theresa 
ready, I will start," replied he, getting up hastily, and 
proceeding again to the mule in the stable. He soon 
saddled her, and then took leave of his wife. The two 
old friends, Lugo and Theresa, who had travelled so 
many hundred miles together, quickly set off in high 
spirits; and ;tis hard to say which seemed the happier 
of the two, as they trotted out of the little village, and 
gained the open country, where the yellow sun was 
lingering in all his evening glory ; the birds were sing­
ing, the.lizards sporting, and the buds bm·sting into 
summer beauty :-the whole landscape was a picture 

0£ calm delight. . 
" Ah !" sighed Lugo, " all this looks as it used to 

do, whe:q my own bones were younger, and when this 
good, faithful servant"-patting old Theresa's neck­
" bore her master's weight with more ease, though not 
more willingness, than she does now :-don't set your 
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saucy ears at me," added he, playfully catching her long: 

sleek ear in his hand, as she turned first one and 

then the other, to listen to the voice of her kind mas­

ter. Well, I declare, every thing seems around me as 
it did twenty years ago !-No, not every thing. 

"Under these four beautiful chesnut trees, the lads 

and lasses used to meet; and many a fandango have I 

danced beneath their beautiful boughs ! No one is 

near the spot now ! Ah war ! war! how many aching 

hearts hast thou caused in this once happy country ! 

How many joyous voice8 hast thou stifled ! Well, I 

thank the blessed Virgin, and all the saints, (if they 

had any thing to do in the business,) that I am not a 

king : if I had been so unfortunate, as to be obliged to 

sit on a throne, instead of across your old back, my 

good Terry, and been forced to wear a shinjng uncom­

fortable crown, without a brim to keep the sun out of 

my eyes, instead of my easy old hat ! oh, what a mi­

serable wretch I should have been! and who knows, 

perhaps I might have then been fond of war! vVell, 

well! 'tis no use to be low-spirited; happy times will 

come once more when the invaders are driven back 

into France, and then every village will send out it's 

happy groups again, at evening time, as I used to 

see them. Why, you old jade! (again speaking to the 

mule,) I do believe you remember, as well as I do, 

that I used to sing to you, as we jogged along! I 

always thought you travelled better with a song in 

your ears! Come, what shall it be?" Here a.n un­

intentional swish, with his whip, set Theresa into a 

slow canter; and the movement, from past recol­

lections, made him strike up a fa-vourite old tune, 
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which kept time to the sober easy pace of the sagacious 
beast. This is Lugo's song:*-

MULETEER'S SONG. 

1. 
Merrily sound the castanets, 
In groves around, where sprightly sets 
Of bright eyed girls at evening meet, 
To seize that hour so cool and sweet, 

That all maidens love. 
Hark, now I bear the merry guitar 
That always is near where castanets are; 
Where elegant forms, and slender feet, 

In mazes sweet, 
So gracefully move. 

2. 
But the echoes of music are all that must cheer 
The heart of the wandering muleteer, 
Who cannot endure in these groves to stay, 
For his home lies before him a weary way; 

'
1 Ah home ! sweet homi?! 

But still I can sing,ofmy. own green shade, 
My own guitar, and my own dear maid; 
v\' hose gentle heart I too long have loved, 

Too surely prov'd, 
From her to roam. 

Theresa appeared to recollect the old cantering song, 
and went with her master merrily on, for many a mile; 
and thus we will leave them, while we go back to the 
pleasant home of poor Henri; and see what has hap­
pened in the little village, since his departure from it. 

In the morning after Amie had gone so wretchedly 

* As a genuine Spanish air, which was recently brought from tl}e moun­
tains of Spain, may prove interesting and acceptable to my young readers, 
l havt introduced it. No young Jady 1111der nin~ years of age, will of 
course, omit a trial of its pretty simp le melody, on her piano, or guitar. 
It was really sung by such a person as our old fri enu Lugo is represented 
to be. From the muleteer's voice it was learned by an English gentleman, 
and by him was sung to a musical friend of the author. - . 
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to bed, she awoke, with a sad feeling at her heart, so 

heavy, yet so indistinct, that she thought she had been 

·ch·eaming; but the truth soon darted across her re­

collection, and she left the side of the yet sleeping 

Marget: she dressed herself, and went carefully up 

stafrs to Henri's room, hoping to find that he had 

repented of his rashness, and had returned to his 

comfortable bed. No-everything was as she had 

left it; all his boyish weapons, and ingenious con­

trivances for his amusement, were hung round the 

walls; and they reminded poor Amie so forcibly of his 

happy and cheerful disposition, that she sat down and 

wept, as much for her own loss, as for her b1·other's 

uncertain fate. She now reeollected that her parents 

would soon be stirring ? and fearing to meet them 

when they should first discover Henri's flight, she 

went down stairs, and out of the house, to avoid them. 

Sh~ was milking the cow, when she heard her father's 

hasty steps coming towards her, brushing over the long 

b1sh grass: she dared not look up; when he said, 

"Amie, where's Henri? he has not been in bed all 

night." Her voice was thick, and it faltered as she 

told him she did not know. " Wbat ails the girl?" 

said Pierre, going round to look in her face, which 

leaned against the flank of the cow-she had turn~ it 

from her father. . "Amie ! wicked girl ! you are telling 

me a falsehood-y(Jur for st falsehood ! you do know 

something of Henri's absence-you have been weep­

ing; your eyes tell truth, though your tongue deceives!" 

These harsh words, the most upbraiding that her · 

father had ever adch·essed to his excellent daughter, 

hurt her already wounded feelings so severely, that she 
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cried bitterly; she, however, soon told him all that had. 
passed between her brother and herself, and related 
the whol~ of his plan, till she lost sight of him at 
eleven o'clock the night before . . Pierre was hurt, 
grieved, distressed. He told Amie that she had done 
wrong in not having informed him of Henri's plan; 
but he kissed her, as he added, you still love trittli, I 
observe, my dear child, and I rejoice at it. I will not 
reproach you farther; I see you have suffered enough, · 
without any additional cause for sorrow." Ninon sat, 
the image of despair, for some time after she heard 
of her son's flight; and Marget grieved for hours.­
Pierre feared for his wife's health, the shock was so 
great; but his alarms were quickly increased, a:11d 
turned to a new calamity. A terrified peasant had 
just rushed ,1into the village, with the intelligence ..... 
that a deta~'hment of French troops were on their way 
to J\fad1:id, and would come through Maro in the 
evening! it was now noon ;- all the inhabitants were 
instantly in c_onsternation ;-few could a_ct with the 
necessary firmness; many fled far away into the forest; 
-some set about burying the few val1;1ables they 
might possess, particularly their wine and bacon:­
others sat in stupid terror, awaiting the enemy; and 
no one but Pieue adopted any thing like a plan for the 
preservation of the lives and property of his dear 
family.- " Father ! father ! the cave ! Henri, dear 
kind,, thoughtful Henri's cave!" exclaimed Amie, as 
soon as the first shock of terror had subsided. "Aye, 
iny good girl, I should not have thought of it I really 
believe. Ninon ! dearest wife! think of our girls! 
think of our own safety, and the little savings of our 
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own industry ! rouse yourself, Ninon !" said Fiene, 
with a face of eager distress. "HE-should have been 
here to :fight!" exclaimed Ninon in reply, bursting into 
tears, the :first she had shed; in the few words she had 
just expressed, Henri's cruelty and ingratitude appeared 
to have struck her for· the :first time. It gave her spirit 
to resent his conduct ; hitherto she had been afflicted 
only. Not one of their neighb01us would listen to the 
plan of going with the Cleracs to their cave ; so they 
loaded themselves with their most useful and valuable 
things, as quickly as possible, and traced their way 
to the cavern, partly by the help of the juniper berries, 
which were not nearly all devoured; partly by Henri's 
notches ?n the trees, but chiefly by Amie's 1·ecollection 
of the path. While she and her mother with difficulty 
Temoved the upper stones, and pusped the things 
which they had brought, into the cave, Pierre returned 
home for more of the contents of their dwelling; and 
thus he continued to go backwards and forwards, 
till :w01·d was brought into the village that a party of 
soldiers were actually seen making their way through 
the forest. " Oh my wife and girls !" exclaimed the 
terrified man, as he threw down his load and hunied 
over the same road that he had travelled two or three 
times already: he had driven their cow into the forest, 
and had tethered her (that is, tied her so that she could 
not range away many yards from a tree,) neai- the cave. 

Just as Pierre arrived at the cavern, he caught 
' a view of glittering _bayonets among the distant 

branches. They were advancing rapidly.-" What 
shall I do," exclaimed he, " I have yet to climb to 

0 
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the entrance; they will see me; fire at me; kill me 

at the very feet of my wife and chilchen ; and their 

shrieks will expose them to the insults and brutality 

of the soldiery !· Heavenly father ! what shall I do?" 

added he fervently, and in bitter anguish. At that 

moment, his keen eye saw the body of men turn a 

. little aside into another rough path, when, like a 

squirrel, he instantly sp1·ang up the entrance stones, 

and came clattering down inside the cave, to the 

terror of its inmates. " Hush ! for your lives ! " said 

he in a loud whisper; and they drew near him in 

silence. " I-lark ! there ! do you hear nothing?" 

" Yes; the trampling of many feet!" replied Ninon, 

with alarm in he1· face. "Hush!"-" Again!,,_ 

" HALTE ! " cried a loud voice, giving the French 

word of command_ to stop. The hearts of the cavern­

family died within them, as they listened, and looked 

through the chinks of the sto~es, at the horde of 

armed men, which had halted close to their retreat. 

" I tell you, corporal, I saw him climb up this rock," 

said a voice. " Well, what then, captain," said a 

lieutenant," it was....,butone man, we can't get much from 

. him; besides, where can he be now? Suppose the 

poor wi·etch should have climbed the trees, it is a pity 

· to detain the whole party, while we hunt for, and cut 

one man to pieces ! "-" I do not wish to cut him to 

pieces," replied the captain, indignantly ; I want to 

obtain information respecting the nearest route to 

Madrid, and of the state of the army in this part. I 

think we have mistaken the way, too, we ought to 

have seen the little village of Maro, before noVi
7
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of sleeping under cover, at the village."-" I'm sure 
I have no objection to all you say, captain," returned 
the lieutenant, more humbly; but where is the man?" 
-" It does seem absurd to look for him, I own, replied 
the captain, we shall, perhaps, see some other strag-
gler; and yet here is a cow tied to a tree! some person 
is surely concealed near us ! well, we shall waste too 
much time : MARCH ! " shouted he ; and the whole of 
the traders in death moved on ! 

It would be impossible to describe the alarm which 
Ninon and Amie felt during this conversation ! They 
could hardly believe that they heard the trampling 
footsteps of the soldiers becoming fainter ori the 
hollow ground; but when Marget (who had climbed 
up the ragged side qf the cave, and cautiously looking 
out of the gap, found the green space quiet and clear,) 
exclaimed, " Dear mother, they are all gone, and the 
cow is safe, too;" Ninon and Amie rushed at once to 
the worthy Pierre, and sobbed out their thankfulness 
and happiness at his escape. After they had become 
more calm, Pierre proposed, in order to divert their 
thoughts from poring too much ovei· the dangers from 
which they had been hitherto spared, that they should 
explore the cavern. " Oh, we have looked a little 
about it, father, said Marget. I held the lamp, did1ft 
I, Amie? but we did not go far; oh, it is a dismal, 
dark, great frightful place; and I wish we were not 
obliged to stay in it!"-" Well, silly one, you can go 
out and sleep with the cow, if you prefer it ! " rnplied 
Pierre " No no father " returned Maro-et " it is 

• ' ' ' 0 ' 
e • dismal; but I had rather be here with you, my mother, 
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and Apiie, than in any other place."-" Come, wife," 

said Pierre, cheerfully, "let us try and make our dark 

home comfortable; suppose we all go farther into the 

cavern, and look for a more convenient spot; the per­

sons who once lived here, I dare ~ay, were fond of 

~omforts, and had them too; look, here is a fire-place; 

we will use it, to dress our supper in; I should think 

the smoke found its way out at an opening above, 

among the trees; so I suppose the robbers never 

lighted a fire but at night, for fear of being discovered 

by the smoke. Aye, here," continued Pierre, " are the 

sleeping-rooms, caves formed in the 1·ock."-" Here is 

a bedstead, too, · I declare ! " exclaimed Amie. " How 

decayed the wood is," said her mother; " the cavern 

must have been without inhabitants for a great 

numbe~· of years."-" Yes, it has," replied her hus­

band ; " for father Paulo once told me a long story of 

a terrible set of fellows who lived --. Hallo ! what 

was that which I struck my foot against? I thought I 

should have let the lamp fall!"-" Oh, dear, if you 

had, we should have been in the dark, in _this gloomy 

place, and we should have been obliged to grope our 

way back to the entrance, for the flint and steel," said 

little M? 1·get, getting close to her mother, and trem­

bling very much. Pierre bid her not be frightened, 

and then set the lamp carefully on the ground, that 

he might see what he had struck. "A large iron­

ring, and fixed tight in the ground, I declare ! I 

can't move it!" added he.-" What could it be fo1· ?" 

said Amie. " It is very stlange ! "-Ninon, help me; 

pull ; I see the shape of a square, in the ground ; I 

have loosened it a little; come, let us try again." 
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Ninon helped; and then Amie; but' they could do 
nothing with it: it seemed less firm; but appeared as 
if it was locked or bolted; it was: they saw a trap 
door, of thick timber, and it was let into the rocky 
ground ; for Pierre kneeled down, and traced the four 
sides of it. " Well," said he, " we must give up our 
search for an opening; suppose we bring our things 
into one of these sleeping rooms, and make our­
selves as happy as we can 1 Oh! here is yet another 
room! oh, ha! this is the captain's, I suppose! Look; 

, here is a door, only it has fallen off the hinges; we 
will set it up again ; it will help to keep out the 
draught of air, which makes the lamp flicker so, that 
I am afraid it will go out before we can get the fire 
lighted." They now all began to busy themsebes; 
and in a short time a blazing faggot threw its 
cheerful glare over the whole space near them; 
the girls smiled, as the light and heat increased; 
and they went merrily backwards and forwards to 
bring all their furniture and utensils from the entrance. 
"How hungry you must be, Pierre," said Ninon. 
" Yes, I am, and tired too ; we had better eat a hasty 
supper, and go to bed : thousands of our fellow-coun­
trymen are worse off than we are ; let us be grateful, 
my dear children, for the comfort and safety we have 
found in this ugly but useful cavern ! " Amie's eyes 
met her mother's at this moment; and each knew that 
1-Ienri was the subject of their thoughts. Piene saw 
it, too, and tried to turn their attention to other con­
cerns. " I shall go as soon as the sun is _up, to see 
how the poor creatures are, whom we left in the 
village for --'' At that moment a heavy firing 
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burst on theii· ears, and tenified the girls and their 

mother, very much. " Again ! how deep and hollow 

it sounds in this dreary place; but how dreadful it 

must be at Maro!" said Ninon. " Oh, if our poor 

neighbouxs were but with us, this vast place would 
hold them all !" 

It seems almost selfish and wicked for us to be sit­

ting here in security and comfort, while so many of 

our friends are in sorrow and in danger." Just then 

a loud shriek echoed through the cave, and made even · 

Pierre start up and turn pale. No one appeared able 

to speak, but sat staring at each other. A groan now 

reached them; it came from a long, dreary passage, 

opposite to that which led to the entrance. Pierre 

snatched up the lamp, and holding it high above him, 

walked quickly down the arched way, while the ter­

l'ified mother and her daughters crowded together, and 

watched his dark figure as the thin smoke and waving 

flame streamed over his head. The passage was so 

long, that the lamp looked like a little star, before 

they saw him set it down; the next moment he called 

out, " Ninon ! Amie ! make haste, bring some water, 

Ella Riha has fainted." They instantly jumped up, 

Ninon snatched a pitcher of water, Amie seized a flask 
of wine, and with Marget close behind them, they fled 

along the damp vault_ towards the light, where they 

found poor Ella Riba, the mother of Lopez, supported 
by Piene: she looked so pale, that little Marget 

thought she was dead, and began to cry. Ninon 
foun,J that the poor woman was much torn and 

sci-atched by trees and brambles; and Amie looking 
up, saw a large hole in the roof~ through which she 
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had fallen, as the boughs and leaves plainly shewed. 

She soon opened her eyes, after she had drank a little 

wine, and was not long before she knew and thanked 

them for their kindness. As soon as she was able to 

walk, Pierre and Ninon helped her along the passage, 

and placed a bed near the fire for her to rest on, for 

she was cold. She wept bitterly as she lay, and 

at last said, " My poor husband is dead, Ninon ! The 

news of the French soldiers being expected, was such 

a shock to him, that it seemed to break his heart." 

Here she sobbed loudly.-" You have for some time 

expected this sad misfortune, Ella," said Ninon, 

kindly;-" think how long he has been ill; you must 

not give way to so much grief ;-come, take a little 

more wine; it will warm you, and I hope you will 

soon be able to sleep." - "Ah, but Ninon, I was 

oblig·ed to leave my husband as soon as he was dead; 

Avia made me go, for he said I could do no good now, 

and that I should be cut to pieces by the soldiery, if I 

. taid; so we ran into the forest; b_ut I soon missed 

A via and his wife, and I wand_ered till it was dark ; 

then I heard the firing, so I climbed a tree for fear of 

being seen _by the soldiers ; and as I moved along a 

branch that was too weak, it broke, and I fell among 

some bushes, which also gave way, and let me through ' 

a great hole into this place." Piene begged the poor 

woman would try to sleep, and that she would not speak 

any more.-" Wife, you shall lie down too, and Ella 

won't then be tempted to talk. I rejoice that she is with 

us; but we could have waited till she had got a little 

strength, before she had told us her perilous adventtue." 

-" Good night, Ella! I hope you will tTy and sleep,' ' 
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said Amie, as she rolled a cloak round her sister and 
herself, and lay down near the fire. Ninon too wrapped 
a coverlid about her, and crept near Ella, to assist her 
if she should want any thing; while Pierre leaned 
quietly against the wall of the chimney. All the party 
but himself were soon asleep ; he could not close his 
eyes. Many subjects kept him wakeful; so to direct 
his thoughts, he resolved to go again to the iron ring, 
and examine it more carefully. He took a stout stick 
and the lamp with him, and gently passed through 
the sleeping group. Again he set down his light to 
examine the trap door; then he took out his knife, 
and with as little noise as possible, he scraped away 
the dirt from the square piece of wood, and all about 
the ring : a little notch in the middle at last caught 
his notice ; this he pushed with the knife handle ; but 
it had been so long unused, and exposed to the damp, 
that he could not stir it; then he poured a few drops 
of oil on it, in order to ease it; and at last with his 
stick he moved the spring back, and to his great joy 
found that the door could be lifted up ! Pierre cau­
tiously raised the heavy wood work, and found that it 
had a lock as well as spring bolt on it; but the damp 
had eaten through the iron parts of the lock, and 
spoiled it: the hinges also were nearly destroyed, and 
they grated so loudly, in spite of his caution, that the 
noise awoke Amie; she remained for a minute looking 
at her father in wonder, then gently disengaging her­
self from her sister and the cloak which had covered 
them, she got up and crept silently towards the dismal 
looking hole which her father had now quite unco­
vered: he was stooping w hold the lamp inside this 
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mysterious vault, that he might see if he could go 

down into it, to find what it contained, or where it led 

to, when Amie's clothes brushed against his hand! 

He was so startled, that he let the lamp fall, and they 

were both in the dark.-_ " Father !'' whispered Amie, 

" Father ! I did not mean to frighten you; I came 

quietly for fear of disturbing Ella and my mother :-I 

awoke, and saw you lifting that heavy door, so I thought 

I could help you. How sorry I am that the lamp is 

gone out. I will soon light it again though, ~or I 

know where the oil is, and there is a little fire left." 

So she felt about for the lamp, as her father replied, 

" Why really, Amie, I can't deny that you almost 

frightened, or rather startled me ;-take care you don't 

fall down the hole !-here is the oil, I brought it with 

me." They had soon a light again, and their curiosity 

was very great to explore this strange vault. Amie 

held the lamp, while her father went down some rough 

slimy steps.-" You may come too, Amie," said he,­

" give me the light." She looked a little pale, when 

she found herself in a small arched gloomy vault, with 

decayed chests, which she at first thought were coffins, 

all round; some had the lids off, others were lying 

sideways; and but one black mouldering box was 

whole, and had evidently not been opened when the 

others were emptied of their contents. Pierre easily 

forced off the decayed lid, and took out several bundles 

of papers, which were closely written, but much in­

jured by time and damp.-" Ah, what is here?" ex­

claimed he, as he drew up a heavy bag, tied at the top, 

that was rotted too; and as it crumbled in his hand, a 
03 
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shower of ducats and doubloons,*' a diamond cross, and 
costly rings, fell glittering at Amie's feet ! The father 
and daughter stood looking at each other, and at their 
treasure, for some minutes in silent astonishment. 
At last Pierre exclaimed," Many a heart shall rejoice 
at this ! l\iaro is, I fear, a heap of smoking ruins ; 
but when the French soldiers have left the country, 
it shall be buildecl up again. Here is enough to pay 
for the whole!" Amie looked with delight at her 
father's kind face, while he talked of making his fel­
low-creatures comfortable. "Come, my girl, pick up 
thy riches~ fox you too shall help us to do good with 
them." 

Finding nothing else in the vault, they put their 
money and the papers for greater safety, in one 
corner, covered with an old board, shut down the trap 
door, and returned to the fire, which Amie stirred; and 
then she sat down by her father; "for," said she, " I 
cannot sleep,., and I want you to tell me all you think 
about this treasuTe,-why it was put into the vaitlt, and 
whether we ought to keep it."- " All I think about this 
treasure, Amie? why, I think the vault was used by the 
banditti, as a secret and safe place to keep their riches 
in ; and I know that the whole gang was surprised, so 
that they left this cavern hastily-for father Paolo told 
me so ;-I suspect that in their hurry to carry off their 
treasures, they did not look into the box which we 
opened, because they knew that it contained only pa­
pers; and I suppose that the captain of the band put 
the bag of doubloons into it, as a little purse f9r him-

"' Spanish gold coins. 
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self, unknown , to his companions, and so forgot it. 

Why should we not keep this money, Amie? it has been 

here unclaimed by any person for 1nany years, and no 

one of the gang of robbers is alive to tell us the owner 

or owners of it, if they even were known to the villains; 

so you see there can be no scruple in our keeping it. 

But I am anxious to go to Maro, to see if I can per­

suade any of our neighbours to come and share our 

safe abode. It must be near day-light." Amie listen­

ed attentively to her father's account of the vault, and 

was glad to find they might keep the treasure without 

dishonesty. They went together to the mouth of the 

cave, and heard the birds singing, befoi-e they E:aw the 

grey dawn through the chinks of the lower stones; 

Pierre would not take down any of them, but climbed 

up, and crept out of the hole· at the top, which he had 

scrambled through in the evening. Amie wished much 

to go with him; but he told her it 1night be dangerous, 

if the French troops should be still in the neighbour­

hood; and promising to be with them as soon as JJossi­

ble, he begged her to remain with her mother. 

In a few hours he returned with sad intelligence! 

scarcely a house was left standing in the whole village! 

Their own was still burning, Riba's was a heap of black 

ruins. The troops had seized all the food and wine 

which they could find, had driven out the few villagers , 

who had been so foolish as to stay, and after sleeping 

a few hours in the empty houses, had set fire to them, 

and marched on towards Madrid by the light of the 

flame . Pierre met with but two of his neighbours, 

and these he wished to bring back with him; but they 

had lost theii- all, and had resolved to enlist in some 
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Spanish regiment, in order to assist in destroying the 
invaders. In a day or two, the inhabitants, who had 
hidden themselves in the forest, began to appear again 
in the little village; and Pieue's heart ached for 
the distress which the poor creatures felt when they 
wandeied about the desolate heaps of stones, which 
had once been their lowly, though comfortable, dwel­
lings: Pierre gave money to several of the distressed 
creatures, that they might buy provisions, &c. from the 
nearest town, which had not been visited and pillaged 
by the French; many wondered where Pierre had ob­
tained the money; but no one asked him, neither did 
he think it necessary to tell them. 

One day, as he stood talking with a neighbour about 
building µp ,his own cottage, an old man on a 
mule passed slowly by him; but Lugo Mota-for it 
was the kind hearted muleteer-knew his friend direct­
ly; and was off his mule in an instant.-" My good 
friend Pierre! Pierre Clerac ! what don't you know 
me? not remember old L~go Mota? but I was not old 
then!"-" Ah my worthy fellow! I little expected to 
see you here; I am truly glad to see you though! 
Have troubles driven you away from your native town?" 
-"No! but where's your wife? I have something to 

tell you both; but I won't let you know it unless the 
pretty Ninon is with you!"-" Then, old friend, you 
must leave this dreary spot, and come with me to my 
cave."-" Your what?"-" my cavern, to be sure ! what 
did you not know that I live under ground? you did 
not expect to :find me a captain of banditti, did you? " 
said Pierre, trying to look gtave. For an instant old 
Lugo was startled; till he saw a lurking smile on his 
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friend's face. "Pray," said the muleteer, suddenly, 

" can you tell me if a man and his wife, named Riba, 

are alive, and near the village which those invaders 

have destroyed?"-" Old Lopez is dead, but Ella, 

his wife, is now in the cavern with Ninon."-I!ldeed ! 

poor thing! I have news for her too." Pierre wonder­

ed ~ hat the good,Mota could have to inform them of, 

but he waited till they arrived at the curious place 

which was now his home; and having told his wife 

that he had brought an old friend, she came to welcome 

him. As soon as Lugo had seen the girls, he said, "Is 

this all your family?" Ninon's eyes filled with tears, 

and Pierre looked distressed; so Ella Riba said, "no 

friend, they have a son-and so have I too-and they 

are both gone together to enlist for soldiers."-" Oh, 

if I did but know, if I could but hear, any tidings of 

my poor, dear, noble Henri, I should be so happy!" 

exclaimed Ninon, suddenly. " What! if he were 

wounded?" said Lugo, bluntly. "Yes, I want cer­

tain intelligence of him; this dreadful uncertainty 

is too terrible ! "-" If you are sure you can bear to 

hear that he is wounded ; and your son Lopez, too," 

added he, turning to Ella, " I can tell you something 

of him-of them both." They listened eagerly, while 

he related all that had happened to the two boys, 

kindly omitting the wicked conduct ·of Lopez. 

While Lugo was speaking, Amie and Marget got 

nearer and nearer to him, and he found, when he had 

finished his narrative, that one of his hands was 

fast locked in Amie's, while little Marget had climbed 

his knees, and sat looking keenly into his face. "Bless 

the dear children ! " said he, at last, " they would 
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a:mply reward one~ with those looks, if one had done 
a dangerous and noble deed: why, my dear," said 
he, patting .Axnie's face, I have only taken an old 

favorite pleasant journey, and you look at me as if I 
deserved to be worshipped!"-" Next to Heaven, you 
are our best friend, Lugo," said Pierre, seizing the old 
man's hand, and shaking it cordiaHy, "can you then 

· wondeT that we all feel grateful to you? " Ninon and 
Ella, of course, were not backward in their thanks, and 
the good Lugo was fully engaged for the next half hour 
in answering the questions which they asked him inces­
santly. In a day or two, Pierre had provided mules for 
the whole, party; and they all set off, with Lugo for 
their guide, to g·o and, see the wounded boys, and the 
kind Bertha. That part of the country through which 
they travelled, had not been ravaged by the invading ar­
my, so that their journey was safe and pleasant; and 
they arrived at the village on the evening ofthethirdday. 

"Bertha! my old darling! here I am again, you 
see ! " said Lugo, as he cantered up to the door of his 
house, where she was sitting busily at work,-"_ Oh my 
dear Lugo ! you seem to have been away a month ! 
Who are these," continued she " coming after you?"­
" Can't you guess? yes, it is Pierre and his family, and 
the mother of Lopez." The worthy couple bustled 
about, and their guests we1·e soon comfortably lodged. 
Ninon was too anxious about her son, to take any rest 
or 1·efreshment till she had seen him; so Lugo went 
with her and Ella to the hospital; Pierre and the girls 
remained with Bertha; for he could not tell that the 1 

surgeon would allow so many persons to see the patients 

at one time. 
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lYionsieur le Bon, the humane surgeon, had become 

very much attached to Henri, in consequence of having 

overhea1·d a conversation between him and Lopez, in 

which they both appeared distressed and repentant; 

and Henri in particular, shewed so noble and kind a 

disposition, that one day the doctor went to their 

bedside, _and sitting down, told Henri to let him 

know their history. So the weakened and wi·etched 

boy, told his new friend all the events of his sho1t 

life, talked of his kind parents and his home, of 

· his sisters, and the joyous way in which he had 

lived at Maro, till his voice was quite chokecl, and 

he sobbed as if his heart would break. The eyes 

of the good surgeon glistened, as he glanced them at 

the two sorrowful youths-for the high spirit of Lopez 

was now subdued; and he bade fair to be a better lad. 

"Come, come, my boys, you must not grieve; you will, 

I hope, see your parents ag·ain ; your wounds are going 

on well, and you will soon be on the road home if you 

do not 1·etard (that is keep back), by fretting, the cure 

of your limbs. " Oh Sir !" said Henri, as soon as he 

could speak, " you are very good to us, but if you knew 

my father, and heard his reasons for not wishing me 

to be a soldier: if you had seen my mother's looks, 

whenever the subject was talked of; and if you had 

seen what a home and kind friends I left, only to 

, please myself, you would not treat me so kindly !-

1 {ow, if ever I should go back, I shall be a lame and 

useiess fellow in the family ; and shall continually re,. 

mind my parents, that I have been a selfish disobedient 

son to then1 !"-" Oh !" exclaimed Lopez, " I am the 

only one to blame ! If I had not t azecl and laug·hed 
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at him, and dared him to it, he would have been at 
Maro now !"-" Well, well," said Monsieur le Bon, 
rising, "I find you are both in the wrong,-and I see 
that you both suffer for it, in mind and body. It is a 
severe punishment, and will be a useful lesson. If toe 
first fault which a youth commits, were always attend­
ed with painful results, we should have fewer wicked 
men in the world. But I must go," continued he, 
~' and !"wish I had the power to assist you in any other 
way than attending to the cure of your wounds." He 
left the room, and as he went down stairs he met Lugo. 
'"' Sir! Pray, sir, how are the two young lads whom 
you allowed me to see some days ago?" said the , old 
man. "Aye, true, I remember, you know something 
of them. I am just come from them ; that-Hend 
think is ·his name, is a worthy boy. I am a good de~ 
interested about him; I wish I could send him horn\.; 
safe to his parents: I should be glad if they knew ho~ 
bitterly he repents having left them. I want to est 
trive"-" The . blessed Virgin -reward your goodne&}~r , 
intenuptedLugo, who stood twisting his hat, biting , .is 
lips, and longing to speak. " Oh how pleased :-1:iis 
mother will be to hear such a character of him; she's 
in the next room, sir, with the mother of the other lad. 
I brought them to ask you if they may see their sons." 
"How's that? I thought the boy told me they lived at 
Maro; above a hundred miles from this place."-"lt's all 
true, sir; I went to Maro for them; found the villag', a 

heap of ashes; the whole family hid in a cave; the­
in short, sir, here is poor Ninon Clerac," opening the 
door. " My brother Le Bon !" exclaimed she.­
" Ninon, dear Ninon ! 1s it indeed you ? and is that 
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, 

at noble little fellow up stairs my own nephew. Oh how. 

n, r~joiced I am to tell you that he is out of all danger!" 

"He will be lame though, brother, always lame!"-

a " Well, well, what of that! yon don't deserve to 

e be the mother of such a little hero, if you care 

~- about such a trifle! It will be the means of keeping 

ea him always out of the army, though: I can tell you 

that for your comfort. You should have seen him 

er ever since the :first day, with what :firmness he has 

e borne the painful operation of dressing and examining 

o. his wound! but where is Pierre ?-I'll go up to Henri, 

m and prepare him to see you.-Where's the old man, 

and the mother of the other lad? [They had gone to 

Lopez.] Bless me ! I am in a greater bustle and flutter 

than when I had :five and twenty wounded fellows 

brought in for me to attend to !" Poor Ninon smiled, 

.she hastily left the room; but her anxiety to see her 

wounded repe~tant boy, was so great, that she could 

.r ('\t wait till her brother returned: she opened the 

T, stole softly up stairs, and stopped at a door which 

Ji sh found half open, through which she heard sounds 

of ,t;rief,-she looked in; it was Lopez sobbing on his 

mother's shoulder, who kneeled on the ground by his 

bed. Lugo was wiping his eyes with the corner of his 

•
11 cloak; and Le Bon was stooping over the next bed, 

al and whispering to ·some person in it. Ninon guessed 

J it was her darling boy, but she could se~ no one; he 

{ had covered his face with the bed clothes, and wonldnot 

be comforted : she drew close, and heard her brother say, 

" I tell you, Henri, she will forgive you-I have seen 

her." " Oh, no! never! never! they will not, cannot 

forgive me ! they ought not !-My _father said I should 
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party 
nevol 

break her heart; and yet I left my dear kind mother.'" 
" But ·you have not broken my hea1t, my poor penitent 
boy," said the soft voice of his mother, on his rough 
pillow; you have punished yourself; no punishment 
that I eould inflict, ·would equal that which you now · prefe 
suffer! Look up, Henri, I am waiting to tell you that 
I firmly believe this your first fault will be your last:'. 
she drew the clothes down gently, and kissed the pale 
thin cheek of her so lately blooming Henri. The poor 
boy flung his arms round her neck, and whispered, 
" This is too much ! oh if I could die now !" Le Bon 
saw the increasing whiteness of his face, - and hastily 
laid him down, telling his mother that she and Ell~ · 
had better leave the room; " he will be better pre­
sently; but in his present weak state the stuprise has 
been too much for him." He had fainted; his mother 
would fain have staid, but she knew that his uncle 
was the best judge; so she went down stairs wit~ 
Ella and Lugo, who immediately bustled off to tell 
the news of Le Bon, and to bring Pierre to the 
surgeon's house. The next day Henri was well 
enough to see the whole of his family and friends. 
His father took Amie and Marget to the bed-side of 
the sufferer, and the faces of the girls shewed how 
keenly they felt for his sorrows and his wounds. 
Amie after this seldom left her brother for a 
minute; and when he could quit his bed, she was al­
ways at hand, with the little Marget, to assist him, to 
talk to him, to amuse him, and to sympathise with him. 

erery 
wortli 

The cavern treasure (part of which Pierre had 
brought with him,) was of use in procuring comforts 
for the boy, as well as accommodations for the whole 
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r.'' party ; the other wounded sufferers shared in the be­

en! nevolent man's attentions; and for the next six weeks 

gh every thing went on pleasantly at the village. The 

nt worthy surgeon one day told Henri, that if he still 

preferred the army, he should become one of his 

assistants ; adding, " You will not be a soldier, it is 

true; but you will have constant opportunities of 

e seeing the kind of courage you so much admire; you 

ir will also be of great use, in assisting me, because you 

are cool, humane, and courageous; so ask your father, 

and see what he says to it."-" I should above all 

things like the life you offer me, my dear uncle ; but I 

have now learned to eonsider others as well as myself; 

a.nd as my father dislikes the profession, I w-ill not 

even think of it." His uncle shook his hand warmly, 

and went to seek Pierre, in order to talk to hill?- on the 

e su~ject. " Oh, my dear Le Bon," said he in answer 

h to the observation of the surgeon, " Henri quite mis­

]! ~akes me; or 'rather, he is too young to judge of different 

circumstances. An army surgeon, I as much applaud 

and honour, as I dislike the fighting trade of the 

~. mere hireling ; the one does good to his fell~nv­

creatures; seeking to heal the wounds which the 

dealer in blood is ever striving to make : the other--, 

bnt why need I say more? Yes; let him go with you! 

I re;joice that such _a prospect Hes ~efore him." Thus 

then it was settled, that on Henri's perfect recovery 

he was to go to his uncle, who was now obliged to 

join the army in a distant part. 

In the mean time, the boys were so far recovered as 

to be able to sit a mule ; but Lugo and Bertha abso­

lutely refused to let any of the party leave them 
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till the following year, excepting Pierre, who was to · 

go to Maro, and give directions about 'b:iiilding a 
cottage for his own family ; also, one for Ella and 
Lopez; and. to assist those of his neighbours wh<? 
wished to rebuild and remain at Maro; so, soon after­
wards Pierre left them. Le Bon Beauvais, the bro­
ther of _;Ninon, who was, however, called by his first 
name only, soon wrote to his sister to say Henri might 
come to him at Madrid, when he was quite able to 
travel! and with much regret, on all sides, he went. 
Lopez, who had less courage and less activity, was 
sickened of warfare, and (if he had been able,) would 
not have gone with his friend. The year being ex­
pired, our little party, once more, guided by Lugo, 
and accompanied by· Bertha, travelled across the 
country to Maro, where they found two pretty cottages 
builded 1·eady for them; and where they persuaded 
Lugo and Bertha to 1·emain. 

Lopez, the once wicked Lopez, became all that his 
own mother, and the mother of the good pretty A111ie, 
could desire ; so that, in a few years, the two families 
were still more closely united, by the marriage of the 
childi·en. Henri now become nearly as clever a man 
in his profession as his uncle; attended his sister's 
wedding; and peace being soon after restored, he 
settled in the nearest city to the village of Maro, and 
became an eminent surgeon. The cavern in the forest was 
often visited by him, with Amie and Lopez; and the very 
spot was pointed out to his sister, where he and her hus­
band decided on their selfish act of DISOBEDIENCE. 

FINIS. 
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