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CHAPTER I. 

THE APPLE-ORCHARD. 

Lirris Krrry Brown had an uncle and 

aunt, named Mr. and Mrs. Carpenter, who 

lived in the city. 

One spring, her uncle Carpenter found 

that his business made it necessary for 

him to go to Europe, and her aunt thought 

she should like to take a house in some 

pleasant country-place for the summer. 

Charles and Sarah, the two eldestchil- 

dren, were eager to go and live -with 

aunt Brown, aunt Nancy Russell, and 

cousin Kitty. Bess, the baby, was ready . 

to go anywhere, no matter where, pro-
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vided she went in the cars and had her 

new hat.on. As Kitty’s place of resi- 

dence was not far from the city, uncle 

Carpenter thought they had better ride 

up some day and look about them; and 

they did accordingly. 

Kitty was delighted to see her city 

cousins. She took them out into the barn 

to show them the calf, with the white 

star on his forehead, and one white stock- 

ing on, as they said. When they had pat- 

ted him to their hearts’ content, she led 

them across the barn-yard to the poultry- 

yard, to exhibit the little chickens; and 

first of all, she brought them back to the 

wood-shed, to show them her greatest 

treasure, which was there. 

“What have you under these old 

steps?” asked cousin Charles. 

“Just stoop’ down and look for your- 

self,” said Kitty,—so elated she could 

scarcely keep still. “Look, Sarah— 

quick! Look!” 

Sarah looked and clapped her hands.
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There were four beautiful gray kittens, — 

half Maltese! The old mother walked 

around, purring loudly and proudly, 

and pawing gracefully with her black 

feet. ) 
“T must have one to carry home,” said 

Charles. “Kitty, you will give me one, 

will you not?” 
“No, Charley,” said Sarah, “I ought 

to have the kitten. You are to have a 

dog.” 
“¢ Nonsense!” said Charles, “that will 

make just no difference at all. I want a 

kitten so much the more. I shall take 

better care of it than you will.” 

Sarah disputed this point. Kitty stood 

by, half-wondering why city cousins should 

quarrel. She did not know exactly how 

to arrange the business. At length she 

concluded that she would give to each a 

kitten, (though it would take away half 

of her number,) and she told them so. 

They were delighted, and their disputing 

ceased.



8 KITTY BROWN AND 

Just after this amicable arrange- 

ment the dinner-bell rang, and the chil- 

dren went in, quite happy. Kitty was 

happy, because she had been generous; 

and yet when she thought of parting with 

her favourites, she could not help feeling 

sorry, for she loved them very much. 

Her mother and aunt Nancy were both 

too busy to notice the shade which, once in 

a while, came over little Kitty's face,—as 

they were discussing the merits of several 

different houses, which were to be let. 

After dinner, they wished to go’and look 

at these houses. There seemed to be 

some objection to most of them. 

“We have not been into the one around 

the corner, yet,” said uncle Carpenter. 

“No, let us go there before we decide,” 

said aunt Carpenter. 
The children went on and crossed the 

common, running in the path under some 

beautiful elms. They could hardly see 

the blue sky at all when they looked up, 

so thick were the green leaves on the
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arching branches. When they reached 

Rosa Day’s house, they turned the corner, 

and walked down another pleasant street. 

Soon they came to a pretty white house. » 

The gate stood open, and they entered a 

small yard, On each side of the path 

was a flower-bed filled with tulips and 

blue columbine. | 

“This front yard is too small,” said 

uncle Carpenter, as he put the key into 

the door. “There is not room enough 

here for the children to play.” 

“< Jus@Mlook outside of the gate,” said 

aunt Nancy,—and uncle Carpenter 

looked where she pointed. Over the 

way, on a green knoll, stood one magni- 
ficent elm-tree—all alone, for it needed 

no help in shading a wide space. Its 

huge upright trunk bore aregular pyramid 

of bending boughs, each in itself a tree. 

“Indeed,” said uncle Carpenter, “it 

seems to me, that is the finest tree I ever 

saw in my life.” 

“T think I never saw one to surpass
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it,” said Kitty’s mother. “Your children 

can play all day in its shade.” 

“Still, the yard is too small,” said 

uncle Carpenter. “It would not answer 

to let Bess play out there. She would 

be run over.” 

Aunt Nancy laughed at this remark. 

“Ido not suppose,” said she, “ that two 

teams would pass here in a day.” 

They entered the house now, and found 

it, though small, yet neat and convenient, 

just the thing for their purpose, all but 

(as uncle Carpenter said) “ties yard. 

He should not feel very easy" to trust 

Bess without an enélosure.” ©" | 

«“ See here, fathér,” said:Charles. “ I’ve 

found another yard ; here's" gate. This | | 

belongs to the house, I kno Ns. A 

Charley had found his 4 ay into the 

orchard, and the family followed him. It 

was a very pretty orchard. Some old 

trees there were, and many young ones, 

and all were thriving. The leaves of the 

apple-blossoms, in some places, covered
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the grass like snow; and the later trees, 

still in full bloom, were one beautiful 

mass of flowers, some of silver-white and 

-gome of rose-pink. The balmy air was 

scented with their sweet perfume, and the 

busy bees flew over them, heavily laden 

with their honey. 

Aunt Nancy broke off a branch of blos- 

soms, and, calling the children to her, she 

explained to them how and where the 

little apple was found. That, when the 

sunshine falls on it, every day, and all 

day long#it grows larger and larger, and 

redder and redder, until it is as rosy as 

Kitty's cheeks; how God takes care of 

- it, and never forgets it, and how certain 

it is that he will bring it to its mpe 

Pa cbeauty. 2 ; 

“We may safely leave them all there 

on the tree,” said she. “God will make 

them grow better than we can: 

Charles and Sarah looked up, but were 

silent. They never knew before how very 

small the apple was to begin with, nor



12 KITTY BROWN AND 

how much sunshine and rain and dew 
it needed for its ripening. They became 
all at once very much interested in the 
little green fruit, covered as it now was 

with a soft down. They each felt as if 
they should take a great deal of pleasure 

in watching it through the summer. 
Aunt Nancy had associated it in their 
minds with God and pleasant thoughts 
of him. To Kitty, however, who had 
always lived in the country, this was an 
old story. 

The party now slowly returned to the 
house. When they reached the gate, 

they stopped to take one more look at 

the apple-orchard, and every eye ex- 

pressed pleasure. 
“ God has made every thing beautiful in 

his time,” said aunt Nancy. — . 

Kitty looked up and smiled. She knew 
that verse. | 

“There is room enough here for Bess 

to play,” said aunt Carpenter. 
“Yes,” said Bess’s father, “she will be
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safe here. This is a fine orchard, and 

the fences are all in good order, I see.” 

Thus the orchard settled the question, 

and the house was taken. Charles and 

Sarah were pleased, for they seemed 

to have made friends with the young 

apples, which were to grow with them 

through all the long summer days. 
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CHAPTER II. 

THE HONEYSUCKLE. 

Uncie CARPENTER sailed for Europe 

early in the ensuing week, and aunt Car- 

penter, with her children and servants, 

came up into the new country-house with 

the apple-orchard back of it. 

She went to work very energetically 

to settle down, so that when the Sabbath 

dawned upon them, they were quite in 

order. 
This first Sabbath was a most delightful 

one. When Sarah opened her eyes, she 

and her little trundle-bed seemed to be in a 

perfect sea of sunshine. The birds among 

the apple-trees were singing away as if 

they had set out to see who could sing 
the loudest, and little bells chimed in 

musically, as they tinkled on the cows, 

which were going by to green pastures.
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There was no more sleeping for our city 

friends, so they arose and dressed, and 

were down before the dew had thought 

of stirring. 

Charles and Sarah sat on the front 

steps. They were enjoying the morning, 

and did not feel disposed to play, for every 

thing about them seemed to say, “ It is 

the Sabbath-day.” “It is the Sabbath- 

day.” Presently they heard their mo- 

ther’s voice. She was in the nursery, 

dressing Bess, and was singing to her. 

She was singing this hymn. 

‘‘ Lord, in the morning thou shalt hear 

My voice ascending high ; 

To thee will I direct my prayer, 

To thee lift wp mine eye :— 

Up to the hills where Christ is gone 

To plead for all his saints,”— 

Here she was interrupted by the break- 

fast bell. Charles was glad to hear it, 

for he was always ready for his breakfast, 

but Sarah wished the verse had been 

finished. She wished to know more  
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about what “Christ was doing,” and she 

looked away to the blue mountains im the 

distance, and wondered if it was over 

those hills he had gone. 

After breakfast and prayers, aunt Car- 

penter told the children they might sit 

on the front steps and study a hymn, 

until Kitty came for them to go to Sun- 

day-school. 
“ Mother,” said Sarah, “mayn’t we 

learn that one about, ‘Up to the hills, 

which you were singing to Bess ?” 

Her mother found it, gave to each a 

book, and told them they might learn 

just as much as they could remember 

perfectly. They began to study hard, 

but Charley soon made so much whisper- 

ing and noise over it, that it quite put 

Sarah out. 
“Do, Charles, learn softly,” said she. 

“T have to keep beginning over again.” 

“You need not,” said Charles, “if you 

will only do as I do. See me, now.” 
He emphasized and gesticulated every
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word—one might have thought he was 
playing at “preaching.” 

“O dear, I cannot do any thing when 
you study so,” said Sarah. 

She rose, took her book, went partly 
up-stairs,,and sat down on the broad 
step. Now she could study without 
interruption, but now the blue mountains 
and the apple-blossoms were out of sight, 
and the hymn did not interest her quite 
as much as it had done. She began to 
watch some flies which were buzzing 
around her, and she was very glad, when, 
hearing the gate open, she looked up and 
saw Kitty Brown and Rosa Day. She 
knew then that it was time for them to 
go to Sunday-school. 

Sarah ran and put on her white dimity 
sack, and her bonnet, with straw-coloured 
ribbons; and Charles put on his best cap, 
the one with a tassel, and in a minute or 
two they were quite ready. They left - 
their hymn-books dropped just where they 
had been used last; for one thing in the | es
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mind, the other out, was generally the. 

way with Kitty’s city cousins. 

‘Let me walk with you ; may I, Rosa?” 

said Sarah. 
: 

“Yes,” said Rosa; “T will shade you 

with my parasol.” 

Kitty said nothing, but she felt much. 

It was her place by Rosa Day, and she 

did not like very well to give it up; but. 

she remembered this was Sarah’s first 

Sunday in the country, and that she was: 

* a stranger, and, for a little girl, she made 

a very hearty effort to be generous. She 

fell back and walked by Charley, and 

was pleasant about it. | 

When the children were fairly out 

from the great shadow of that old elm, 

they had come to the corner. Here they 

must turn and walk up to the school-room. — 

This street was filled with Sunday-school 

children. The little girls were dressed 

mostly in white frocks and wore blue 

sashes, and many of the boys had flowers 

in the button-holes of their jackets : some 
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had roses, and some pinks. Frank Hast- 

ings, who walked just before Rosa Day, 

had in his hand a large bunch of the 

wild-columbine, or, as the children call 

it, red honeysuckle. Charles and Sarah 

had never seen this flower, and Charles 

was particularly attracted by it. 

“ What is it, Kitty ?” said he. - 

«“ Honeysuckle,” said Kitty. “Tt grows 

wild. ‘There is plenty of it in the field, 

back of our house. It grows on the rocks, 

and you can get some to-morrow.” 

- «So L will,” said Charles. “Ill geta 

plenty, but I want some now, too. Is not 

that Frank Hastings?” ' 

“« Yes,” said Kitty. 

“Frank !” said Charles stepping up to 

him, “give me some of your flowers, will 

you? I never saw any like them before.” 

“Yes,” said Frank, eood-naturedly, 

“you shall have half.” 

Rosa looked up and smiled. “ Frank,” 

said she, “you have given him the lion’s 

share.” 

J



20 KITTY BROWN AND 

Frank knew that she meant he had 

given away the largest half, and had done 

well, and her smile fell on his heart like 

sunshine. He looked around pleased, and 

his pleasure went rippling all over Kitty’s 

face. And so it turned out, as it generally 

did, that the children who walked by 

Rosa Day were happy. 

The bell now began to ring. It was 

not a very musical bell, and yet the 

children loved to hear it on those pleasant 

Sabbath mornings. Most of them en- 

joyed their Sunday-school, and those who 

enjoyed it most were always those who 

had good lessons to repeat. Now the bell 

tolled, and the scholars must be in their 

seats. There was hurrying here, and 

hurrying there—the last stroke died 

away—there was moment of silence— 

and then the superintendent rose and 

offered a prayer. Though the windows 

were open, no noise was heard to disturb 

the voice of prayer. True, the birds 

sang, but they sang softly, and the sum- 
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mer breezes stole in and played with the 

little girls’ ribbons and curls, but on 

too, came and went softly. 

Rosa Day bowed her head and felt: 

that she was in the presence of a great 

and good God. She loved him with her 

whole heart. She had so much to praise’ 

him for, words could not express her feel- 
ings. Tears came into her eyes and 

stood upon her cheeks; for tears will some- 

times speak when language fails. Kitty, 

too, drew near to God, for though she 

» could not see him, yet she felt that he 
. was everywhere, and that he was Love. 

Sarah listened a little, and received some 

good; but Charles, during the whole 
prayer-time, was busy with his honey- 
suckles. Had it not been for the chil- 
dren’s sitting down, he would never have 
known when the prayer was concluded. 

It is wrong for children to play in pray- 
er-time. If they do it, it very often hap- 
pens that they are left to do many more 
wrong things. It was so this day with 
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Cousin Charles.. He soon found out that 

at the bottom of the honeysuckle was a 

drop of honey ; so he went, like a bee, from 

one flower to another, sucking out the 

sweet drop. He paid no attention at all 

to what his teacher was saying; he did 

not hear the boys recite; he was wholly 

absorbed in his flowers. While he was 

eating, he felt, all at once, a sharp, sting- 

ing sensation on his tongue. He took 

the flower out of his mouth hastily and 

looked at it. In one of the little cells 

was a large black ant, which he had bit- 

ten quite in two. Charles was not at all 

pleased with this mistake, for his tongue — 

smarted for some time; so he gave up 

“sucking honey,” and went to arranging 

the flowers which he had left. 

The school was closed, for the bell was 

now ringing for public worship, and the 

children, forming a procession, walked 

quietly to church. 

Charles had begun the.day wrong, and 

+t was difficult for him to do right. He  
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had not listened to teaching, and he would 
not listen to preaching. The -morning 
service seemed long, and he was glad 
when it was over. 

He walked back to the corner with 
Kitty and Rosa Day, and he could not 
but be conscious that, somehow or other, 
they were happier than he was. He had A 
but little to say to Sarah when they ‘ 
were left alone together. 

- He fretted some time about his honey- 
suckles, because they had wilted so soon. 
“He had a great mind,” he said, “to 

_ throw them away.” However, he did not, 
_ but carried them in to his mother. + She, 
_ after putting them in water, inquired what 

he heard at Sunday-school, and where his 
next lesson was? Charles did not know 
any thing about it, and aunt Carpenter 
soon found that he had played all the 
morning, and had not tried to do rightly. 

“Charley,” said she, “I am sorry for 
) this. You have lost a beautiful Sabbath 

morning, for I know very well, with your  
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heart out of tune, you could find no en- 

joyment in it.” 

Charles looked out of the window, and 

made noreply. Sarah stood by listening. 

“You remember,” said aunt Carpenter, 

«do you not, what your hymn says— 

‘A Sabbath well spent ?’” 

“J know it, mother,” said Sarah, “let 

me say it.” 

Sarah half said and half sung the fol- 

lowing : 
‘¢ A Sabbath well spent 

Brings a week of content, 

And strength for the toils of the morrow; 

* But a Sabbath profaned, 

Whatsoever be gained, 

Is a certain forerunner of sorrow.” 

Charles did not feel like talking. He 

began to pull his wilted honeysuckles from 

the vase, where his mother had put them, 

and to throw them out of the window. 

« What do you do so for?” said Sarah. 

“Because they are good for nothing 

now,” said Charles. 
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“That is very true,” said aunt Car- 
penter; “and though by the looks of your 
bouquet, I see you have been sucking 
honey all the morning, yet I am afraid 
you have not, like the bee, 

‘ Improved each shining hour.’” 

Charles smiled a little, for he knew he 
had not. 

“What say the last two ~ of that 
hymn, Charley ?” 

“That I may give, for every day, 
Some good account at last.” 

“Yes,” said aunt Carpenter, “ we ought 
to think of this every day, but we ought 
to think of it a great deal on the Sabbath- 
day. We have only one Sabbath a week, 
and we must make the most of it.” 

“ How still it is here in the country! 
Isn’t it, mother?” said Sarah. 

“Yes, delightfully still,” said her mo- 
ther. “Such a day as this should do us 
good, both soul and body.” 

3
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CHAPTER III. 

LITTLE CHIPPY. 

Aunt Carpenter, and the children 

were at breakfast one morning. The 

dining-room door and the front entry- 

door were both open. Charles had taken | 

his father’s seat at the table, for two- 

reasons: first, he thought it belonged | 

to him; and second, he liked to look out) 

of doors while he was eating. Suddenly, | 

he called Sarah’s attention. 4 

“Look! look! quick! There is a bird 

in the entry.” 
Sarah looked up and saw a little chip- 

ping sparrow hopping in. It came cau- | 

tiously—hopping in, and then hopping - 

out again. . 

“Do, mother,” said Sarah, “do let me 

feed it. Mayn’t I give it some bread- 

crumbs ?” 
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“Yes, only go softly—don’t frighten 

it,” said her mother. 

Sarah crept along on tip-toe, screen- 

ing herself as well as she could behind the 

stairs. She threw out the crumbs, almost 

to the door. Charles held his breath, 

and Bess looked on with her large, earnest, 

blue eyes, wondering what would come 
of it. Chippy hopped upon the steps, 

stopped, turned his litle brown head, and 
seemed to be considering the matter. The 

children were as quiet “as a mouse on a 

cat’s back.” Chippy reckoned he might 
venture. He hopped back, picked up a 

- good crumb, and, with it in his bill, away 

he flew, up into the cherry-tree. Charles 
clapped his hands; Sarah jumped up and 

- down; and as for Bess, she did both at once. 

Aunt Carpenter laughed, and Dolly, 
the nurse, stood by as much pleased as 

_ the rest. 
“ Now, mother,” said Sarah, “I mean 

to feed that little bird every TROTRINY, 
— mayn’t 1?” '
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“Yes,” said her mother, “if it comes 

here.” 
. «J think he will come, mother,” said 

Sarah, “because he had such a good 

breakfast of it this time.” 

«“ Of course he will come,” said Charles. 

« Don’t you remember my doves !” 

“No,” said Sarah, “1 do not remem- 

ber. What of them %” 

“Yes, you do remember, too,” said 

Charles. 
“No, my son,” said his mother, “ it 

was when Sarah was quite a baby, that 

you fed the doves.” 

“Tell me about it, will you mother?” 

Charles remained to listen. He was | 

very willing to hear the story, but he did 

not feel like taking the trouble to tell it 

to his sister. This was being selfish. 

Charles will have a great deal to do be- 

fore he will become a generous boy. 

“ When Charles was about as large as 

Bess,” said his mother, “he was standing 

at the parlour-window one day, and he 
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saw some doves fly down into the yard. 

They were pretty creatures, with purple 

and gold necks. They hopped about on 

the bricks, but seemed to find nothing 

there which they could eat. 

_ «Would Charley like to give them 

some breakfast? said I. 

“He was delighted with the idea, 

so I opened the window softly, and let 

him throw out some bread. The doves 

flew away at first, but they soon came 

back and picked them all up. Then he 

put some more on the window-sill, and 

pretty soon one, and then two, and then 

three ventured to eat them. They turned 

around their heads, and looked at us with 

their bright eyes, and each seemed to say, 

‘I thank you, and then they flew away. 

The next morning Charles remembered 

and saved a part of his breakfast, and he 

put it on the sill, and by-and-by there 

came the three doves again: so 1 named 

them. One I called Gold-ring, and one I 

called Stlver-ring, and one I called Snow-
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drop, bécause it was so white. After this 
Charles fed them every morning, all win- 

ter, and he thought they knew him. I 

do not know but they did, for they would — 
almost eat out of his hand.” 

“OQ mother,” said Sarah, “Iwish Ihada | 
Gold-ring and Silver-ring and Snow-drop.” — 

“You shall have Chippy,” said her — 
mother, “and as many more little birds — 
as you can feed. You may throw out © 
crumbs to them every day. I like to have 
you kind to the birds. God is kind to 
them. He does not forget the ‘ young 
ravens when they cry;’ nor the sparrows, 
though they are so little and he is so 
great. He never forgets them—they are 
fed every day.” 

“Yes, mother,” said Sarah, “I will 
feed my bird every day. I like to be in 
the country mother, because’— 

Sarah hesitated. “Because what?” 
said her mother. 

“Because,” said Sarah, colouring alittle, 
“because I can do something like God.”
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Aunt Carpenter smiled at this, but sh 

stroked her daughter’s hair and seemed 

pleased with the feeling. Charles, now 

the dove-story was over, left the table, 

went out into the orchard, and sat: down 

under: one of the trees. A little green 

apple fell at his feet. He picked it up, 

and it brought to mind what his aunt 

Nancy had said about them. She had 

told them that God would take care of 

the apples and make them grow—and 

Charles saw that they had grown, and 

somehow it seemed to him that go where 

he would in the country, God was every- 

where and took care of every thing. _ Per- 

haps he would not have acknowledged 

it, yet he certainly felt, that to be so 

much with God, he ought to be a better 

boy. God was holy, and he was wicked. 

I think he was sorry for having been 

selfish about the dove-story, for through 

all that day his mother observed that 

he was unusually kind and attentive to 
Sarah.
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CHAPTER IV. 

THE NEST ON THE TERRACE. ~ 

I rorgor to tell you, that the orchard 

of which we have spoken was down in 

alittle hollow. Between it and the house 

a terrace had been built. In the path 

were two or three stone steps, leading 

down this terrace. _ 
Charles and Sarah seldom went down 

these steps. They much preferred sliding 

down the green bank. Sometimes they 

would roll over and over, away to the bot- 

tom; but the clover was soft, and they did 

not get hurt. One day, when they were 

playing there, Charles found a ground- 

sparrow’s nest, hid behind a tuft of daisy. 

There were four little, speckled eggs in 

the nest. He was very much pleased, 

and he called Sarah to take a peep, and 

then the children sat down to consider
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what they should do. They laid their 

little heads together, and finally con- 

cluded that their best policy was to keep 

the discovery a profound secret. If they 

told Dolly, she would be going there 

every morning, and perhaps take Bess, 

and that would frighten the mother bird, 

and might induce her to forsake the nest. 

They would not tell any one, unless it 

was their mother. She would not tell, if 

they asked her not to. She always kept 

her promises. They could trust her, and 

they liked to tell her every thing. 

“ Shall not we tell Kitty?” said Sarah. 

“T think not,” said Charles, putting 
some long grass into his mouth, and shak- 

ing his head. “The fewer they are who 
know of it, the better. Kitty would 
want to come every morning to see if the 
little birds had not been hatched.” 

“So shall we,” said Sarah, “and we 

might wait and come when she did. Let 

us tell Kitty, that she may enjoy it too.” 

Charles ate up the rest of his grass,
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and still shook his head, though he had 

nothing to say, for he could not bring any 

good objection to the plan of allowing 
Kitty to share their pleasure with them. 

“TJ shall tell her,” said Sarah, “and 

mother too.” 
Charles consented, but rather reluctant- 

ly. It was not as natural to him as it was” 
to Sarah to think of gratifying others. If 

he had his own wish, he was er 

content. 

One morning when Charles went out 

into the orchard, he stopped to peep into 
the nest. There were four little bills 

wide open,—the eggs had all been hatch- 

ed. Charles, in his glee, shouted the news 

‘ all over the house. Dolly knew it, and 

Bess, and Polly, and they all went out, 

with aunt Carpenter, to see the sight. 
The little strangers, with their gaping 

mouths, met with a welcome all round, 

as little ones generally do. Day by day 
the children watched their growth; they 
longed to have them covered with fea- |  
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thers,—they wanted to see them strong 
enough to hop out of their nests,—but as 
yet they could not stand; they did not 
know how to do any thing but open their 
mouths,—and this was all they needed to 
know. God feeds them, as he does the 
young ravens. 

On the morning when Chippy hopped 
into the front entry, Bess, you remember, 
was at the table, watching him with her 
blue eyes. She was as much pleased as 
any one when he took the crumb and 
flew away with it. She heard Sarah say 
that she liked to feed the birds, though 
for what reason, she did not quite under- 
stand,—yet it made an impression on her 
little mind. By-and-by, when she was 
out in the yard, playing alone, with a 
hand full of sand from the path, she tot- 
tered off to the terrace, slid down tothe 
nest, and filled every gaping mouth full 
of dirt. Quite delighted with this feat, 
she climbed up again, tottered to the front 
steps, and showing her soiled hands to her
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mother, who stood there, said eagerly, 

“ Bess peed birds; Bess peed birds.” 

“She has been to the nest, I know,’ 

said Charles, throwing down his book in 

anger, and starting up. Sarah ran,—aunt 

Carpenter, taking Bess in her arms, fol- 

lowed her. Charles was first there. Poor 

birds! he found them almost dead,—they 

could neither shut their mouths nor swal- 

low. 
“ You have killed them!” said Charles, 

“and you are a naughty girl, Bess, and I 

hope mother will whip you.” 

Sarah gave one look into the nest, and 

then threw herself on the green terrace, 

and cried as if her heart would break. 

Just then the gate’opened, and Rosa Day 

and Kitty Brown came in for the children 

to go to school. They hastened to the 

place of commotion. 

« What is the matter?” said Kitty. 

“That naughty child, Bess, has killed | 

my sparrows,” said Charles, “and I hope 

she will have a good whipping. See, they
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are all choked with dirt, and almost 
dead.” 

Charles came up as - he would 7 
Bess. ‘ No,—no,—no,” said Bess, un- 

derstanding his tones, if she did not his 
words, “ Bess peed birds.” 

“Do not whip her, mother,” said Sa- 
rah, with the tears still rolling down her 

cheeks, “she did not know any better.” 
“ Kitty, will not you take Bess,” said 

aunt Carpenter, “and Rosa and I will see 
if we cannot do something to relieve the 
birds.” 

Bess went to Kitty readily, for she 
loved her. Aunt Carpenter took one 
corner of her pocket-handkerchief and 
softly wiped all the sand from the little: 
bills, and Rosa went to the pump and 
brought some nice fresh water, and they — 
poured it in, a drop at a time, until the 
throats seemed quite cleared, and the 
young birds revived. 

“ We had better all go away now,” said. 
aunt Carpenter, “for the mother is flying:
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round there in great distress; she will 

nurse them better than we can. I rather 

think they will get over it.” 

Sarah began to wipe away her tears 

and smile, for hope was springing up in 

her heart, and Hope must have smiles 

and not tears to wait upon her. As for 

Charles, he was angry, and where anger 

reigns, there is, alas! no room for aught 

that is good or beautiful. 

He went silently into the house, took 

his books, and started for school. 

“Do not you want to kiss little Bess 

before you go?” said aunt Carpenter. 

“No,” said Charles, shaking his head; 

“ she has killed my birds.” Charles could 

not get over it. , 

“J will, mother,” said Sarah, kissing 

her affectionately. 

“No,—no,” persisted Bess. “ Bess 

pirds.” Sarah, and Kitty, and Rosa, 

all laughed at this. Charles would not. 

laugh, but when he was fairly out under 

the elm-tree, he turned to look at his: 
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mother. He did not feel quite satisfied. 

He thought his mother looked sorrowfully 

upon him. His heart softened, and he 

smiled; but she did not return the smile: 

she still stood there, sorrowful, with Bess 

in her arms. Charles walked on slowly, 

—he fell behind the others,—he kicked up 

the dust with his feet,—he was provoked 

with Bess, but he could not stand that 

sorrowful look in his mother’s eye. He 

turned—ran back—caught up Bess— 

hugged her and kissed her—kissed his 

mother—caught her smile in his heart, 

and ran back again to school. Charles 

can make a good boy if he will, but he 

must try hard for it. When his con- 

science whispers, Do this! or, This w 

right, he must do it: there is no other way 

for him to be good. 

The first thing which the children did 

on their return from school, was to run 

to the terrace and peep into the ground- 

sparrow’s nest. There they were—all 

- four of them—apparently as well as ever,
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with their bills wide open, seeming to say, 
“Give us more—give us more.” Yet, if 
they were sensible birds, and could have 
spoken, I think they would have said, 

“ Don’t let Bess peed us.” 
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CHAPTER V. 

RED-BREAST AND LOVE. 

Aunt CARPENTER’S nursery-windows 
looked out into a narrow yard, which 
opened into Cross street. There were two 
pine-trees in this yard. They had shot 
up slowly, but steadily, keeping at it day 
and night, and now their little green heads 
could just peep over the house-top and 
nod a good morning to the old elm on the 
other side. For some reason, (best known 
to themselves,) a pair of loving robins, 
who were on a wedding tour, came one 
night to lodge on their stout little branches, 
and were so well satisfied with their accom- 
modations that, after a little billing and 
cooing, they made up their minds to stop 
there for the season. They chose the 
greenest tree, which was the one directly 
under Bess’s window, and began to build:
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their nest there. Early and late they 

worked at it, bringing straw, and hay, 

and threads, and down, braiding and 

weaving all together just as nicely as if 

some one had been teaching them the 

trade; and soon they had a snug lit- 

tle nest all done,—and not long after, 

they had five pretty bluish-green eggs 

in it. 
Dolly was the first one who disco- 

vered what was going on. She saw red- 

breast swinging on the end of a branch, 

with something like a berry in his mouth, 

and this led her to watch him and see 

what he would do with it. In a minute 

or two he flew to the nest, fed his mate, 

seemed to be telling her something which 

satisfied her, and then away they went 

together, and so Dolly had a peep at the 
eggs. She called Charles and Sarah and 

Bess to see them, and there was as great 

a rejoicing as when the ground-sparrows 

were hatched. After this, not a day 
passed in which the children did not pay



HER CITY COUSINS. 43 

frequent visits to the nursery-window to 
see how the birds came on. 

“ Mother,” said Sarah one day, “I wish 
you would think of some pretty names 
for our robins. We cannot think what 
to call them.” 

“T want to call them Will and Jen,” 
said Charles, “but Sarah does not like 
the names, and says she never will call 
them so. I mean to. Here, Will, here’s 
your breakfast. Come and eat it out of 
my hand.” 

“Don’t Charley,” said Sarah, rather 
petulantly. “That's not a good name. 
Mother can give us one a great deal 
better.” 

“T think you had better take some 
name which both of you like,” said aunt 
Carpenter. “Let me see; suppose you 
call the male bird Red-breast.” 

Sarah clapped her hands. “ Well, I 
like that, mother. It is just the thing, 
for only see how very red his breast is,” 

“Yes, that willdo,” saidCharles. “Red-
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breast,” and he whistled to him, “ Red- 
breast, come for your breakfast.” 

“ Red-breast it shall be,” said Sarah; 

“and what shall we call his mate ?” 
“Let me think,” said aunt Carpenter. 

“ How should you like to call her Love.” 
“Love! Oh yes; that is the very best 

name. Don’t you like it, Charley ?” 
“Yes,” said Charles; and so Red-breast 

and Love had a good breakfast. When 
Dolly came in to put the nursery in order, 
she was introduced to them in due form. 

The pleasant summer days passed 
away, one after another, and Love sat 
lovingly on her nest, brooding over her 
blue eggs; and then one morning she was 
repaid for all her care by hearing the peep 
of her young birds. Now there was a 
nest full, and five more mouths for Red- 

breast to feed; and as soon as he found it 

out, he flew into the slender head of the 
pine-tree, and sang away, with all his 
might, a long story about it. 

“ Never mind,—the more the better.
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Plenty to eat. I'll work harder, I'll work 
harder.” 

Love peeped through the green leaves 
and answered him. “That’s right, work 
away—work away,—the more the mer- 
rier.” 

Now it is very true, that those who try 
the most to help themselves are the very 
ones whom others like to help. Charles 
and Sarah seemed to appreciate Red- 

_ breast’s spirit, and every morning they 
threw out crumbs and worms enough to 
board his little family all the day. So. 
the nestlings in the nursery and in the 
pine-tree became warm friends, 

One time aunt N ancy and Kitty Brown 
came down to take tea with aunt Carpen- 
ter. After tea they went out into the 
yard. The children played about until 
they were tired, and then they sat down 
on the grass. All at once Love flew upon 
the fence, and began to tell her story. 
“We grow nicely,—we grow nicely.” 
“So we do,—so we do,” chirped the little
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ones in the nest. “ Plenty to eat,—plen- 

ty to eat,” answered Red-breast. 

“T like the robins,” said aunt Nancy. 

“Do you remember, sister, how much 

mother used to delight in them in the 

spring ?” 
“ Yes,” said aunt Carpenter, “she used 

to watch for them as for a friend.” 

“Why?” said Kitty. 

“ Because she was quite an invalid,” 

said aunt Nancy. “She was shut up all 

winter, and when she heard the first 

robin, she felt as if spring had come.” 

“ How early do they come, aunty ?” 

“ About the middle of March, I be- 

lieve.” 
“What can they find to eat then? 

asked Charles. “The snow is not gone.” 

“They feed on winter berries awhile.” 

“We must give food to our’s all win- 

ter,” said Sarah. 

“You will not have a chance,” replied 

Charles. “They will be off the first cold 

snap.”
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“Will they, mother?” asked Sarah, 
rather sorrowfully. 

“Yes,” said her mother. “They go to 
the south every winter. They cannot 
stay here in cold weather. Perhaps Red- 
breast and Love will sing in the orange- 
trees, under uncle Nathan’s window, next 
winter.” 

Sarah clapped her hands. She wished 
she could only know it certainly, for then 
she would tie a note under Love’s wing 
for those Southern cousins, whom she had. 
never seen, and beg them to take good 
care of her pets. 

“T read a curious story once, about 
some robins,” said aunt Carpenter. “They 
made their nest in the timbers which 
were to be used for building a ship, and 
did not seem at all afraid of the work- 
men. They went even to the carpenter's 
bench, and picked up his shavings.” 

“They are said to be more afraid of 
the cuckoo than of men, I believe,” said 
aunt Carpenter.
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“T wish some would come and build in 

our trees,” said Kitty Brown. 

“You can enjoy them. just about as 

well here,” said aunt Nancy. “Iam glad 

they have visited your city cousins this 

spring, for they cannot see them every 

spring, as you do.” 

“Yes, so am I glad,” said Kitty. 

Love now returned to her nest, for 

evening was coming on, and the young 

ones must be brooded. For afew minutes 

aunt Carpenter’s windows seemed to be 

of glistening gold ;—the sun was saying, 

-“Good-night.” Cinnamon-roses inclined 

their crimson heads, and breathed out, 

“QGood-night.” Daffodil and lady-de- 

light closed their silken eyelids, bidding: 

“QGood-night.” The children became 

more and more silent, as all around them: 

seemed falling gently asleep. 

“This is an hour which I love,” said 

aunt Nancy in a gentle tone. The chil- 

dren turned towards her : they also felt its 

peaceful influence.
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“ Before long,” continued she, “ our 

day’s work will be done, and we too shall 

go to our rest,—to wake, I hope, in hea- 

ven,” she added still more gently. 

« Aunt Nancy,” said little Kitty, “ will 

you sing to us?” 

“Yes,” said aunt Nancy. She was al- 

ways ready, when young hearts were 

tender, to sing, or talk of heaven. 

“Sing, sister, will you?” said she; 

“sing mother’s tune: ‘Softly now.” 

Kitty knew the hymn and the tune, 

and joined with them. This was it: 

Softly now the light of day 

Fades upon my sight away ; 

Far from care, from labour free, 

Lord, I would commune with thee: 

Thou, whose all pervading eye 

Naught escapes, without, within, 

‘ Pardon each infirmity, 

Open fault and secret sin. 

Soon, for me, the light of day, 

Shall for ever pass away ; 

Then, from sin and sorrow free, 

Take me, Lord, 4 dwell with thee.
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After the hymn was concluded, the 

children were very still awhile. Pretty 

soon Kitty sang over again, 

‘Then, from sin and sorrow free, 

Take me, Lord, to dwell with thee.” 

This showed what the little girl was 

thinking about. Charles rose and walked 

up and down the path. Once in the 

while, he looked towards the west. 

Bright clouds were floating there still. 

Charles thought that heaven was some- 

where there. He thought he should like 

to be there too, “free from sin and sor- 

row ;” he thought some day he might be, 

and he was quite happy about it, as if he 

were already entering those golden gates. 

He quite forgot that he must take a 

strait and narrow path to reach them; 

that a constant struggle must be had with 

inward and outward foes; that grace 

would be needed, day by day, to enable 

him to do his duty; and that even a little 

Christian must be in earnest if he would 

obtain the prize.
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“ Mother,” said Sarah, who also had 

serious thoughts, “will you find this hymn 
for me, so that I can learn it for next 

Sunday? I should like to sing it with 
Kitty and you.” 

Her mother promised that she would 
do so. Charles also expressed a wish to 
learn it. 

Red-breast now put his head under his 
wing, for it was quite dusk. Dolly came 
for the children, for it was their bed-time. 

They kissed aunt Nancy and Kitty good- 
night, and went off very pleasantly, al- 

though they wished to stay. This was 
taking one little step on their pilgrimage 
towards the beautiful place—heaven. 
They showed a submissive and obedient 
temper to their parent. 
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CHAPTER VI. 

THE PEA-BLOSSOMS. 

OnE sultry morning, aunt Carpenter 

rose somewhat earlier than usual, that 

she might enjoy the freshness of the air. 

To her surprise, she found Dolly and Bess 

down before her, and already out in the 

garden, She did not join them, for she 

enjoyed the first hour of the day best 

alone; so she opened the gate and went 

out under the elm-tree, and walked there 

until the breakfast-bell rang. Scarcely 

was she seated at the table, with Charles 

and Sarah, when Bess came climbing up 

the steps; and, running through the entry 

as fast as her little feet could carry her, 

she burst into the dining-room. 

“ Mother! mother! powers for 00, pow- 

ers for 00!” 

Her apron was full of pea-blossoms,
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which she had pulled off, without stems, 
from the vines. 

“ Bess—Bess,” screamed Dolly, “here! 
Where are you, child ?” 

“No—no, give mother powers,” said 
Bess. 

Dolly came running in. “I declare!” 
said she, “what a fright she gave me! I 
just stepped into the next house to speak 
to the girl a minute, and I lost sight of 
her. What have you been doing, Bess? 
I declare! Mr. Harnden’s pea-blossoms! 
How he will scold !” 

“ No—no,” said Bess, “mother’s pow- 
ers.” 

Charles was laughing heartily, and aunt 
Carpenter too. Sarah was turning over 

the unfortunate blossoms to see if she 
could find one with a stem to it, when a 

third party stepped into the entry. 
“That child has picked all my marrow- 

fats,” said a gruff voice to Dolly; “and if 
you don’t keep lier at home, I'll give it to 
her so she will remember it for one while.”
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. “No you won't, either,” said Charles, 

firing up. “ You give it to Bess, and Til 

give it to you.” 

«“ Softly—softly, my son,” said his mo- 

ther, stepping into the entry. “That is 

not the way to speak. I am very sorry 

if my little girl has been doing mischief 

in your garden, Mr. Harnden. You must 

let me pay you for all the peas she has 

pulled off.” She offered him money. 

“No, I don’t want your money,” said 

he,—softening down a little. “I only 

want the child to be kept out of mischief 

in future. She has been tramping all over 

my strawberry-bed too.” 

“J am very sorry, indeed,” said aunt 

Carpenter. “Ihave been very particular 

that the children should not trespass on 

your grounds, but I see that I cannot al- 

ways preventit. I must/insist upon pay- 

ing all damages.” 

She made him take the money, though 

he did it rather reluctantly, and felt 

quite sheepish, as he walked away, at
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having taken pay for a little handful of 
pea-blossoms. 

Aunt Carpenter reproved Dolly for 
going in to talk with her neighbours and 
neglecting her charge. Dolly promised 
that she would do sono more. Charles 
was still angry and excited. “Heshould 
like to see old Harnden touch his little 
sister once!” he said. “He guessed he 
would not have many marrow-fats left to 
carry to market.” 

Aunt Carpenter shook her head. “That 
is not the right spirit, Charley,” said she. 
“T am glad to have you stand up for 
your sister, but it is never right to be an- 
gry, and never right to seek revenge.” 

“T can’t help it,” said Charles. 
' The real truth was, he did not wish to 
help it. He was not in the strait and 
narrow path, which a few evenings ago 
he thought it would be so pleasant to 
tread, but was stepping fast in that broad 
way which leads quite away from heaven. 

Sarah sat down on the floor, and tried to
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arrange the pea-blossoms in some order, in 

a saucer which had water in it. After a 

_ time, she succeeded in making them look 

very prettily. They floated on the sur- 

face like water-lilies. One large double 

leaf, on which green veins were traced, 

as with the finest hair-pencil, was turned 

back, while two smaller ones stood sen- 

tinel before it, with their white wings 

folded over a little bud, which nestled 

beneath.” 
“Oh mother!” said she, at length, 

“only look at this!” 

“Tt is very pretty,” said her mother. 

“ Very, indeed,” said Sarah. “I wish 

there were more of them.” 

The thing which Sarah was admiring 

was a red pea-blossom, or rather the dou- 

ble leaf was red, veined with purple, and 

the sentinel leaves were crimson, and the 

bud was straw-colour. 

“It is very pretty, indeed; but, dear 

me! she has broken it pulling it off, 

Bess, you are a little Miss Mischief.”
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“ No—no,” said Bess, looking down 

from her high-chair, and shaking her sage 

little head. ‘ Bess good—Bess pick pow- 

ers for 00.” 
Her mother and the children laughed 

at her, and heartily forgave her sweet 
mischief. Whether Mr. Harnden did so 

or not, 1 am unable to say. 
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CHAPTER VII. 
THE WREATH. 

CHARLES and Sarah soon joined Miss 

Preston’s school. Kitty Brown and Rosa 

Day used to call for them almost every 

morning. Charles told Rosa about Bess’s 

adventure with the pea-blossoms. 

Rosa laughed heartily. 

“The little rogue,—she is very fond of 

flowers, isn’t she ?” 

“Yes, indeed,” said Sarah, “she pulls 

them off as fast as she sees them. I 

suppose it is because she has never had 

them in the city. Mother had to slap 

her fingers once or twice, for pulling off 

those in the front yard.” 

“JT am glad she is fond of flowers,’ 

said Rosa; “she shall have as many as 

she wishes.” 
After this, Rosa never came for the 

children without bringing a bouquet for
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little Bess. Bess, at last, would run for 
her flowers as soon as she caught a glimpse 
of Rosa. One morning, Rosa and Kitty 
came earlier than usual. Kitty’s city 
cousins were in the front yard. As soon 
as they caught sight of each other, Kitty 
began to laugh, and look very wise. 

“What is the matter?” said Charles, 
standing with the gate open. 

Kitty put her hand before her mouth, 
and looked wiser and wiser. 

Rosa began to smile. Bess pushed 
through the half-opened gate, and ran 
down for her flowers. Rosa’s hand was 
behind her. 

“What does Bess want?” said she. 
“Bess have powers.” 
Rosa produced a beautiful wreath, and 

put it on little Bess’s head. Kitty jumped 
upanddown. “QO Rosa! it just fits. Do 
let us take her in, to see aunt Carpenter.” 

Charles and Sarah clapped their hands. 
“Let me see it,—let me see it. Bessy, 

_ do stand still for sister a minute.”
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But no, Bess felt triumphant, and, with 

her head erect, she started for the house. 

Aunt Carpenter and Dolly were at the 

door, for they had heard the great shout- 

ing. 
“Oh, how beautiful! How beautiful !” 

said they all. “ Did you make it, Rosa?” 

_ «Kitty and I, together,” said Rosa, 

looking as much pleased as any of them. 

“No,” said Kitty, after a moment's 

pause; “ Rosa made the wreath ; I only 

picked the flowers.” 

Kitty had hesitated, because it was 

very pleasant to her to have her friends © 

think she helped to make that beautiful 

wreath. She enjoyed their praise; she 

wished to say, “ Yes, Rosa and I made 

it,” and let it go at that; but one of her 

verses would come ‘nto her mind :  “ Pro- 

vide things honest m the sight of all men.” 

Her conscience told her it would not be 

strictly honest to take credit for what did 

not belong to her, 80, after a little struggle, 

she cliose to do as conscience bade her, -
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“Rosa made the wreath, and I only 
picked the flowers.” 

“ But that was doing almost half,” said 
Rosa. “TI should not have had time to 
make italone. You chose the flowers, too.” 

“Yes, so I did,” said Kitty, pleased now, 
because conscience was on her side. 

“IT think it is the prettiest thing I ever _ 
saw, said Sarah. “Mother! doesn’t 
Bess look like a picture ?” 

“ Yes,” said her mother, “it is indeed 
a beautiful wreath, and arranged with a 
great deal of taste. How did you make 
it Rosa?” 

“ First,” said Rosa, “I took a bit of 
wire, which I had, and made a circle just 
large enough to fit Bess’s head, and then 
I took some thread and tied the flowers 
on as fast as Kitty brought them to me. 
It is very easy; any one can do it.” 

“Can I?” said Sarah. 
“Yes,” said Rosa. 
“Oh, that will be nice. Mother, will 

you give me some wire 5
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«“ After tea,” said her mother. “Rosa, 

you and “Kitty come and take tea with 

us, will you?” 

«Thank you,” said Rosa, “J will with 

pleasure, unless my mother needs me.” 

“T can come,” said Kitty. So this was 

agreed upon. 

The children went to school now, for 

it was quite time, and Bess wore her 

wreath, until her head began to droop, 

then Dolly took it off, and put her in her 

crib, and she had her morning nap. Dol- 

ly, however, was careful to place the 

wreath in a basin of water, that it might 

not fade. When Bess woke up, she had 

forgotten all about it, and it remained in 

the water until after tea. Then the chil- 

dren went under the elm-tree, with a 

large basket of flowers, wire, thread, and 

scissors, to make wreaths. Charles wish- 

ed to have Bess’s for a pattern, and Dolly 

got it for him. 

Almost all the flowers which the chil- 

dren had were wild flowers. Rosa pre-
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ferred these, and they followed her bid- 
ding implicitly in making their wreaths. 

“ First,” said Rosa, “let each of us 
measure our own heads, and twist the 
ends of the wire together, to fit.” 

This was done. “Now,” said- Rosa, 
“we will begin to weave. I will take a 
daisy, a butter-cup, a lady-delight, and 
three green leaves.” 

“So will I, and so will I, and so will 
I,” said the children. 

“A  butter-cup,—butter-cup, butter- 
cup, where are you!” said Kitty. 

“ What makes butter-cups poisonous,” 
said Sarah. 

“TI do not know, exactly,” said Rosa, 
“but mother has often charged me not to 
put them in my mouth. She says she 
heard of a child, once, who was killed by 
eating them. The glutinous matter about 
them is poisonous, I believe.” 

“‘ Let me see if you like butter, Sarah,” 
said Kitty. Kitty held the golden flow- 
er under Sarah’s dimpled chin, and ob-
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served the bright yellow reflection. “Ob 

yes, you love butter very much. 

«Try me,” said Charley, turning back 

his coat-collar. 
) 

Kitty shook her head wisely. “You 

like it, but not as well as Sarah,” sald 

she, after trying the experiment. 

“Yes I do, better,” said Charles; “80 

for once the butter-cup has not told 

truly.” 
«J do not understand what it 1s you 

do,” said Sarah, looking puzzled. 

“ Country children,” said Rosa, “have 

an idea that if the butter-cup casts @ 

yellow shade, as they say, OP your face, 

you like butter; and if it does not, you do 

not like it. Have you never seen the 

children trying it ” 

“ Yes,” said Sarah, “but L did not un- 

derstand what it meant. You do not be- 

lieve it, Rosa?” 

“No,” said Rosa, laughing. 

« See Kitty,” said Charles, “she 1s weav- 

ing some clover ‘nto her wreath.” e
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“'T'o be sure,” said Kitty. “I admire 

these red and white clover-blossoms; is 

not this a handsome one? See how large 

and full it is.” 
“Tt is a beauty,” said Rosa. “ Did you 

ever taste of them, Charley ?” 

“No,” said Charley, “ T’'ve had enough 

of eating flowers. I bit a black ant in 

two the other day, and it stung my tongue 

for a long time.” 
The children laughed heartily at this. 

“Try it in this way,” said Rosa. “ Pull 

off a handfull of these little pink flowers, 

and suck the honey at the bottom. Is it 

not sweet ?” 

“ Yes,” said Charles; “I do not wonder 

the cows love it. Hark! there are some 

coming now.” 
Tink—tink—tinkle went the bell, 

nearer and nearer, until a red cow came 

in sight, slowly eating her way along. 

By her side was a cosset lamb. The 

children were much delighted with the 

lamb; they left their wreaths and went



66 KITTY BROWN AND 

up to patit. Rosa fed it with clover-tops, 

_then Kitty fed it, and it rubbed its 

nose on Kitty’s hand. It was the only 

way in which it could say, “ Thank 

ou.” 
Tinkle—tinkle—tinkle went the bell. 

The old cow would not stop. Daylight 

was fast fading, and she had not finished 

her supper yet. So she must be going, 

and the lamb too. ) 

The children returned to their work. 

For a time they talked busily as they 

wove and arranged their flowers, but pretty 

soon they worked more silently. 

Kitty was humming to herself—and at 

length she began to sing aloud: “The 

Lord is my Shepherd; the Lord is my 

Shepherd, I shall not want. He maketh 

me to lie down in green pastures, he 

leadeth me—he leadeth me, beside the still 

waters.” 

As no one seemed to notice her, she 

commenced and sang it over again. 

Charles then spoke.
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“Kitty, what are you singing?” 

“T do not know,” said Kitty. “ What 

was 1? Oh yes! The Lord is my Shep- 

herd. My head is so full of Bible verses, 

I sing them sometimes when I do not 

know it.” 
Rosa looked up and smiled. She 

thought, (though she did not say it,) 

“ How much better to have such stores in 

one’s memory, than the silly ditties 

of Mother Goose or Cock Robin.” 

“The sheep made you think of that, I 

suppose,” said Sarah. 

“T suppose so,” said Kitty, humming 

and weaving still. 

“T was singing a Bible verse to myself, 

too,” said Rosa. 

“Why! Were you?” said Kitty. 

“What was it?” 

“Consider the lilies of the field, how 

they grow; they toil not, neither do they 

spin; and yet I say unto you, that even 

Solomon in all his glory was not arrayed 

like one of these.”
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“That is a pretty verse,” said Sarah. 

« What made you think of it?” 

“J do not know,” said Rosa, “ unless 

+4 was working at the flowers. I often 

think of it when I have flowers. I like 

to remember that Christ used to notice 

and admire them, when he walked about 

in the fields.” 

«“ Do you suppose he really did?” asked 

Kitty. 
« Certainly,” said Rosa, “ for he says 

so, and I believe every word he tells me.” 

“So do I,” said Kitty. 

“Yes, and so do I,” said Sarah. 

Charles would have said so first, but 

he did not like to say 80 last, therefore 

he kept still. 

Kitty looked down upon her wreath as 

if she had found a new tie to bind her to 

its jewels. 

Rosa now began to sing. 

“J am glad you are singing that,” said 

Kitty. “Sing a little louder, will you?” 

Rosa sang louder:
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“One there is, above all others, 

Well deserves the name of friend ; 

His is love beyond a brother’s, 

Costly, free, and knows no end.” 

“ Rosa,” said Kitty,—looking up very 

earnestly into her sweet face,—“ Rosa, I 

do believe you love him, don’t you ?” 
“T hope I do, Kitty,” said Rosa very 

gently. 
The conversation was becoming too 

quiet for Charles. He tied a handfull of 
dandelions upon his wire, held his wreath 
up in the air, and shouted,— Done !— 

done !—done !” 
“So is mine,” said Sarah. 

“ And mine,” said Kitty. 
“Mine will be in a minute,” said Rosa. 

—“There. Now let us put them on, and 

form a line, according to height, and go in- 

to the house singing, and show them off.” 
Ts Sing, 

‘See the lily on its bed,” 

—the one Miss Preston taught us. We 

all know that.”
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“Yes,” said the children. So they 

marched in, singing as they went. Red- 

breast hopped upon a branch where he 

could the better see them. But Love only 

peeped out from her nest. She would not 

leave her nestlings. Aunt Carpenter and 

Dolly came to the door. Bess was asleep. 

Aunt Carpenter praised the wreaths to 

the heart’s content of the children. 

When it was quite dusk, Kitty said “it 

was time for her to go.” She bade her 

aunt and cousins an affectionate “ good- 

night,” and, hand-in-hand with Rosa, 

turned her face homeward. Rosa wore 

her wreath, and carried her bonnet in her 

hand. ‘The lingering light of day fell 

upon her fair brow, and her mouth still 

wore that pleasant smile. Kitty looked 

up two or three times into her face. She 

seemed attracted by it. She thought 

over the question she had asked under 

the elm-tree: “I do believe you love 

him—don’t you?” and Rosa's reply, “I 

hope I do, Kitty.”
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Kitty made up her mind, that if Rosa 
loved him,—he certainly could not help 
loving her. 
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CHAPTER VIII. 

THE NESTLINGS. 

A LARGE river flowed through the cen- 

~ tre of the town where Kitty Brown lived. 

Just above a bend in the river, stood a 

mill, and just below the mill was a famous 

fishing-place. In the spring of the year, 

shad were caught here in great abun- 

dance. Kitty’s father and mother used 

to take her, once every season, up to “the 

Fishery,” as it was called. Such an ex- 

cursion had been planned for the coming 

Saturday afternoon. Aunt Carpenter, 

Charles and Sarah were to join them, 

and they were to start as soon after din- 

ner as possible. 

Mr. and Mrs. Brown, aunt Nancy, and 

aunt Carpenter were to ride in the car- 

riage, and Tom was to drive the children
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in the wagon. At least, this was the first 
arrangement; but when the children heard 
of it, they begged so hard to have aunt 
Nancy ride with them, that she consent- 
ed, and Rosa was invited to take her seat 
in the carriage. 

Dinner was hastily over, notwithstand- 
ing all aunt Carpenter could say about 
moderation, and the children were ready 
and at the gate, long before it was 
time to expect the party. Sarah began 
to conclude “they never would come,” 
when Tom was seen driving round the 
corner, and uncle Brown following. He 
whipped up and began to laugh as Char- 
ley climbed the gate and swung his cap 
in the air to welcome him. Tom drove 
a little beyond the gate, that he might 
leave room for the other carriage. 

“All ready, I see,” said Kitty’s father, 
“That's right.” . 

“Shall we be back by tea-time?” ask 
ed aunt Carpenter. 

7
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“Tt is a little uncertain. We may be 

detained, but we have a basket here.” 

“J will put up something too,” said 

aunt Carpenter, and she went in to pre- 

pare it. 
Tom had led his horse, Billy, quite 

around the corner; and he was standing in 

the shade of the pine-trees. All at once 

Tom heard a great chirping, and peeping. 

He looked up into the tree, and saw that 

the young robins were out of their nest. 

Love was pushing them along, trying to 

make them fly. Red-breast seemed to be 

scolding at them, as if he would say, “ Go 

along, little coward—little coward—plen- 

ty large—plenty large—go along.” The 

little ones did not mind readily—they hesi- 

tated, and hesitated, until one, bolder than 

the rest, plucked up courage, and down she 

came, plump into Cross street,—then 

another, and another followed. “ Well done 

__well done,” sang Red-breast. “ Never 

fear, I am here—never fear, I am here,”
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chirped Love, as she swung herself on 
the outermost branch to watch them. 

“There are our robins,” shouted Charles, 
“every one of them out of the nest!” 
He sprang from the wagon, and the chil- 
dren followed him, for they were greatly 
delighted,—but suddenly a cry of fear 
came from all of them. That Maltese 
kitten, who had grown almost into a cat, 
darted around the corner of the house, 
and, before any one could prevent it, 
seized one Of the little birds, and darted 
back again with it in her mouth. The 
children screamed again and again. They 
pursued her. Tom threw a stone at her, 
which hit her, and made her drop the 
bird. He took it up, but the poor thing 
was dead ! 

In the mean time the screaming had 
frightened Billy, and made him uneasy. 
He kicked and pawed the ground; he 
did not intend to do any mischief, but he 
did do mischief, for another little nestling
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had hopped under his feet, and one blow 

from his iron shoe killed it. 

When Tom returned, he saw it in- 

stantly. “I declare!” said he to him- 

self, “if that ant too bad. The chil- 

dren shall not know this, if I can help 

it.” 
So he pretended to be tying the horse, 

while he was trying to push the second 

dead bird into the grass with his foot. 

Charles, however, was too sharp for him. 

He saw the manceuvre through the fence; 

and caught up the bird. His face was 

scarlet. He was so angry he could not 

speak. Sarah and Kitty saw it, and their 

-eup was filled to overflowing. Two of 

their darling pets gone in a moment! 

They threw themselves on the grass, and 

cried passionately. 

Parents and aunts found it more than 

they could do to pacify them. They no 

longer wished to go on their ride,—their 

hearts were filled with grief. Tom caught
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the three young birds which were left, 
and replaced them carefully in their nest, 
but Charles seemed to care only for the 
dead ones. 

Kitty’s father, finding the children re- 
fused to be comforted, told Tom to put 
them into the wagon and drive along. 
He did so, and our party started at last, 
though at a much later hour than they 
had planned. 

Tom and Charles sat on the front seat, 
and aunt Nancy sat between the two lit- 
tle girls on the back seat. Sarah kept 
her apron to her face, and every now and 
then a fresh torrent of tears fell upon it. 
Kitty drooped her head in silence and 
sighed. Charles held his head up, but 
his lips were compressed. He did not speak, 
and appeared unhappy. There was a fair 
prospect that aunt Nancy and Tom would 
have all the talking to themselves. 

The fishery was three miles distant, 
but the ride there was a very pleasant 

7
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one, as most of the road led through the 

woods. So soon as Tom entered the 

woods, he turned to Charles, and said, 

“ Drive, will you? I must fix the fishing- 

tackle.” 

Charles started, and would have ts ken 

the reins hastily, but he seemed to re- 

member that such an expression of plea- 

sure was not quite consistent with his 

dignified sorrow, so he wanted to have 

them put into his hands. 

Sarah, when she heard about “ fishing- 

tackle,” stopped crying for a moment, 

and peeped out from a corner of her apron. 

She would like to have asked, “‘ Are we 

to fish?” So would Kitty. But neither 

spoke. Aunt Nancy put the question for 

them. 

“Yes.” said Tom. “ There are plenty 

of shiners there, and I thought, may-be 

the children would like to catch them.” 

Kitty and Sarah began to listen. They 

svished to hear more about the shiners.
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+ “Behind the old mill,” said Tom, “there 
is a brook so brim-full of shiners that you 
can almost catch them in your hand.” ° - 

“The children will enjoy that very 
much,” said aunt Nancy. Still the chil- 
dren would not speak. 

“ What a delightful drive this is!” con- 
tinued aunt Nancy. 

“Yes’m, very pretty,” said Tom. “It’s 
so shady on a hot day.” 

“ And what an abundance of whortle- 
berries, Tom. Only see those bushes! 
They are blown as full as they can he.” 

“Where?” said Sarah, putting a whole 
eye out of the apron. 

“There,” said aunt Nancy. “All those 
low bushes, filled with red blossoms, are 
whortle-berries.” 

“They are going to be very thick this 
year,” said Tom. “It’s to be a great ber- 
ry-year. Do, Miss Nancy, look at that 
field of black-berries.”
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“Tndeed,” said aunt Nancy, “it 1s 

as white as if the snow had fallen upon 

it.” 
“Where?” asked Sarah again, letting 

her other eye out. 

“Qver yonder,” said Tom, pointing with 

his fishing-pole. “ Those white flowers 

you see trailing all over the stones,—those 

are black-berries. Charley, keep your 

horse in the middle of the road. It is 

rough here.” 

“ Flere are barberry bushes too, all in 

blossom,” said aunt Nancy. 

“ T do not see them,” said Kitty, now 

venturing to speak. 

“Just there, by that stone wall,” said 

Tom. “Don’t you see those bushes about 

as high as my head, covered with yellow 

flowers 2” 

“Yes.” 

‘¢ Well, those are barberries. They 

won't be ripe until after frost comes.” 

«“ There seems to be every thing here in



HER CITY COUSINS. 81 

the shape of wild fruit,” remarked aunt 

Nancy. 
“You have not got it all yet,” said 

Tom. “See those bushes with white 

blossoms? Those are blue-berries. And 

over there, behind that fence, there are 

hazel-nuts—a plenty of them—and up on 

that knoll is a grove of walnut-trees.” 

“This is a fine place then to come at 

all seasons.” 

“Yes,” said Tom. “You can find 

pretty much all you want here, from 

spring to fall.” 

“ He filleth the earth with food,” said 

aunt Nancy; “and in what abundance!” 

“T know that,” said Kitty: “For the 

earth is the Lord’s, and the fulness there- 

of.” . 

Aunt Nancy smiled. Kitty returned 

it, and began to feel happier. Charles 

listened attentively, but would not make 

any demonstrations of “coming to.” 

“T suppose what man doesn’t want,
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the creatures do,” said Tom,—not speaking 

very distinctly, as he had a piece of lead 

in his mouth, which he was fashioning 

with his teeth. 

“Yes,” said aunt Nancy. “God pro- 

vides for beasts and birds as well as 

man.” | 

“There is one now, who'll have his 

share of the berries, I'll warrant,” said 

Tom, pointing to a dead branch which 

hung over into the road. A. beautiful 

blue-bird was perched on the end of it. 

He turned his head, first on one side, 

and then on the other, while he plumed 

his brilliant wings; then eyed Tom grave- 

ly, but seemed quite determined to stand 

his ground. 

« See there! See there!” said Charles, 

quite forgetting himself, for two squirrels 

chased each other along the wall, and 

then disappeared behind it. 

“What pretty creatures!” said aunt 

Nancy.
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“Yes,” said Tom. “They are as quick 
as monkeys. They help themselves to 
the nuts.” 

“T see,” said aunt Nancy, “if there is 

enough to eat here, there are also enough 

to eat it.” 
“ That's just so,” said Tom. “ Provi- 

dence makes things to fit.” 
Tom delivered himself of this speech 

with great dignity, for he thought it was 

a remark which would please Miss 

Nancy. 
Aunt Nancy smiled in her quiet way. 

“Yes,” said she, “God does every thing 

gust right.” 

The children heard this, and pondered 

upon it. They could not make it seem 

just right that their pet nestlings should 

‘be killed in a minute. 

“We do not yet know enough,” con- 

tinued aunt Nancy, “always to under- 

stand God’s reasons, but we must love 

him well enough to believe, without un-
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derstanding that He always does just 

right. 
Kitty wished to believe this, and so 

did Sarah, and they tried to be comforted, 

but Charles was still angry, and where 

anger is, (as we all know,) good feeling 

will not come. 

Billy had gone along, “in his own jog,’ 

after Charles took the reins, but, as the 

fishing-tackle was now in order, Tom 

took them again, and Billy had to 

step faster; so the wagon reached the 

fishery only a few minutes after the 

carriage. 

A boat had just come in, and the 

fishermen were drawing in their nets. 

When the large shad were thrown flap- 

ping on to the sand, the children shouted 

and clapped their hands, and all sorrow 

was forgotten. After watching the going 

out and coming in of one more fishing- 

party with renewed delight, Tom took 

them behind the mill. The huge wheel
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was plashing round in the dark water, 

making it foam and fret at a great rate. 

Tom led the children just below, where 

the water was stiller, and here they 
found alewives in perfect shoals. Beyond 

this was a brook which came tumbling 

over the rocks, and this brook was full 

of shiners. Sarah and Kitty were so 

much delighted with them that they 
wished to carry some home, and Tom 

went into an old woman’s house, to see 

if he could buy something to hold them. 
He could get nothing but a broken 

cup, and into this he put some little 
shiners, not much longer than Bess’s 
thumb. | 

The afternoon passed quickly. The 
children were very glad of their supper, 

which they ate on the rocks by the mill- 
stream. It was quite past their usual 
hour of retiring when they reached 
home; yet, weary as they were, they 

gave their little shiners a larger pond 
8
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to swim in before they went to bed. 

The shiners had quite filled their 

hearts, so that they had ceased to mourn 

for their nestlings. 
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CHAPTER IX. 

BROOK RUNAWAY. 

One pleasant summer afternoon, Miss 
Preston, having one of her severe head- 
aches, dismissed her little scholars earlier 

than usual. Rosa proposed that they 
should take a stroll down to the brook, 

and the children gladly followed her. 
After first climbing a pair of bars, and 
then crossing a pasture, they came to the 
grave-yard, the gate of which was shut 
and fastened: the children climbed over 
the wall of the enclosure without much 
difficulty, and ran along in a little foot- 
path which was quite familiar to them. 

Kitty and Sarah walked hand-in-hand, 
and fell back behind the others, for 
Sarah had never been in a grave-yard 
before, and she felt afraid, though she 
hardly knew of what. Charles kept his
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courage up by walking between Frank 

Hastings and Rosa Day. The leaders 

of the party ran along quite across the 

grave-yard, and down a hill at its foot, 

where was the brook. 

Now this brook took its rise away 

up by Simon Jones's, two or three miles 

off, and it forced its way through the 

meadows, and under the hill-sides, until 

it found the grave yard, then it rippled 

tranquilly around it, singing softly, as if - 

to comfort all mourners,—giving back 

many a smile for the tears which were 

dropped upon it. But when the children 

came there with their merry laugh and 

glad voices, it changed its tune, and, in 

a gleeful mood, went about babbling 

the story to every stone it met. Thus 

the little brook was friendly to all. It 

twisted here, and turned there—spread 

itself out now broad and deep—nar- 

rowed now to a little stream—then 

took again a sudden turn and sprang
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with pretty little waterfalls from rock 
to rock. . 

The children named it Brook Run- 
away, because, as they affirmed, they 
never knew where to find it. This 
afternoon they followed it up some 
distance to a favourite spot, where it 
suddenly widened. The dark pine-trees 
here shaded each bank; the stones were 

covered with soft moss and evergreen, 
and the little girls liked to sit here and 
watch the boys as they swung them- 
selves across, from bank to bank, on poles, 
or sailed their boats, or skipped stones 
on the surface of the water. . 

Charles was quite overjoyed, and he 
took off his shoes and _ stockings, and 
insisted upon wading in to see how 
deep it was. 

“T shall tell mother, if you do,” said 
Sarah. “You know she would not let 
you.” 

“Yes she would too,’ said Charles, 
S*
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not minding nor caring much what he 

said, so that he carried his point. 

“You had better not try it, I tell you,” 

said Frank Hastings. “It is over your 

head.” 

“I do not believe it,” said Charles. 

“Do as you have a mind,” said Frank ; 

“but my advice is not to go.” 

Charles had rolled up his trowsers 

and was slowly stepping in; the water 

covered his feet, his ankles, the stones 

upon which he stepped became more 

and more slippery—the current was 

strong—Charles’s head began to swim. 

Just then Rosa Day turned round and 

saw what was going on. She spoke very 

quickly: “Charles! Charles! you must 

not go in there.” Charles was startled 

by her speaking so suddenly; he felt 

quite dizzy and confused, one of the 

stones upon which he was standing 

rolled from under his foot, and he fell 

over head and ears in the water! Frank
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was in after him quick as thought, and 

brought him up dripping from head to 

foot, and quite ashamed. 

The boys laughed heartily. Charles 

himself laughed, though not very heart- 

ily. Sarah was crying: she thought for 

a moment, when her brother disappeared, 

that he was gone for ever; but when she 

saw him standing safely on the bank, 

she felt provoked with him. 

“Charles, you ought to have known 

better. Now you must go right home and 

tell mother, and have on dry clothes.” 
Charles did not wish to go: he preferred 

to stay where he was and let his clothes 
dry upon him. 

“JT would not do so, Charles,” said 

Rosa Day. “It is always best to tell our 
mothers every thing. You will feel a 
great deal happier to go right home and 
tell her. Come now, I would.” 

“Indeed you must,” said Kitty; “you 

will take a dreadful cold and be very
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sick if you do not; and you had better 

run too.” 
“Yes, you must go,” said Sarah, “or 

I shall go and tell mother to send for 

you.” 
This was quite decisive, and Charles, 

preferring to relate his own story, left 

the children and ran home. He told 

the whole truth to his mother, although 

‘he tried to excuse himself. I am very 

glad he told the exact truth. It would 

‘have been bad indeed, to have done 

the wrong and then to have told a lie to 

conceal it. 
His mother, as a punishment, forbade 

his going to Brook Runaway for a 

week. 
Soon after Charles had left the chil- 

dren, they began to retrace their steps, 

playing along on the banks of the stream 

until they found themselves once more 

in the grave-yard. 

“Here are plenty of strawberries,”
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said Henry Miles, “let us stop and pick 

them.” 
“Oh yes,” said Sarah Miles. “ How thick 

they are all around between the graves !” 
The children began to pick and eat. 

Sarah held fast by Rosa’s hand, and 
looked on sorrowfully. She hardly knew 
what to make of it, that these country 

children should pick strawberries from 

the graves! 

“Why do you not pick?” said Frank 
to Kitty. . 

Kitty shook her head. “Here is a 
beautiful bunch—have it, will you ?” 

Kitty took it, but held it in her hand. 
“Why don’t you eat them,” said 

Frank. “They are sweet as honey.” 
Still Kitty shook her head. She 

handed them to Rosa. 
Rosa broke the bunch in two and 

gave a part to each cousin. 
“They are beautiful; eat them,” said 

she.
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“ Why, Rosa,” said Sarah, “ isn’t it 

wicked to pick strawberries in a grave- 

yard?” 
“Oh no!” said Rosa. 

“Then why do you not pick them, 

Rosa?” 
“ Because,” said Rosa, “I never feel 

like it. Up in that commer there, where 

Henry is picking, my sister lies. I can- 

not play near her grave. The other 

children have no friends here; and, if 

they are not noisy, there is no harm in 

their picking berries.” 

“J never was in a grave-yard before,” 

said Sarah. “I looked into tombs under 

a cathedral once, and it frightened me 

very much.” 

“J should not like to be buried in 

one of those cold, dark tombs,” said Rosa. 

“To me it seems pleasanter to lie ina 

country church-yard like this, and have 

the green grass and flowers and straw- - 

berries growing on the graves, and to
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have the children coming in, so happy, 
to pick them.” 

“T should like it better A am sure,” 
said Kitty. 
“We know,” said Rosa, speaking very 

sweetly, “that to those who sleep in 
Jesus, death is but an entrance upon 
eternal life.” 

“Does your sister sleep in Jesus?” 
asked Sarah. 
“We hope so,” said Rosa, pressing 

Sarah’s hand tenderly. “Would you like 
to walk to her grave ?” 

“Yes,” said Sarah, and they went 
thither. Kitty stooped down and read 
on the simple tombstone this simple in- 
scription, “Blessed are the dead who 
die in the Lord.” Above this were the 
name and age. 

“Why, do think! she was younger 
than I am,” said Sarah with astonish- 
ment. “ Yes,” said Rosa, “but young as 
she was, she had given her heart to God.
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She loved Him. She was glad to go home 

to him when He called her.” 

Sarah and Kitty both asked them- 

selves whether they loved God well 

enough to be willing to go home to him, 

+f He should see fit to call them. This 

was an all-important question, but they 

could not settle it. Yet they knew they 

‘were old enough to settle it, for here was 

a grave shorter than either of them, and 

the little girl, who was lying there, had 

“ died in the Lord,” and therefore she 

was very happy now. 

They felt, and felt truly, that it was a 

great thing, “to die in the Lord.” It seem- 

ed to them as if the grass was greener 

and the flowers sweeter on the grave of 

the little one who “slept in Jesus.” They 

wished with all their hearts that such 

might be their sleep; but they did not 

like to talk, either of them, so they stood 

silently holding Rosa's hands. Pretty 

soon Henry Miles joined them.
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“Only see!” said he, showing his cap 
full of berries. “See how many I have 
picked.” 

“Yes, a great many,” said Rosa plea- 
santly. 

“Here are more,” said Henry, stooping 
down upon the grave, “Oh, what large 
ones !” 

“Yes,” said Rosa pleasantly again. 
“Shall I tell him not to pick them, 

Rosa ?” said Kitty. 
“No, dear Kitty,” said Rosa, “let him 

enjoy them. Marion would say so, if she 
.could speak, I know, for she loved to 
make others happy.” 

Without noise the children met, show- 
ing each other quietly what they had 
gathered. | 

The stone wall was once more climbed, 
and the party separated, each party going 
home. 

Sarah found Charles sitting on the 
front-door step in a dry suit of clothes. 

9
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He was good-natured, but he told his sis- 
ter, with a sigh, that he could not go to 
Brook Runaway for a whole week. 
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CHAPTER X. 

THE HOT SUNDAY. 

Dourive the summer which aunt Car- 
penter spent in the country, the hottest 
day of the season was one Sabbath. The 
Sun rose as red as fire, and all the fresh. 
ness of the dewy morning past away at his 
first glance. Charles and Sarah felt too 
languid to rise, and too uncomfortable to 
remain in bed; so they were of different 
minds every minute, and began to fret 
at Dolly. She did not dress them quickly ° 
enough, or she dressed them too quickly, 
Now it was this one’s turn, and now that 
one’s. Dolly, who did not feel much 
better than they did, found it hard work 
to be patient with them. 

As the nursery doors were Open, aunt 
Carpenter heard them. Oppressed _her- 
self by the heat, she shrank from con-
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tending with them. She felt that a hard 

day was before her. With fretful children 

there could be no rest for her. She felt 

wholly unequal to the work—so, softly 

closing and locking her door, she kneeled 

and sought strength where she never 

failed to find it—im prayer. 

The business of dressing being over, the 

children became happier, and aunt Car- 

penter met pleasanter faces at the break- 

fast-table than she had expected. 

After breakfast Charles and Sarah 

went and sat on the front-steps to learn 

their Sunday lessons, but they did not 

feel much like studying. One minute 

they would look on, and the next off. 

They were not really in earnest, for, had 

they been, they could easily have learned 

them; but, as it was, when the first bell 

rang for public worship, and Dolly came 

to dress them, the lessons were still un- 

learned. This was 4 pity. it was not 

the best way of commencing the Sabbath.
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If we begin the Sabbath wrong, it is very 
apt to go all wrong, and then we lose the 

comfort of it, for it is well said that 
“A Sabbath well spent, 
Brings a week of content.” 

After Charles and Sarah were dressed, 
they found various things to do which 
they liked better than studying. Charles 
picked two or three roses from the bush 
under the parlor-window, the prettiest 

of which he stuck in the button-hole of 
his jacket, and from the others he pulled 
off the largest leaves and amused himself 
by snapping them on his forehead and 
hands. Sarah gathered a handful of 
pinks, from which she made dolls dressed 
in pointed frocks. Thus were they em- 
ployed when Rosa and Kitty called for 
them. 

“Are you ready?” said Rosa. “The 
bell will ring in a minute. Hark! Yes. 
There it is. We must go.” 

The children were ready, and hastily 
ge
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snatching up their neglected books, they 

joined their friends. 

“Let us walk on the green grass,” said 

Rosa. “It is dusty in the road.” 

“How hot it is to-day! said Charles 

petulantly. 

“J don’t see the use in it,” persisted. 

Charles. “It only melts us.” 

“ Look over there!” said Rosa. “How 

Mr. Harnden’s corn 1s enjoying it. You 

can almost see it grow to-day.” . 

«“ Yes,” said Charles; “but for all that, 

it is dreadful hot.” 7 | 

« No, Charley,” said Kitty, “you should 

speak of a thing just as itis. Now, it is 

not dreadful hot: it is only very warm. I 

do not think we ought to complain either. 

You know what aunt Nancy told us when 

we went fishing once—that God does 

every thing just right. He sends just 

the weather which is best. Doesn't He, 

Rosa?” 
| 

«To be sure,” said Rosa; “and it is a
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comfort to think so, in these hot days. 

Besides this, we have a great many other 

comforts. We enjoy walking under the 

shade of these trees very much; and we 

enjoy this little breeze which comes every * 

once in a while puffing in our faces; and 

the grass feels cool and soft to our feet. 

Then I like to see the children flocking 

to Sunday-school on a hot morning. 

How prettily they look!. Almost all of 

them are dressed in white frocks and blue 

sashes, so cool and comfortable.” 

“Yes,” said Kitty, “and almost every 

one has a flower.” | 

Charles and. Sarah ‘re-arranged ‘their 
roses and pinks, that they might be uni- 

form. They no longer thought of the 

heat, and, with something of the feeling 

that, after all, the day was “just right,” 

they followed Rosa up the wooden steps 

which led to the school. 

The blinds being all closed, the school- 

room appeared cool and inviting, and the
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children, for the most part, contented, 

though they kept their fans in brisk 

motion. Many had come hither with 

willing feet. They enjoyed the school, and 

thought a good deal of their library, and 

loved their teachers. 

Charles had joined Frank Hastings’ 

class, and most of the boys in it were 

older than himself. They were always 

prepared with good lessons, but Charles, 

as we have seen, was frequently unpre- 

pared. His teacher had been somewhat 

tried with him, and several times had 

felt as if he must put him in another 

class; but Charles would do better for a 

few Sabbaths, and learn as well as any 

of them, and his teacher would keep 

along with him. 

On this hot Sabbath, Charles had not 

one word of his lesson ; and, besides this, 

he paid no attention to what his teacher 

said, for he was wholly taken up with a 

pond-lily, which Frank had given him.
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_ “Charles,” said his teacher, “I wish 
you would listen to what I am saying.” 

“ Yes, sir,” said Charles,—and in a féw 
minutes he was playing with his lily 
again. First, he would turn over the 
green leaves with their pink linings, and 
then turn over every white leaf, so that 
his lily might appear to be in full bloom. 
He smelt of it—he tasted it—he smelt 
again, then carefully closed the leaves, and 
made his lily into a bud again. Then he 
would blow through the long stem, and 
roll and unroll it, smell and taste again. 
He thought of nothing, and cared for 
nothing but his lily,—making it now a 
bud, and now a flower, and now a bud 
again. 

At length his teacher, who had been 
watching him for some time, put down 
his question-book, and taking him by the 
hand, said— 

. Ohader, I wish you to come with 
”? 

me.
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Charles looked frightened, but he had 

to obey. His teacher walked quite down 

the aisle, and stopped before a bench full 

of very little boys. 

“ Mr. Chester,” said he, “I wish you 

would take Charles into your class. He 

cannot keep up with my boys.” 

A seat was found for him on the bench, 

and his teacher left him. Charles hung 

his head. His face was crimson. He 

was deeply mortified. He did not dare 

to look back to his own class. He felt as 

if the boys were laughing at him. There 

were hot tears standing in his eyes, but 

he struggled bravely to keep them back. 

He played no more with the pond-lily, 

but sat very still, wishing: school was 

over. When they were dismissed, he 

walked quite by himself mto church. 

O Charley, you would have been a great 

deal happier had you learned your lesson, 

that hot morning, as the other boys did. 

Charles was rejoiced when service was
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over and he could go home to his mother 
to tell her his troubles. She sympa- 
thized with him, and advised him on the 
following Sabbath to commit to memory 
perfectly the fifteen verses which had 
been assigned to his class. She thought, 
if he did this, his teacher would take 
him back. 

Charles followed her advice, learned 
the lesson well, and with a beating heart 
went to school. His teacher smiled when 
he saw him return to his old seat with 
so earnest a face, and asked. him if he 
could say his lesson, and he did say it, 
without missing a word, and his teacher 
took him back, and from that time forth 
Charles kept up with his class. 

Frank Hastings gave him three more 
pond-lilies one day, and he thought he 
had never seen any flowers more beau- 
tiful. 

k
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CHAPTER XI. 

GETTING POND-LILIES. 

One evening aunt Carpenter and the 

city cousins were taking tea with aunt 

Brown. Charles, when at the table, gave 

a glowing description of the famous pond- 

lilies which Frank Hastings had once 

given him. 

“Should not you like to go and get 

some for yourself?” said aunt Nancy 

Russell. 
. 

“Where?” said Charles. « Where ?” 

said Sarah; both in a breath. 

« At Seneca Lake there is a plenty 

of them.” 
. 

“Ts there a good boat on the lake?” 

inquired aunt Carpenter. 
i 

«A very good one, I believe,” 

said aunt Nancy. “ But we will ask 

Tom.”
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Tom was called, and the question put 
to him. He replied— 

“ Yes, ma’am, there is a first-rate boat 
on the pond, only it is rather small.” 

“ What makes you call it a pond 2” said 
Kitty. “My mother calls it a lake.” 
“Some folks call it a lake,” said Tom 

laughing; “but it is very small for a 
lake.” 

“Have you a holiday Saturday after- 
noon?” said aunt Brown. 

“Yes, ma’am, I have,” said Tom. 
“Can you take us to Seneca Lake in 

the wagon ?” 
“If Mr. Brown does not want the 

horse,” said Tom. 
Uncle Brown said “he should not 

want him.” 
“Wish to fish, ma’am ?” inquired Tom. 
“No,” said aunt Nancy; “only to get 

- pond-lilies. You can find them easily by 
going out in the boat, can you not?” 

“Qh yes,” said Tom, “ nothing easier.” 
10
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He showed the light of his broad, good- 

natured face to the children, and they 

laughed with all their hearts. 

Of course this new expedition was 

talked of every day and almost every 

waking hour, until Saturday afternoon 

arrived. My impression is, also, that more 

than one of the little party dreamed of 

it. Just exactly, however, when they 

might have been expected, the day and 

the hour arrived, and Tom, true as time, 

drove up, in the wagon. The children 

were together at aunt Brown’s, and were 

soon ready for a start. Just as Tom was 

cracking his whip to Billy, Ben Taylor 

came round the corner. He had on very. 

old clothes, and was carrying @ box and 

some fishing-tackle. 

“ Halloo, Ben,” said Tom, ‘where 

now ?” 

“Going a fishing,” said Ben, his eyes 

brightening as he bowed to aunt Nancy. 

She was the one, as perhaps you remem-
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ber, who gave him his first suit of boy’s 
clothes. 

“ Where to?” said Tom. 
“Seneca Lake,” replied Ben. 
Tom looked around at aunt Nancy; 

and his look seemed to say, “ Ben cannot 
get a ride every day!” 

Aunt Nancy understood it, and smiled. 
“Yes, Tom,” said she. “Take him 

in, if you can find room.” 
“ Room a plenty,” said Tom. “Jump 

up, Ben. We are going right there.” 
Ben hesitated. “I am not fit,” said he. 

“T have my old clothes on.” 

“So have I,” said Tom. “ And there 

is nothing better to go a fishing in.” 

Ben could not resist the invitation, 

so he jumped into the back of the wagon, 
and rode with his feet hanging out, 

happy as any of them. The children 
enjoyed having Benny along with them. 

We always enjoy being kind to the poor. 

It was about three miles to Seneca
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Lake, but Billy was only a short time in 

going. 
“ Now,” said Tom, “if we were in the 

carriage, we should have to take that 

upper road, down to the pond, for that 

has been cleared so that the branches 

cannot interfere with the tops of car- | 

riages; but, as we are in an open wagon, 

+t is no matter; and I think this lower 

way is the pleasantest.” He looked at 

aunt Nancy as he was speaking. 

“Take which you please,” said she; “1 

will leave it entirely with you.” 

Tom drove down by the lower road. 

The children thought it fine fun to dodge 

the branches; and if any one chanced to 

get a rap on the head from some sturdy old 

settler, there was a great shouting. All 

at once Tom. pulled up so suddenly as 

to throw Benny quite out upon the 

ground. 

«“ Halloo,” said he again, “ what have 

we got here?”
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“Why, a large tree right across our 
way, said aunt Nancy. “What shall 

we do? Wecannot get round it, nor can 
we turn.” 

“Tf that don’t beat every thing!” said 
Tom. “That was blown down by the 
hurricane this spring, I know. See, it is 

torn up by the roots. Wait a bit: perhaps 

we can start it a little out of the road.” 
Tom, Ben, and Charles took hold. 

They tugged, and tugged; the perspira- 

tion stood upon their faces; they could 
not start the tree one inch. “It’s of no 

use trying,” said Tom. “We might as 

well start a mountain.” 

“Can you not tie the horse here, and 
let us walk the rest of the way?” 

“Oh yes, ma'am,” said Tom. “ We are 

almost there now, if you feel as if you 

could: walk.” 
“Certainly,” said aunt Nancy. So the 

children were helped out of the wagon, 

and they climbed over the fallen tree 
10*
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the best way they could. Aunt Nancy 

was longer about it than all the rest 

together. Once safely over this obstacle, 

our party found the path smooth as 

velvet; for it was covered with dead 

leaves, which were soft and slippery. 

Kitty and Sarah started to run hand-in- 

hand; their feet slipped from under 

them, and away they went, rolling over 

and over until they had quite reached 

the bottom of the hill. Benny picked 

them up and brushed the dirt from them, 

and set them to rights as well as he 

knew how, for aunt Nancy was cau- 

tiously descending, and Tom and Charles 

were already at the water-side, unfasten- 

ing the boat. 

“All ready!” shouted Charles. “ All 

ready! The tide will not wait.” 

«“ He says the tide will not wait,” said 

Sarah, starting to run. 

“Do not hurry,” said Ben. “You 

will fall again. There is no tide to
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hurry for; he is only saying so for 
fun.” 

All the party now reached the shore. 
Seneca Lake seemed, by its beauty, to wel- 
comethem. The waters smilingly and loy- 
ingly bathed the feet of the veteran ever- 
greens that stood sentinel on their curved 
shores, while they cradled on their fair 
bosom that fairest of flowers, the lily. 

Charles was almost wild at the sight 
of them. He could scarcely wait for his 
party to join him, he was so impatient 
to be out among them. 
When aunt Nancy saw the boat she 

hesitated about trusting the children in 
it; but as they were very anxious to ZO, 
and Tom assured her there was no kind 
of danger, if they would only sit still, 
she finally consented. 
“Now you must sit perfectly still,” said 

she, “and do just exactly as Tom tells 
you. I will stay here and watch you. 
When I wish you to come back, I will
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tie my handkerchief upon this stick and 

swing it for a signal.” } 

The children readily promised to do 

just exactly, in all respects, as Tom told 

them too. They seated themselves ac- 

cording to his direction. He took one 

oar, and Ben theother. Thena few strokes, 

and they were at some distance from 

aunt Nancy. 

The novelty of their situation and 

the rocking of the boat kept the children 

still until Tom had brought them quite 

‘nto the middle of the pond, and they 

found themselves right in the centre of a 

bed of the most beautiful lilies. Charles 

tried to reach out and grasp them; but 

in doing so, he made the boat rock so 

much, that Tom told him he must sit still, 

and not try to pick any for himself; he 

and Ben could soon get enough for all. 

This, however, did not satisfy master 

Charles; he wished to have his own way 

about it. He forgot, or did not care to
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remember his promise to aunt Nancy. 
He would not do what Tom told him to 
do, but kept reaching out into the water, 
now farther, and a little farther, until, at 
length, over he went! Tom caught him 
by the heels and brought him back. The 
girls screamed, aunt Nancy ran up her 
flag, and Tom was obliged to row back 
to the shore. 

Aunt Nancy looked very much dis- 
pleased. 

“Charles,” said she, “I thought for a 
‘minute you were certainly gone. What 
made you do so?” 

“TI wanted to pick the lily myself.” 
“Did Tom say you might ?” 
“No, ma’am,” said Tom, “I told him 

from the first, he must not do it. He 
made the boat rock so, that he scared 
the children.” 

“Did you not promise me that you 
would do just as Tom said?” 

Charley made no answer,
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“ Now,” said aunt Nancy, sorrowfully, 

“to gratify a selfish feeling, you have 

broken your word and endangered your 

own life and the lives of others.” 

Charley's conscience was reproving 

him more severely than aunt Nancy, 

and therefore he could offer no excuse. 

“Come,” said aunt Nancy to Tom. 

“ We must all go home now; for the boy 

is wet through, and he takes cold easily.” 

“Then we shall all lose the afternoon,” 

said Sarah. 

“Yes,” said aunt Nancy; “One summer 

destroyeth much good.” 

“ Did Charley sin?” said Kitty. 

“Yes,” said aunt Nancy, All selfishness 

48 sim. 
Tom tied the lilies in a bunch, and 

then asked Ben “if he should leave the 

boat for him to go out and fish a little ?” 

Ben thought he would give up his 

fishing for this afternoon, and return 

with the party. He felt sorry for Charles.
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He wished to sit by him and whisper 

something to him to comfort him, for 

Benny was a kind, feeling boy. Ben 

found, however, that where it is the 

wicked heart which makes the boy un- 
happy, it is hard work to comfort him. 

The boat was fastened. The little 
waves on Seneca Lake followed our 
party a step or two up the shore, mur- 

mured their good-bye, and went back to 
their lily-beds. The slippery hill was 

passed—the fallen tree climbed over 

once more—and Billy and his friends 

met, earlier than either had anticipated. 

Tom and Ben turned the wagon round, 

and then harnessed the horse. The party 
took their seats, and Tom whipped up 
for home. Charles was obliged to sit in 

the back of the wagon with Ben, because 

he was so wet. 
After a time, Charles became very 

much ashamed of his selfishness. He 
thought it all over, and wondered if the
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time ever would come when he should 

get the better of it. He sighed heavily, 

and turned to listen to aunt Nancy, who 

was talking to the little cousins about 

the lilies. 

“How do you like them best, aunt 

Nancy, in bloom or in bud?” 

«“ Half opened, I think,” said her aunt. 

“So do I,” said Kitty. 

“ Are not they very, very white, aunt 

Nancy ?” | 

“ Yes, that is a beautiful one you have 

in your hand,” said aunt Nancy. “It is 

pure, without spot or blemish. So pure 

must be the hearts of those who would 

see God.” | 

“Yes, ma’am,” said Kitty, I “know 

that: Blessed are the pure in heart; for 

they shall see God.” 

“Yes,” said aunt Nancy. 

- Charles heard every word which was 

said. There seemed to him something 

delightful in the thought of being as pure
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as a lily is white, and of “seeing God.” 
He wished he had such a heart. Oh, 
thought he, if they were only going to 
Seneca Lake now, instead of returning, 
how differently he would act! 

But, Charley, we must have our; 
hearts right mow. We cannot help 
what they did half an hour ago. It is 
right for you now to repent of your 
selfishness, and to tell aunt N ancy and 
your little friends that you are sorry for 
it; and when you shall be alone, it will 
be right for you to ask God to forgive 
you, and to give you a better heart. 

I hope Charley did ask God to forgive 
him. I trust he did, for I heard him, 
when he got out of the wagon, tell his 
aunt Nancy and Kitty, that “he was 
sorry for having been selfish about the 
pond-lilies.” 

11
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CHAPTER XII. 

PICKING BARBERRIES. 

Lone as were the summer days which 

Kitty Brown’s city cousins spent in the 

country, they were soon over. 

The cool mornings and the long even- 

ings began to warn them that winter 

was once more approaching; though, as 

yet, it was kept off by the golden shield 

of the Indian summer. 

On one of the fairest of those autumn 

days, aunt Nancy, (never weary of pleas- 

ing the childréen,) proposed a barberry- 

picking excursion. This was something 

entirely new to the city cousins. Thoy 

had no very distinct notions what -bar- 

berries are. 

Tom drove them up the same road 

which he had taken when they went to 

the fishery. No hopeful blossoms were
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now to be seen. Busy little fingers had 

long ago picked the ripened whortleberries 

and blackberries. The scene, therefore, 

was quite changed; for, over in a little 

strip of meadow-land, Jack Frost had 

crept out, and the red maple and elder 

and barberry bushes showed where he 

had been at play. 
Tom drove into the hollow, and the 

children were set down in the midst of 

bushes, all seeming to be on fire with 

their scarlet fruit. 
Charles began eagerly to pull off the 

barberries by the handful. He said, “he 

could fill his basket in less than no 

time;” but, pretty soon, he began to 

cry loudly. The bushes were covered 

with thorns, and, let him turn which 

way he would, he was sorely scratched. 

The back of his hands began to bleed; 

and, when he saw this, he threw his 

basket down, and “declared he would 

not pick any more.” "
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Tom laughed at him for getting out 

of patience so quickly, and showed him 

how to manage. 
Aunt Nancy made out very well, for 

she kept her gloves on. 

Kitty and Sarah proceeded cautiously, 

getting only a few scratches and only a 

‘few berries. 
At length aunt Nancy observed that 

Sarah frequently stopped to look at her 

thumb. She asked her “what was the 

matter ?” 

Sarah “did not know.” 
“Come here and let me look?” said 

aunt Nancy. “ Why, you have a large 

thorn in it, and I must take it out.” 

“Tt' will hurt me,” said Sarah, draw- 

ing back. 
“Yes, a little, of course,” said aunt 

Nancy; “but you must bear it like a 

brave little girl, for the thorn must 

come out. Tom, can you lend me a 

knife ?”
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Tom opened the smallest blade of his 

knife, and gave it to Miss Nancy. Sarah 

began to cry. 
“Don’t cry,” said Kitty, putting her 

arm affectionately around Sarah’s neck. 

“Don’t cry. It will hurt but a minute. 

I had one taken out once. You must 

not pull away your hand so. You will 

make aunt Nancy cut you.” 

“Tom, hold her hand!” said aunt 

Nancy firmly. 
Tom held it, and Sarah cried louder 

than ever. She thought she certainly 

should be killed. : 

The thorn had worked’ in under the 

skin some distance, and aunt Nancy had 

to pick around it before she could get it 

out. | 

Sarah cried all the time, and Kitty 

tried to comfort her. 

At last aunt Nancy. brought out the 

thorn on the point of the knife. 
“There! There!” said Kitty, clapping 

1l*
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her hands. “Now, are you not glad you 
had it out.” 

Sarah made no reply, but still kept on 
crying. 

Tom laughed and Charles laughed, 
and at last Sarah thought she might as 
well laugh too. 

“T shall not pick any more barberries, 
aunt Nancy,” said she. “ My finger 
aches so.” 

“T think you had better not,” said 
aunt Nancy. “ You can set down there 
and make a moss basket.” 

Sarah sat down, but she looked up 
now and then wistfully at Kitty as she 

saw her throwing the red berries into her 

pail,—for Kitty was now learning how to 

pick them. 
“Does your finger ache,” said Kitty, 

looking up and smiling. 

“Yes,” said Sarah. 

“Well, I am sorry, but never mind, it 

will feel better by-and-by.”
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“T shall not have any berries to carry 

home, and I told Dolly I would bring 

her some.” 
“Yes, you will,” said Kitty, shaking 

her head significantly. “Yes, indeed, you 

will, for I mean to give you just half of 

mine.” 
Kitty, as she spoke, looked a little 

like Rosa Day. She was with Rosa Day 

so much that she was growing like her. 

Aunt Nancy heard this, and looked 

around much pleased. 

“Kitty,” said she, “it makes us happier 

to be kind to each other, than it would 

toown all the berries here; does it not ?” 

“Yes, aunt Nancy,” said Kitty. 

Charles stood out behind some bushes, 

and heard this conversation. He looked 

down into his pail. It was half full of 

berries, leaves and sticks, altogether. 

“Tye a great mind to give them to 

Sarah,” thought he. “She has hurt her 

finger.”
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“No, I would not,” said selfishness. 

“You will not have any to carry home 

that will be worth showing.” 

“But then poor Sarah feels badly, 

and she has been crying.” 

“Never mind, Kitty will give her 

some, and Tom too, I dare say,” said 

selfishness again. “ You had better keep 

what you have.” 
¢ But it makes us happier to be kind 

to each other, than to own all the berries 
here.” 

“So it does,’ said Charley. “And 

here it goes.” 

Charles was trying in earnest to be a 

good boy, and so to overcome his besetting 

sin. He would not wait to hear selfish- 

ness talk any longer. He went directly 

up to Sarah and poured all the berries 

he had into her pail. Sarah looked quite 

happy. 
Charles turned around to see where 

aunt Nancy was, but she was not near
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enough to have seen him, so that he could 

not have her approval, but he had the 
approval of his own conscience, and he 

felt so happy and in such good spirits, 

that he left his little cousins and ran 

down the hill to swing on some birches.. 

Charles had, for once, as self- 

ishness. 
The afternoon was short, and near its 

close, the air became quite cool, and aunt 

Nancy thought it wise to return. 

Tom drove rather leisurely, for the 

sunset was unusually fine, and he felt: as 

if Miss Nancy would like to enjoy it as 

long as she could. Yet, leisurely ashe 

tried to drive, Billy was in a hurry for 
his supper, so that the west was still in 

its glory when he turned the corner by 

the apple-orchard. The ruddy fruit was 

glowing with such unusual beauty in 

the warm light, it attracted Tom’s eye. 

“ What a fine crop of apples!” said he 

to Charles.
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“ Fine,” said Charles. “ We shall have 
a cellar full.” 

“Do youremembcer, aunt Nancy, when 

we came here, how those apples were 
only little blossoms, and you told us God 
would take. care of them ?” 

“ Yes,” said aunt Nancy. 
“He has not forgotten them, has he ?” 
“No,” said aunt Nancy. “Not for one 

minute.” 
“T like to live here in the country,” 

said Sarah. ‘“ How many pleasant times 
we have had this summer, have we 
not ?” 

“ Yes,” said aunt Nancy, “I think you 
have enjoyed it very much.” 

“Oh, I am sure I have,” said Sarah. “I 
do not know which I have enjoyed most, 
the orchard, or the rides, or the flowers, 

or Red-breast and Love. I wonder where 
Red-breast has gone. I do believe he 
has left Love, for I thought I saw her 
here the other day.”



HER CITY COUSINS. 131 

“JT am very glad you have had so 

pleasant a summer,” said aunt Nancy: 

“We have all had a pleasant summer, 

I think. I hope we love God more than 

we did in the spring, and try to serve 

him better. He has been very kind to 

us, has he not?” 

“Yes, ma'am,” said Sarah. 

Charles turned partly around to listen. 

He was trying to be a good boy, that he 

might please God, and he hoped God was 

helping him. 
Tom stopped now before the gate. 

The door opened. A gentleman’s hat 

was on the hall-table. 

“ Why, father,” said Kitty, “I did not 
think of seeing you here.” 

“Did you not?” said Kitty’s father, 
looking very much pleased. 

And now there was a great screaming. 

The city cousins jumped hastily out of 

- the wagon—they ran in—and, in a mo- 
ment, they were in their father’s arms.
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“Qh, uncle Carpenter,” shouted Kitty, 

and she ran in too. 

Bess tottered out to have her time all 

over again, and aunt Carpenter and aunt 

Brown and Dolly stood, half laughing 

and half crying, on the door-step. 

Uncle Carpenter had returned from 

Europe sooner than he had anticipated, 

and had taken his family quite by 

surprise. 
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CHAPTER XIII. 

CONCLUSION. 

Uncie Carpenter said that Charles 

and Sarah had grown almost as stout 

as farmers’ children; and as for Bess, 

he thought he should not have known 

her. 

The summer in the country had done 

great things for them all. 

He observed also, that they had im- 

proved in mind and manners, and re- 

marked, in their hearing, “that he hoped 

to come oat and see them again the next 

summer.” 
The city cousins were nisied at this, 

though “next summer” seemed to them 

a long. way off. At present, however, 

, they were sorrowful, for, after a few more 

happy days, they must return to the 

city. 
12
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Soon all was leave-taking. The apple- 

orchard was visited for the last time. 

Sarah picked up one solitary apple, which 

was lying among the fallen leaves. She 

wished to keep it as @ memorial of 

pleasant thoughts. Charles carried away 

the deserted ground-sparrow’s nest as @ 

remembrancer. Leaves from the elm and 

twigs of pine, were also carefully put up 

in paper, to be preserved. The Maltese 

cat, which had long since been forgiven 

and restored to favour, was packed 

away in a_ basket, ready to journey- 

with them. 

The old school-house was visited for 

the last time, and the children and Miss 

Preston were called upon, and tears were 

shed at the parting kiss. 

But the tears fell most abundantly 

when Rosa and Kitty parted with the 

city cousins, for they had learned to love, 

each other very much. They made 80 

many promises to write often, and visit
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each other so frequently, that uncle and 
aunt Carpenter smiled. ' 

It was somewhat difficult, among so 
many last words, to find the real one, but 
it was finally said, and the, carriage 
started. The corner was turned, and 
the orchard—the noble elm—the house 
itself disappeared from sight. Soon even 
the village lay far behind—lost in the 
blue clouds. City sights and sounds 
came nearer and nearer; and, in a short 
time, our friends were once more together 
in their home in street. 

That night, after tea, uncle Carpenter 
called his family about him; and, with 
hearts filled with gratitude, they thanked 
God that He had watched over them so 
kindly while they had been separated, 
and had brought them together as a 
family again, well and happy. 

Both parents were grateful that the 
summer had been so profitable to their 
children; that it had done them good 
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“4 mind and heart, as well as in body: 

they had, as they believed, become more 

acquainted with God, and had now re- 

turned with new desires to obey and 

serve Him. 

They had judged rightly. By aunt 

Nancy’s counsel, by Rosa's example, by 

Kitty’s efforts, by the gentle teachings 

of nature in her summer beauty, and 

above all by the influences of the Divine 

Spirit upon their hearts, they had been 

lured to strive in earnest to walk in that 

strait and narrow path which leads to 

the golden gates of Heaven. 
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