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INTRODUCTION. 

Deception is one of the earliest and most 

common sins of childhood. ‘To illustrate it in 

its nature, forms, temptations, and consequences, 

is the chief object of this work. On all these 

points the writer has succeeded in teaching 

useful lessons, in a pleasant and impressive 

manner. She has been especially clear and 

discriminating, in exposing the various dis- 

guises which this vice wears, both in early life, 

and in the customs of what is called ‘‘ good so- 

ciety.” The book is also fruitful in incidental 

but well-considered hints to those parents, who 

anxiously desire to train up their children in 

habits of strict integrity and undeviating truth. 

To the serious perusal of all such, we affec-
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tionately commend it; at the same time, its 

easy and agrecable narratives will be sure to 

make the book a special favorite with the 

young. Besides its intrinsic merit, the fact 

that it has rapidly passed through two editions 

+n Great Britain, and received the commenda- 

tions of the wise and good, warrants us in 

bringing it before the American public, as an 

important addition to our juvenile religious lit- 

erature. May the great Spirit of Truth follow 

_it with His blessing.
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THE WILMOT FAMILY. 

  

CHAPTER I. 

THE DISASTER, 

O not tell mamma that I did it,” said Emily 
: Wilmot, as she beheld, with trembling horror, 

the fragments of a beautiful porcelain vase, 
which she had accidentally thrown down and broken, 
in the midst of a game of romps. 

“T shall not be the first to communicate the wo- 
ful tidings, certainly,” said Frank, her elder brother ‘ 
“but, if she asks me, you know I must tell her the 
truth.” 

“O, you are so provokingly particular, Frank ! 
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I am sure there is no use in getting me into a 

scrape.” 

« Your best way is to g0 and tell mamma your- 

self,” said Frank; “ you know that neither she nor 

papa are ever angry with us for an accident, if we 

speak the truth, and do not endeavor to conceal it.” 

«OQ, but I know mamma will be vexed,” replied 

Emily ; “for it was only the other day that I heard 

her tell some lady, who was admiring it, that she 

valued that vase 80 much, because it was a present 

from dear uncle Henry.” 

«Well, I have no doubt that she will be very 

sorry,” said Frank, ‘“ but will she not be far more 

sorry if you tell her an untruth ? Besides, you know, 

Emily, there is One who knows all about it, and, if 

you tell a lie, you will offend Him much more than 

you can dear mamma, by telling her the truth. 

Then, again, she will know that somebody waust have 

done it, and she will, perhaps, blame the servants. 

Q, Emily, go and tell her yourself.” | 

“ Tndeed, I shall do no such thing, for I know 

what she will say.”
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«¢ What will she say?” asked Frank. 

“Why, she will say we had no business in the 

drawing-room, for she has told us never to play 

there.” 

“Well, if you like, as I drew you into the scrape, . 

by beginning to play in the drawing-room, I will go 

and tell mamma myself,” said Frank. “I will tell 

her that it was my fault.” 

“©, no, Frank; indeed, I do not want her to 

know, and I think I can put in the pieces again, so 

that it will never be seen; I know Betsy has some 

cement she often mends china with. There, now,” 

said she, (after replacing the broken pieces, which 

fitted in so nicely that no one would have perceived 

the fracture,) “I am sure, when that is fastened 

with the cement, no one will find it out.” 

“Q, but, Emily, I cannot consent that mamma 

should be deceived; if you do not tell her, 1 must 

do so. Now, I must run away to. my lessons, but, 

by and by, I will ask whether you have told her.” 

So saying, Frank ran away to his books, and, find- 

ing that he was rather late, he made as much haste 

a
e
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as possible, that he might have his exercise and his 

sum ready by the time that Mr. Smith, the tutor, ° 

arrived. He had scarcely finished the last line of 

his exercise, when Mr. Smith was ushered into the 

school-room. 

“ Not ready, Frank,” he exclaimed, ‘how comes 

this? I never knew you too late with your tasks 

before.” 

“JT am afraid I have put off a little time, sir,” 

replied Frank. “TI did not think it was so late, and 

an accident that we met with at play this morning, 

put me out, and took up a good deal of time.” 

_« Well, my boy,” replied the tutor, “ you always 

give me a straightforward answer, therefore I can- 

not be angry with you; but you must remember 

that I expect you always to be quite ready, and you 

all in your places by ten o’clock. Where are your 

brothers ?” 

«J have not seen them since breakfast,” said 

Frank, “but I will see if they are ready.” Just as 

fS<epoke, Henry and Charles came in, with their 

faces as red as fire, and quite out of breath, as if
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they had been running very fast, and they were some 

minutes before they could give any account of them- 

selves. 

“ Now, young gentlemen,” said Mr. Smith, “ what 

have you been about this morning? I cannot allow 

you to be so unpunctual; I really must establish a 

forfeit, or a task,. for any one who is not ready when 

I come.” 

“T could not help it, indeed,” said Charles, still 

out of breath, and looking very confused, but answer- | 

ing so readily, that Mr. S. quite believed what he 

said. Papa sent us with a message to the Grove, 

and Mr. Harford kept usa long time waiting for 

the answer to the note; but I am sure we ran all 

the way home.” 

“Tf that is the case, you are not to blame,” 

replied Mr. S. ; “ but perhaps your papa is not aware 

how often I have to complain of your being behind- 

hand with your tasks, and that I have told you I 

expect to find you all seated round the table, waiting 

for me.” 

Henry had hitherto said nothing. Charlie had made |
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an excuse which applied to both, and Mr. Smith 

seemed to be satisfied with it; but Henry felt that 

he was deceived, for Charlie had not told him the 

whole truth, and he was just going to give his 

account of the delay, when Mr. Smith said, 

“You need not say any more about it, T am quite 

satisfied, — come to your books.” 

Accordingly they sat down to their lessons; but 

Henry was very uuhappy, and he looked thoughtful 

and abstracted, and did not seem to know what he 

was doing, while there was an expression of embar- 

rassment and uneasiness in his countenance, which 

was generally so open and joyous. | 

« What is the matter with you, Master Henry ?” 

asked his tutor at length. “If you do not attend 

better, I shall be obliged to give you a task.” 

Henry’s eyes filled with tears, and he looked up 

with an expression of hope that Charlie would speak 

out, and deliver him from his present uncomfortable 

state, by giving a more truthful account of their 

morning’s employment. Charlie, however, kept his 

head down on his book, and took no notice of his 

brother’s distress.
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“There is something wrong this morning, I can 

see,” said Mr. Smith; “out with it, my boy; that 

heart was never meant for concealment; and I am 

sure there is something troubling you.” Henry burst 

into tears, and then said, 

“T do not think that Charles told you exactly the 

truth about our being so late this morning. I 

begged him to tell you all about it, and I was sure 
-you would forgive us this once.” 

“ Well,” interrupted Charlie, “I have only said 
. what is quite true. Did not papa send us to Mr, 

* Harford? and were we not kept waiting a long time 
there? and I am sure we ran all the way home.” 

“Wait a moment, if you please, Charlie,” said 
Mr. 8., “I wish to hear Henry’s account.” 

Charlie’s face became like crimson, and he looked 

very angrily at his brother, while Henry continued, 
“It is quite true that we were kept waiting for 

the note, dear Charlie, but you know that we might 
have been back an hour sooner, if we had not gone 
to sail our boat in the pond at the back of the 
house.” 

2
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« QO, that is the secret of the delay, is it?” asked 

Mr. Smith, “and how came you to have your boat 

with you?” 

“ Why, sir, we had just finished rigging her yes- 

terday,” replied Henry, “ and we were longing to 

see whether she would sail well. So, when papa 

sent us with a message to the Grove this morning, we 

both thought it would be very nice to take our boat 

with us, and give it a sail on the pond, whilst we were 

waiting for an answer from Mr. Harford. As soon, 

therefore, as we had delivered the note, we ran round 

to the back of the house, and we shoved the boat into 

the water, and the wind carried it away quite into 

the middle of the pond, and we had a deal of trouble 

in getting it again ; and it was that which made us 

so long, though we ran all the way home.” 

Frank, who had been busily engaged over his les- 

sons, now looked up, with an expression which at 

once indicated his delight at hearing his brother give 

this manly and truthful account of their morning’s 

work, whilst, as his eye fell upon his little brother 

Charlie, his countenance assumed an expression of
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sadness, for he. was grieved to think that Charlie 

could thus endeavor to deceive his tutor. 

“ J shall think it my duty to acquaint Mr. Wil- 

mot with what has passed,” said Mr. Smith; “if 

you had told me the whole truth, I should have said 

no more about it, but it grieves me, Charlie, to be so 

continually finding you guilty of an attempt to 

deceive. I have no doubt that you silence the voice 

of conscience by saying that you did not tell a 

direct falsehood ; but if you keep back part of the 

truth, in order to leave a false impression upon my 

mind, and lead me to exonerate you from blame, 

you are equally guilty of telling a lie. In the sight 

of God there is no difference. A lie is the intention 

to deceive ; and I fear your heart must lead you to 

plead guilty in this respect, very, very often.” 

Mr. Smith continued to speak very solemnly to 

Charlie upon this subject, and at last he seemed to 

be really sensible how wrong he had been; and 

though Mr, Smith felt it right to conceal nothing 

from his parents, and therefore communicated the 

whole affair to Mr. Wilmot, yet he expressed his 

é‘“
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belief that Charlie was really penitent and convinced 

of his sin, and that he had great hope that he would 

try to be more careful in future. 

«The great fault that I have to find with him,” 

he continued, “is, that he never relates a fact ex- 

actly as it happened; he always manages to keep 

back some portion of the truth, if he has any end to 

answer by doing so, or he will give a certain color- 

ing to the events he is narrating, or the conver- 

sations he is repeating, which would completely 

deceive a person; and I find it very difficult to con- 

vince him that this, in the sight of God, is falsehood 

and deceit.” 

Mr. and Mrs. Wilmot were grieved to hear these 

complaints of their dear child, and Mr. Wilmot de- 

sired Charlie to come to him as soon as school was 

over, that he might follow up the kind and Christian 

admonitions of Mr. Smith. 

In the mean time, the conversation which had 

cecurred recalled to Frank’s mind what had passed 

with Emily in the morning, and he began to be very 

anxious to know whether she had summoned resolu-
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tion to tell her mamma how the accident had hap- 

pened. The fear that she might tell a lie, haunted 

him all the morning, and he blamed himself for not 

having removed the temptation from her, by him- 

self communicating the whole truth to his mamma 

before he went to the school-room. 

As soon as the morning arrangements in the fam- 

ily were completed, and little Julia, who was only a 

year old, had been laid snugly in her little crib for 

her morning sleep, Mrs. Wilmot always joined the 

three girls in the school-room, where she superin- 

tended their studies, and devoted herself to their 

instruction and improvement. Whilst the children 

were busy writing their copies, Mrs. Wilmot turned 

to Mary, the eldest, and said — 

“T have met with a little trial of my patience 

this morning. It is not right to allow oneself to be 

put out by anything of this kind, and I should not 

be vexed about it if I could only get at the truth. 

You know, Mary, my beautiful porcelain vase, which 

I value so much: well, I happened to be dusting it 

just now, for I always like to do it myself, for fear 
2%
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of an accident, when the thing fell to pieces in my 

hand,” 

_ «0, what a pity!” said Mary; “and do you not 

know how it was done?” 

“No,” said Mrs. Wilmot; “I suppose it must 

have been Betsy, when she was cleaning the room ; 

but she positively denies it, and it is this that vexes 

me. I always tell them that I am quite aware that 

accidents will happen sometimes, and that I am 

never angry if they speak the truth ; but still, when 

anything of this hind occurs, it is always Mr. No- 

body who does it.” 

If Mrs. Wilmot had happened to look at Emily 

at that moment, she would not have been any longer 

in doubt with regard to the one who had been the 

occasion of the mischief, for Emily’s face plainly told 

the tale, though she had not courage to speak out 

and tell her mamma the truth. O, what a moment 

this would have been for her to start up, throw her 

arms round her dear mamma’s neck, and say — “ It 

was I, dear mamma; do not blame Betsy, for it was 

I that did it.” But no—her mamma had not
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questioned any of her children, because she never 

imagined that they would conceal anything of the 

kind from her, if they had done it, and because she 

thought that no one had been in the drawing-room 

that morning but the house-maid. Emily kept her 

eyes down on her book, and in a few minutes she 

had recovered her composure ; and, though she did 

not feel very comfortable, yet, as her mamma had 

not asked her any questions, she thought there was 

no occasion to tell her anything about it. 

«T wish Frank had not known,” thought Emily, 

“for he will be sure to let it all out; but perhaps he 

will forget.” 

When the lessons were concluded, and the broth- 

ers and sisters met in the garden, Frank at once ran 

up to Emily, and, kindly patting her on the cheek, 

said — ! 

“ Well, my Emmy; have you told mamma about 

the vase ?” 

“ Go away, Frank,” said Emily impatiently, “ you 

are so tiresome. Mamma has never asked me about 

it, and what is the use of telling her?”
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“ Why, Emmy, you know she must blame some- 

body, and it is very ungenerous to let her blame the 

servants, when you know that you did it. Besides, 

Emily, you know, if you keep back the truth, you 

are, in the sight of God, telling a he, just as much 

as if you said you had not done it.” 

« Q, but I cannot tell her,” said Emily, ‘“ unless 

she asks.” 

«Then I shall!” cried Frank, determinedly ; and 

he started off to join his mamma, who was just then 

putting a few geraniums into the beds in front of 

the lawn, while Mary and Henry were assisting her 

to tie them up. 

« Dear mamma,” said Frank, “ I am going to tell 

‘you of such a misfortune that Emily and I have had 

to-day.” 

«A misfortune, my dear boy! what can it be? 

Nothing very serious, I hope?” 

“Something I am very sorry for,” said Frank ; 

“and I fear it was my fault; for I had to go into 

the drawing-room this morning to fetch a book, and 

Emily ran after me ; so I forgot all your injunctions
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about romping in the drawing-room, and while I was 

chasing Emily round the table, she knocked over 

your beautiful vase, and broke it.” 

Mrs. Wilmot’s countenance became very sad, and 

Frank, attributing it to her vexation about the vase, 

continued — 

“T am really sorry, dear mamma. I know it 

was very wrong to begin playing there; but I will 

try to be more careful in future.” 

“You mistake me, dear Frank,” replied Mrs. 

Wilmot; “it is not the broken vase that distresses 

me, though I am sorry to have it spoiled. But why 

did Emily allow me to blame Betsy, and why did she 

try to deceive me by concealing the truth, when she 

heard me speaking about it? It is this which grieves 

me: had you both come and told me at the moment, 

I should have said nothing, except that you must be 

more attentive to my rules in future.” 

“T did charge Emily to tell you, dear mamma; 

and if Mr. Smith had not come just in the middle 

of our distress, I should have come to you myself.” 

“Well, my dear boy, I am thankful that you have
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told me, and I pray God that he will ever lead you 

in the ways of truth and uprightness, and enable you 

to bear in mind that He is a God of truth, and that 

‘ He desireth truth in the inward parts.’ ” 

Mrs. Wilmot then sought for her little girl, and 

in the quiet of her own room she endeavored to con- 

vince her how wrong it was, and how sinful in the 

sight of God, thus to deceive her. Emily seemed to 

think that she could not have been guilty of false- 

hood, when she had never opened her lips on the 

subject ; but her mamma endeavored to convince her, 

that, as her silence was meant to deceive, it was ab- 

solutely falsehood in the sight of God ; and, whilst 

she had not accused another, she had, nevertheless, 

allowed another to be falsely accused in her hearing. 

Emily understood quite well what her mamma meant, 

and she was conscious that she had intended, if pos- 

sible, to deceive her, and let her think that some 

one else had done it. She now confessed her fault ; 

she was really softened,"and humbled under a sense 

of her wickedness, and was very thankful when her 

mamma told her to kneel down with her, and pray
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to God to pardon her sins, to wash them all away in 

the blood of his own dear Son, to give her a new 

heart, to remove from her the way of lying, and to 

enable her to speak the truth from the heart. 

When Emily found the kind way in which Frank 

had told his mamma of the accident, and how he had 

endeavored to take the blame upon himself, and to 

dwell more upon his own fault, in enticing his sister 

to play, than upon her misfortune, and her determi- 

nation not to tell her mamma, she could not help 

thinking what a kind, good brother she had, and 

how much she would like to be able always to speak 

the truth as boldly as he did. 

By the time that my readers have got thus far in 

this little narrative, they will no doubt have formed 

their own opinion of some of the members of the 

Wilmot family; but, before proceeding further, it 

will be well, perhaps, to introduce them more par- 

ticularly to each member of the family circle. 

Mr. and Mrs. Wilmot were truly excellent Chris- 

tian parents, and as they saw their little ones grow- 

ing up, as the olive branches, round about their
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table, and as ripening years unfolded the character 

of their dear children, they watched, with intense 

anxiety, every indication of the natural corruption 

within, and every cheering promise of fruit unto 
holiness. They were, on the whole, greatly blessed 

in their children, and the elder ones were beginning 

to repay all their watchfulness and anxiety, and to 

cheer their hearts by the evidence, continually mani- 

fested in the occurrences of each day, that the fear 

of God was ever before their eyes, restraining them 

from evil, and that the love of God was beginning to 

influence them in all their actions. Not that they 

were, by any means, faultless; — each had their 

peculiar failings, and there was still, no doubt, much 

that a parent’s watchful eye would detect, as ex- 
hibiting the corrupt tendencies which remain in the 
heart, even when renewed by divine grace. Frank, 

the eldest, was nearly sixteen at the time of which I 

am writing. He was a fine, noble-hearted, Christian 

boy, of a generous, affectionate disposition, a gentle, © ° 

amiable temper, and a winning kindness of manner, 
which made him a fayorite with every one. But the
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most beautiful feature in the character of Frank was 

its perfect guilelessness and transparency. From a 

child, he had been remarkable for his abhorrence of 

everything like deceit and falsehood. He could not 

bear to have a thought that was not laid open to the 

inspection of all. He was so afraid of inadvertently 

saying anything that was not strictly true, that he 

seldom spoke positively about anything until he had 

taken time to think. When he was quite a child, — 
his mamma sometimes said, “ Frank, can you not 

answer when you are asked a question?” But the 

little fellow used to say, “ Me thinking, mamma ; — 

me speak when me quite sure.” So,as he advanced 

in years, he still retained the same jealous fear of 

saying anything that was not truth itself: instead 

of the positive, hasty assertions which young people 

are too apt to make, Frank generally guarded his 
statements with the expression, ‘I think it was so,” 
“T will not be quite sure,” or “if I remember 
rightly,” &c. Frank was a noble example of home 

eutcation. He had never left his father’s roof; 

a good tutor was carefully sought out for the instrue~ 
3 
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tion of himself and his brothers, and they had none 

of them ever been exposed to the dangerous influ- 

ences of a public school. Many a fond mother 

pointed to the young Wilmots, more especially to 

the two eldest boys, Frank and Henry, as examples 

of the possibility of combining, in a system of home 

education, all that can tend to produce a hardy, 

active manliness of character, with the lovelier and 

softer traits of filial love and brotherly affection. 

But I must proceed with my family portrait. I 

need not enter into a long description of personal 

appearance, for I do not wish my young readers to 

attach much importance to the color of the eyes, the 

shape of a nose, or the beauty of figure. I will 

only add to my description of Frank, that his coun- . 

tenance was the index of his mind. There was an 

openness of expression, a politeness of manner, & 

gentleness of demeanor, which won the confidence 

and affection of all who knew him. 

Next in age to Frank, was Mary, a lovely, gentle, 

timid girl, about a year younger, but of very similar 

disposition. The great and striking feature of
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resemblance in their character was their steadfast 

love of truth. Mary was truthful in all her words 

and actions. She hated dissimulation. She was 

just and upright in all her dealings. There was a 

singleness of eye, a simplicity of heart, which 

showed itself in everything; and it was this golden 

link of truthfulness which bound the hearts of the 

brother and sister so closely together. It was 

beautiful to witness their affection for each other, 

and the protecting care with which Frank followed 

his sister’s movements. He was always at hand to 

assist her in every little difficulty, to shield her 

from any appearance of danger, and to enter into 

all her pursuits; and then there was so much 

respect as well as affection in his manners towards 

her, contrasting strongly with the manners of too 

many schoolboys, who are afraid of encountering the 

ridicule and bantering of their companions if they 

venture to mention the name even of a sister. 

Mary was equally attached to her brother ; — they 

agreed in their pursuits; they were both fond of 

study; their tastes were congenial, and, above all,
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their youthful hearts were alike interested in the 

solemn truths of religion. Mary looked up to her 

brother as a protector and a friend ; and, though timid 

and reserved by nature, there was not a thought of 

her heart which she could not freely express to 

Frank. Mrs. Wilmot rejoiced in observing how 

the youthful hearts of these two were knit together 

in the bonds of Christian love, and she felt that 

their united influence was very great over the 

younger children, and that their example was likely 

to be greatly blessed to their brothers and sisters. 

I desire to repeat, here, that it is far from my 

wish that my young readers should form the mistaken 

sdea that either Frank or his sister was altogether 

without faults. They, doubtless, had their failings, 

and perhaps a little more acquaintance with the 

family group may serve to convince us that perfec- 

tion is not to be looked for in any human character ; 

and that, even where the lovely effects of divine 

grace are peculiarly prominent, even there we may 

expect continual proofs of the existence of a law in 

the members, which, if left for a moment to our-
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selves, will bring us into captivity to the law of sin 

and death; but “thanks be to God who giveth us 

the victory, through Jesus Christ our Lord.” The 

life of God in the soul involves a perpetual struggle, 

put it is one in which we may feel the blessed assur- 

ance that greater is He that is for us than he that 

is against us, and that “He is able to supply al/ our 

need according to his riches in glory by Christ 

Jesus.” 

But I must proceed to introduce the rest of the 

family to my young readers. Jane, the next in age, 

was of a very different character from her sister ; 

she was lively, energetic, and enthusiastic in every- 

thing ; of an affectionate, kind disposition, though a 

little quick and impatient in temper naturally; but 

she had been taught so to curb and restrain her 

natural impetuosity, that it was very seldom that 

any exhibition of it occurred, and, when it did, she 

was always ready to acknowledge her fault, and was 

really sorry for it, and desirous of overcoming it in 

future. Henry, the second son, who was now about 

twelve years of age, was a fine, ingenuous boy, full 

3* .
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of life and spirit. Very bold and daring, fond of all 

kinds of boyish sports, and sometimes a little inclined 

to be mischievous ; but he was so sorry when his fun 

was the cause of injury to others, and so anxious to 

make full reparation for any little mischief which he 

might have occasioned, that every one was ready to 

forgive and forget his petty injuries. He was also 

always the first to come and tell of his own delin- 

quencies, and thus he effectually disarmed those who | 

had any cause of complaint against him. He was 

always ready to do a kind action for any one, and he 

would sometimes leave a favorite sport, to go and 

carry some poor woman’s pail of water, that he 

thought was too heavy for her, or to help a little 

one over a stile, or to drive home some poor neigh- 

bor’s cow or donkey that had strayed; so that he 

was a universal favorite in the village, and many a 

hearty greeting he met with from the cottagers, 

when strolling about, or when sent on errands of 

kindness with his elder brother. 

Charles was a year younger than his brother 

Henry, but he was by no means of so promising a
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disposition ; he was inclined to be rather passionate, 

and, as we have already seen, his word was not to 

be depended upon. It was not enough for him, that 

he had a kind papa and mamma, who were never 

unreasonable, or angry about things of no moment. 

Charles could not bear to be blamed, and, rather 

than be told that he had done wrong, or that he had 

been very careless or idle, he would often keep back 

some portion of the truth, or represent what had 

passed in such a way as to justify himself at the 

expense of strict uprightness and honesty. If any 

one had called Charles a liar, he would have been 

sorely offended; and yet how often was he guilty of 

alie in the sight of God, “ by whom actions are 

weighed,” and who looketh to the “thoughts and 

intents of the heart!” His purpose was too often to 
deceive ; and what is this, my dear young friends, 

but to follow him who was a deceiver and a liar 
from the beginning. 

His sister, Emily, who was only seven, was a very 

sweet, engaging child ; but she had followed the bad 
example of her brother Charles, and she was sadly
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addicted to falsehood. She was of a very timid dis- 

position, and easily frightened ; and there is no doubt 

that fear was in her the originating cause of that 

tendency which was so deeply deplored by her 

watchful Christian parents. When Emily was 

about four years old, Mrs. Wilmot was so unfortu- 

nate as to have a nurse who, though very strongly 

recommended, and, in many respects, a valuable 

servant, was very injudicious, and rather harsh. 

The younger children were much afraid of her, for 

she would be as angry with them for accidentally 

destroying or tearing a frock, as for doing anything 

decidedly wrong; and the consequence was, that, 

rather than encounter the stern rebuke, or the 

impatient slap, or the more severe punishment 

which sometimes followed any childish misdemeanor, 

the timid, frightened child would try to frame ex- 

cuses, or endeavor to hide an accident by some 

deceitful manewuvre, and sometimes by a direct 

falsehood. It was not long before Mrs. Wilmot 

discovered this serious defect in the discipline and 

management of the nursery ; and, finding that



THE DISASTER. 83 

Martha had too good an idea of her own skill in 

training the young, to be influenced by her advice 

and example, she soon filled her place with another, 

who proved a most valuable and conscientious assist- 

ant to her in her efforts to bring up her children 

in the nurture and admonition of the Lord; but not 

before Martha had unhappily sowed the seeds of 

deceit and falsehood in the minds of the younger 

children by her injudicious strictness. 

And now, before proceeding further, I must give 

one word of solemn caution to any of my young 

readers who have the misfortune to be similarly 

circumstanced with this little family, under their 

cross nurse, Martha. 

Remember, that though such injudicious strictness, 

on the part of those who have the charge of young 

people, may often lead to the evils of which we are 

speaking, viz., deceit and falsehood; yet it can 

never justify, nor even padlliate, them in the sight 

of God, whom you ought to fear above all else. Our 

Saviour says, “Fear not them which kill the body, 

and after that have no more that they can do, but
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fear Him who, after he hath killed, hath power to 

cast both body and soul into hell, — yea I say unto 

you, fear Him.” How much better is it, my dear 

young friends, to meet patiently the anger of an 

offended parent, or a severe governess, Or & CTOSS 

nurse, than it is to incur the anger of Almighty God, 

and to grieve that blessed Spirit, who can alone 

cleanse and purify your heart! 

O that you would only strive to remember, when- 

ever the temptation to falsehood arises, Now I am 

in the sight of God! a heart-searching God, who 

knows every thought, who sees every action, who 

hears every word; how then can “I do this great 

wickedness, and sin against God!” Call to mind 

the little hymn with which many of you, I have no 

doubt, are familiar, — 

«‘ God is in heaven! can he hear, 

If I should tell a lie ? 

Yes, though thou saidst it very low, 

He ’d hear it in the sky.” 

Then lift up your hearts to Him: ask Him to enable 

you to speak the truth — to take away from you
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lying lips — to enable you to say, “I hate and abhor 

lies, but thy law do I love.” Think before you 

speak; and when you are just about to tell a lie, let 

your heart be instantly lifted up to God, with the 

simple prayer, “ Lord, help me to speak the truth!” 

If little Emily had done this, she would never have 

fallen into such a bad habit of untruthfulness, and 

caused thereby so much grief and pain to her dear 

parents, and to all those who watched over her with 

anxious solicitude for her spiritual good.
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CHAPTER Il. 

THE BOTANIZING PARTY. 

  

     

    

pp OW I wish, said Henry to his mamma, when 

L084 he and his brothers were assisting her one day 

    

in weeding the flower-beds opposite the draw- 

ing-room windows, “ How I wish that the Harfords 

had asked us to go with them to the woods on Satur- 

day! Do you know they are going to have such a 

nice pic-nic party to the Cromer woods, and they are 

going to have a whole day’s botanizing ; and I should 

so like to go with them?” 

«JT dare say you would, Henry ; but I should be 

‘nclined to suspect that Mr. and Mrs. Harford will 

think they have quite enough to do in taking charge 

of their own boys, without the addition of three noisy 

fellows like you.” 

«OQ, but mamma,” cried Charlie, “do you not 

think it very strange that they have never asked us. 

to go, for they must know that we should like it?”
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“T wish they had, Charlie,” replied their mamma ; 

“but you may depend upon it, if they had wished 

for your company, they would have invited you to 

join them.” 

“T know, if I see any of the young Harfords,” 

said Charlie, “I shall try and get an invitation. I 

am going to take my boat to them, to see if they 

can mend it, and perhaps I shall be able to give 

them a hint that we should like to be of the party.” 

“Q, no hints, Charles!” cried Frank; “I cannot 

bear hints ; I would rather ask them at once to allow 

us to accompany them.” 

“I did not mean to do anything more than just 
speak of their long day’s expedition,” said Charlie, 
“and ask them a few particulars about it; and that 
might lead them to say,‘ Won’t you come with us??” 

“Well, Charlie, I beg you will not do any such 
thing,” said Frank. 

“ No, no, pray do not,” cried Henry; ‘no hints, 
Charlie; you are always for giving hints. Now I 
had much rather ask them at once to let us go; and 
if I were not afraid they might think it intruding, I 

4
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would ask, for they are always very kind; but then 

I am afraid they might think us in the way.” 

Just then Mr. Wilmot called to the boys, and 

told them that he was going to the farm, and that, 

if they would get their ponies, and ride round there, 

he would be ready, in about half-an-hour, to take a 

nice ride with them. Accordingly, Charlie and 

Henry ran away to order their ponies, and they were 

not long in setting out to follow their papa, while 

Frank offered to accompany his mamma and Mary 

in a visit to some poor person who was ill, and whom 

she was anxious to see. 

As the two boys were riding to the farm, which 

was about a mile and a half from the house, they 

overtook the young Harfords, who were taking a 

long walk with their papa and mamma; and Mr. 

Harford was just then busily engaged in dissecting 

a flower, which they had picked, and endeavoring to 

explain its specific character to his young people. 

The boys instantly,jumped off their ponies, and — 

ran to speak to their young friends, and Charlie 

immediately thought of the party to the woods, and
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what a nice opportunity it would be to seek for an 

invitation. They accordingly walked on, leading 

their ponies for some time, talking about the flowers 

that they were examining, and Charlie about his 

boat, which had lost its rudder. 

“Bring it up to us,” said James Harford, ‘and 

we will soon make it all right ; but you must not 

bring it to-morrow,” he added, “ for we shall not be 

at home; we are going out for the whole day.” 

Here Charlie slipped on a little in advance of his 

brother, for he did not want him to hear. And then 

he began asking sundry questions about where they 

were going, how far the Cromer woods were, whether 

they were to walk or ride, or go in the carriage ; and 

then he began speaking with great enthusiasm about 

the wild flowers, and how fond he was of botanizing. 

«J wish you were going too,” said James; “ but 

papa and mamma thought that Mr. and Mrs. Wilmot 

would not like you to go so far without them.” 

«“Q, indeed, mamma was wondering that we were 

not asked!” said Charlie, “and she is very anxious 

that we should go.”
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«© then Iam sure you may,” cried James; “I 

will go and ask mamma.” So saying, he ran off to 

his mamma, and begged that the young Wilmots 

might be allowed to accompany them. 

“ Certainly, if their papa and mamma approve,” 

said Mrs. Harford ; “but I do not think they will 

let them go.” 

«@Q yes, mamma, I am sure they will,” replied 

James; “for Charlie says that his mamma wished 

him to go, and wondered we had not asked 

him.” 

« Well, my love, we shall be very glad if they 

will join you; and I will write a note to Mrs. 

Wilmot in the evening, and ask permission for them 

to accompany us.” 

As soon as they had shaken hands with their 

young friends, and remounted their ponies, Charlie 

exclaimed, with a triumphant air, ‘There, now, I 

told you I would get an invitation.” 

«Yes, Charlie, but I do not much like going,” 

said Henry; “for I think they do not really want 

us.”
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«“ Never mind that,” he replied ; ‘I am sure you 

ought to be much obliged to me, for you would 

never have been asked if I had not given some of 

my hints, as you call them.” 

By this time they had reached the farm, when 

they saw their papa on horseback waiting for them, 

and engaged in chatting with old Jones, the farmer. 

As soon as their papa met them, they told him of 

the invitation to join the pic-nic party the next day. 

He made no objection, but desired them to ask 

mamma. 

As soon as they returned home, Charlie, full of 

glee, ran to tell Frank that they were all three 

asked to go with the Harfords, on Saturday. “ Is 

not that delightful ?” said he. 

“Yes; I am very glad,” replied Frank; “ but 

how came they to ask us? I am afraid that you 

have been giving some of your broad hints.” 

“No, indeed,” replied Charlie, “they are most 

anxious for us to go with them, and they asked us 

as soon as ever they saw us,”— thus evading a 

direct answer, for he well knew that Frank would 

4%
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be very vexed, if he knew how he had obtained 

the invitation. 

In the course of the evening, whilst Mr. and Mrs. 

Wilmot were engaged with friends who had been 

dining with them, Mrs. Wilmot received a note 

from Mrs. Harford, requesting permission for the 

children to accompany them, the next day, on their 

botanizing expedition, and expressing her regret 

that they had not known sooner that they would 

like them to go. From the manner in which the 

invitation was given, Mrs. Wilmot saw, at once, 

that Charlie had been mancuvring to gain his end ; 

and then, according to his usual habit, that he com- 

pletely misrepresented what had passed. She could 

not say anything to him that evening, as she was 

engaged with company ; but she had drawn forth the 

simple truth from Henry, which confirmed her in 

her opinion of Charlie's deceitful manner of gaining 

his point. She desired Henry to say nothing to his 

prother on the subject, as she wished to take an 

opportunity of speaking very solemnly to him. 

Charlie, however, observed that his mamma seemed
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sad, and that there was something so grave and 

serious in his papa’s manner, when he bade him 

good-night, that he felt very uncomfortable; not 

from the consciousness that he had not been speak- 

ing the truth from his heart, — not because he felt 

that God’s eye had been upon him, and that He 

knew every winding path of deceit and falsehood, 

by which he had obtained his desire, — but, because 

he had a kind of undefined feeling of fear that his 

papa and mamma had found tt owt. “ I wonder . 

what it is,” said he to himself, as he was undress- 

ing. “Perhaps Henry has told them. What 

simpleton I was, to let him know that I had asked!” 

Charlie, however, went to bed and fell asleep before 

Henry followed him, and as Henry did not wish to 

be questioned by him, he stole out of the room 

before Charlie was awake in the morning. The 

sound of the door closing, however, awoke Charlie, 

who was surprised to find his brother gone ; but, in- 

stantly recollecting that this was the happy day upon 

which he had been reckoning so much, he jumped 

out and ran to the window to see what sort of a day
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it was. The sun was shining very brightly, there 

was scarcely a cloud in the sky, the birds were 

warbling forth their morning carol, and everything 

seemed to promise a very happy day to the young 

people. Charlie was very quick in dressing, and 

was whistling away, full of glee, and equipping him- 

self for the occasion, when the door of his room 

opened, and his mamma walked in, and, shutting the 

door after her, sat down. The sight of her grave 

face instantly recalled to Charlie’s mind what he 

had observed the night before, and, instead of rush- 

ing as usual to welcome her and to bid her good- 

morning, the color rose to his cheeks, while he 

endeavored to put on an air of unconcern and 

innocence, which could but ill conceal the tumult 

within. 

« Charlie,” said his mamma, “ I think you know 

what I have come for, do you not ?” 

“ No, indeed, mamma,” said Charlie, ‘‘ how can 

I know ?” 

“Your own conscience will best answer that 

questitn, my dear boy,” said Mrs. Wilmot; “ you
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have grieved me more than I can express, Charlie, 

by this fresh instance of dissimulation and false- 

hood. I will not lead you to add sin to sin, by 

asking you any questions; but I wish to make you 

sensible how far you have departed from the truth, 

in all your efforts to gain this day’s pleasure. In 

the first place, you gave Mrs. Harford reason to 

think that I wished you particularly to go, and that I 

had thought it very strange that they had not asked 

you. Was this true, Charlie?” 

Charlie hung down his head, but said nothing. 

“You then boast of your having procured an 

invitation, by your own skilful manoeuvring, and 

then you give me to understand that the invitation 

was freely given, unsolicited on your part. How 

much better would it have been to pursue the manly, 

truthful course, which Frank and Henry pointed 

out to you, and openly to say to your young friends 

that you would like to go with them if they had no 

objection! I should then have been delighted that 

you had the pleasure, of which now I feel it my 

painful duty to deprive you. I cannot allow you to
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go with your brothers to-day. I must endeavor to 

make you see, my dear boy, that it is an evil thing, 

and bitter, to pursue the by-paths of deceit and 

falsehood. It grieves me to deprive you of a 

pleasure ; but, Charlie, how much more will it 

grieve me to see you growing Up with this besetting 

sin unconquered ! ” 

Here Charlie burst into tears ; he entreated his 

mamma to forgive him this once, and he would 

always speak the truth in future. 

« No, my dear boy,” said Mrs. Wilmot, “ I can- 

not alter my present determination ; your papa and 

I both feel that it is impossible to grant you the 

indulgence, which you have sought to obtain through 

such unworthy means. It gives us more pain than 

it does you, Charlie; you think only of the dis- 

appointment ; we think of the interests of your 

immortal soul, and it grieves us to the very heart, 

to see you thus following the devices of Satan, the 

father of lies, and thus shutting yourself out from 

the love and favor of God. We must use every 

means in our power to convince you that the paths
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of uprightness and holiness are the only paths of 

peace and happiness, even here. You never can be 

loved and respected of men, whilst you act as you 

do now; and you certainly can never be truly 

happy. You may try to forget, for a time, every- 

thing but the engagement of the moment, but I am 

sure you cannot be happy. Are you, Charlie ¢” 

,* No, mamma, * sobbed Charlie; “but if you will 

lly forgive me this time, I never will do the same 

again.” 

« T am afraid, my dear child,” said Mrs. Wilmot, 

‘that you are making very rash promises, forget- 

ting altogether your own weakness, and forming 

resolutions in your own strength; and this will end 

as it has often done before, in your forgetting them 

in the moment of temptation, and falling an easy 

prey to the wicked one. Besides, my dear boy, if 

you will examine your own heart, you will find that 

all this passionate burst of grief arises, not from a 

sense of sin, —not from the conviction that you 

have offended God, — but from the fear of losing the 

pleasure, for the obtaining of which you have risked
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so much. I must leave you, Charlie, to ponder over 

what has passed, and all that I have said to you; 

and may you have a godly sorrow for sin, not on 

account of its punishment, but on account of its hate- 

fulness in the sight of a holy, heart-searching God. 

Now, my dear boy, let us unite in prayer, that God 

will pardon your sins, and wash them away in the 

blood of his own dear Son.” 

Mrs. Wilmot then earnestly prayed with and for 

her child, that the Lord would set a watch before 

his mouth, and keep the door of his lips; that he 

would remove from him the way of lying, and enable 

him to speak the truth from his heart. 

When Charlie arose from his knees, Mrs. Wilmot 

was thankful to find that his heart was much soft- 

ened, that he was more sensible of his sin, and ready 

to acknowledge the justice of his punishment. 

«The best proof, my dear child,” continued she, 

«that you can give me that you are convinced of 

your sin, and truly sorry, is to acquiesce quietly and 

patiently in the punishment which we feel it neces- 

sary to inflict. We do it in sorrow, not in anger ;
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but our purpose is fixed, and you must not saya 

word more about it, but endeayor patiently to bear 

the disappointment which you have brought upon 

yourself.” | 

Mrs. Wilmot then left Charlie alone, whilst she 

went to prepare for breakfast. Sundry preparations 

were making by the two elder boys for their day's 

expedition ; but when they found that Charlie was 

not to accompany them, their pleasure was consider- 

ably damped ; for they were too amiable, and too: 

fond of each other, to enjoy any pleasure apart. 

After breakfast, as Mr. and Mrs. Wilmot were tak- 

ing a turn in the garden, and speaking, with deep 

pain, of the necessity of thus robbing Charlie of his 

dearly-longed-for pleasure, they were interrupted by 

Frank, who stole quietly to his mamma’s side, and 

whispered in her ear — 

“Mamma, will you grant me a favor ?” 

“T will, if it is right to grant it, my dear boy ; 

speak out, and tell me what it is.” 

«Will you, dear mamma, forgive Charlie, and let 

him go with us?” 

5
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“ Forgive him! Certainly, we both do, Frank ; 

but we cannot let him accompany you: it would be 

very wrong in us to do so.” 

«Then, dear mamma, do you think we may decline 

going with the Harfords? It will take off half the 

pleasure if we leave him at home ; and then what 

can we say to the Harfords? I had rather not go 

than be obliged to tell them the reason of Charlie 

staying behind ; for I fear they will not like him so 

well in future.” 

«J quite approve, and value the feelings which 

prompt you to make this request, my dear Frank ; 

they are just what a kind, generous brother should 

feel ; but I am afraid I cannot grant it, for many 

reasons, which your papa and I will explain to you 

more fully afterwards. You must go, for it would 

appear very strange NOW to disappoint the Harfords, 

when they are to call for you in a few minutes. But 

there is no need for you to say 4 single word about 

your brother's conduct : I. will explain to them that 

we have felt it necessary to keep him at home; and
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I am sure they are. too well-bred, and too kind, to 

question you about it.” 

Frank went away, rather cast down at the issue 

of his appeal to his papa and mamma, but feeling 

satisfied that they knew best, and that they were 

only consulting Charlie’s good. 

In the mean time, Charlie had retired to his own. 

room again, as soon as breakfast was over ; and he 

sat looking out at the window, and listening to the 

sounds of preparation in the yard. | 

Now, I must tell you that the boys had each a 

nice pony. ‘There was Jeannie, Dandy, and Jet. 

Jeannie was very old, and quiet; and, as she was 

more easily managed, she was generally appropriated 

to Charlie’s use. Dandy was Frank’s pony, and a 

nice, strong, active pony he was, but he was rather 

misnamed in being called Dandy, for he was as 

rough as rough could be,—a thorough Shetland 

pony, with long mane and tail ; his only fault was 

his height, for Frank was outgrowing his steed, and 

his papa promised to look out for a more suitable 

pony for him as a new-year’s present. Jet was a
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remarkably pretty, eleck little fellow ; he was given 

to Henry by a young friend, who had died since, 

and, therefore, he prized him very much. He was 

called Jet, because he was perfectly black, with the 

exception of a little white star on the forehead, and 

his pretty silken coat shone in the sun like a piece 

of fine satin. It was always a great treat to the 

other boys, when Henry kindly allowed them to 

ride Jet. 

When Charlie had been talking over the arrange- 

ments for the expedition with his brothers, Henry 

had kindly promised that he would let him ride Jet 

as a great treat, and he would take old Jeannie 

instead. Charlie was sitting by the window, look- 

ing very thoughtful and sad. When he saw the 

boy bringing up his favorite Jet from the field, and 

when he thought of the nice ride he would have had, 

and the day of pleasure he had anticipated, he burst 

into a fresh flood of tears, and continued erying very 

bitterly for some time. 

Just as the clock struck ten, Mr. and Mrs. Har- 

ford, with their two eldest girls, drove up in the
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phaeton, and the boys followed on their ponies, with 

their botanical boxes swinging at their side, and they 

looked very gayly equipped in their light summer 

trowsers, and nice shady straw hats, just suited to a 

hot summer’s day. Mrs. Harford begged that Mary 

might be allowed to fill a vacant place in the car- 

riage, which she was very happy to do, and the 

whole party soon moved off, with very happy faces, 

and very light hearts, excepting Frank and Henry, 

who, as they caught a sight of poor Charlie looking 

at them from a small passage window which over- 

looked the court, felt their pleasure much damped 

by knowing that he was left at home to brood over — 

his disappointment. 

As soon as they were all gone, Jane stole into her 

brother’s room, and tried to comfort and cheer him ;- 

but at first Charlie was very sulky, and could not 

overcome his feelings of vexation. Jane, however, 

reminded him of what his mamma had said, — that 

i+ depended very much upon his behavior under this 

punishment, whether she believed in his being sorry, 

and restored him to her fayor; and at length Charlie 

5*
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was persuaded to wash his face, and dry up his tears, 

and go down to the garden, that he might try and 

recover his equanimity before he saw his mamma, 

Mrs. Wilmot, seeing that he was making a great 

exertion to overcome his feelings, and to be humble 

and patient under the trial which he had brought 

upon himself, called him to her, and telling him 

that she hoped this would be a lasting lesson to him, 

and lead him to make the most earnest endeavors, 

in dependence upon the grace of God, to overcome 

his besetting sin, she kissed him, and told him she 

wished to say no more on the subject, and that he 

and his sisters might go and employ themselves as 

they wished during the absence of their companions. 

Jane, Emily, and Charlie, all agreed that it would 

-be-very nice to surprise dear Frank and Henry, when 

they returned, by letting them find their gardens 

nicely weeded and put in order, and one or two 

pretty new plants put into them. Accordingly they 

- yan to their mamma, and asked permission to go to 

Mr. Dawson’s nursery garden, to select one or two 

things for their brothers’ gardens. Mrs. Wilmot
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very willingly allowed this, but as she did not like 

the girls going without her, she said she would put 

on her bonnet, and go with them. 

The young people were now quite full of the sur- 

prise that they would give Frank and Henry. “I 

am sure,” said Jane, “they do deserve it; they are 

such kind, good brothers.” 

Mrs. Wilmot rejoiced that Charlie had been led, 

by dear Jane’s suggestion, to hit upon the most suc- 

cessful plan for getting the better of his own chagrin 

and disappointment, by trying to do something which 

would afford pleasure to others; thus effectually 

checking all the bad passions of the heart, which 

might have led him to grudge his brothers the pleas- 

ure of which he was deprived, and to harbor an 

unkind and jealous feeling towards them, and caus- 

ing all the kindlier and more Christian dispositions 

of love and kindness to flow out towards them. The 

pleasant’ exercise of brotherly love effectually soothed 

and comforted poor Charlie, and he was soon com- 

pletely engrossed in the thoughts of the pleasure
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they were preparing for the rest of the party when 

they returned home. 

«But what are we to do for Mary ?” asked 

Emily ; “‘ we cannot surprise her in the same way, 

for her garden is so neat already ; there is not a weed 

in it.” 

«Q! but we may put some very pretty things 

into it,” replied Charlie; “ and that will delight 

her, for she is so fond of flowers.” 

While they were thus conversing together, their 

mamma appeared, all ready to accompany them, and 

little Julia, with her nurse, was summoned to join 

their party. It was always a great treat to the chil- 

dren to go to Mr. Dawson’s, for they were never 

tired of looking at the beautiful flowers in the hot- 

houses, and asking the names of the many pretty 

garden-flowers, which they really thought mamma 

should have in her own garden. 

«Q, mamma!” cried Charlie, “ here is a beauti- 

ful small fuchsia, and it is only a sixpence ; do you 

not think we might get that for Mary ™ . 

“Yes, if you like, my love,” said Mrs. Wilmot ;
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«but you must bear in mind how much you can 

afford to spend amongst you, and try to choose your 

plants economically ; but as your papa and I like to 

encourage you to take pleasure in making others 

happy, we have agreed to add half-a-crown each to 

your little store.” 

«Q, thank you, thank you, dear mamma,” cried 

all three; ‘that will help us to get some very 

pretty things.” 

“[ know Frank said he was very anxious to get 

some good roses,” said Jane. 

« Well, I can give you some beautiful varieties, 

very cheap,” said Mr. Dawson, “ three for a shil- 

ling.” 

«QO, that is delightful!” said she, picking out 

those she thought he would like best. 

“Here, here, Jane,” cried Charlie; “look at 

these beautiful scarlet geraniums; but I suppose 

they are very dear.” 

“No, sir,” replied Dawson; “I have a great 

quantity of young cuttings just coming into flower, 

which you shall have at sixpence each.”
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Accordingly a pretty scarlet geranium for each 

garden was set aside, and then they proceeded to 

choose a number of small but pretty annuals, which 

they knew would be quite new to their brothers and 

Mary. At last their money was expended, and they 

were all impatience to get back to their own garden, 

that they might lose no time in getting everything 

prepared before the botanizing party could possibly 

return. The gardener was speedily summoned to 

their assistance, and in a very short time the pretty 

plants were transferred to the gardens of the young 

people, and they looked so gay and pretty, that 

Charlie and his sisters could do nothing but stand 

and look at them, exclaiming, every NOW and then, 

«JT wonder what they will say al 

«“ We will not let them see them to-night, because 

st will be nearly dark, perhaps, before they come 

home,” said Jane; “ but we will wait till after 

breakfast to-morrow, and then we will come and 

walk in the garden, just as if nothing had happened, 

and when we pring them round this way how sur- 

prised they will be!”
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The hours passed quickly away whilst the young 

people were thus happily employed, and Mrs. Wil- 

mot was much gratified to see the hearty pleasure 

which the brothers and sisters took in gratifying 

each other. She was also truly glad, that whilst she 

had felt it necessary to deprive Charlie of so great 

a pleasure as the one his brothers were enjoying, he 

had been able thus to divert his mind, instead of 

brooding sullenly over his punishment. 

As they were sitting at tea, Emily suddenly 

started up: ‘ Here they come! I see them coming 

up the avenue!” and in a minute they were all at 

the front door to welcome the happy party home. 

Charlie kept a little behind, as he could not help 

fearing that they must have been told why he was 

kept at home, and that they might not meet him so 

kindly as usual. But the Harfords were fine, gen- 

tlemanly boys, and very kind-hearted, and they 

were very sorry for Charlie, whilst they abstained 

from asking any questions about him which they 

thought would vex his brothers, and they shook 

hands with him just as usual on their return.
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« Now, then,” said Mrs. Wilmot, “you must all 

come in and take a cup of tea, and then you shall go 

home.” The ponies were accordingly led round to 

the stable, while the whole party drew round the 

tea-table, and talked over the day’s adventures. 

After tea the botanical boxes were opened, and a 

great variety of wild flowers produced, many of 

which were quite new to the young people, and they 

were all eagerness to sit down and examine them, 

that they might find out their names. «We will 

leave you a bit of each, Frank,” said John Harford. 

« And I will divide mine with you,” said Frank ; 

and before they parted there was a fair exchange and 

division of property, and they agreed that each party 

should try and discover the name of the plants, and 

then compare their observations, and see if they 

agreed. Charlie observed that neither Frank nor 

Henry said a great deal about their day’s pleasure, 

but he knew quite well the reason, namely, that 

they would not remind him how much he had lost 

by staying at home ; and this fresh instance of the 

kindness and amiability of his brothers only made
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him more happy in thinking of the pleasure he had 

been preparing for them during their absence. 

The next morning the younger children were all 

impatience to hurry over the breakfast, that they 

might get into the garden. But as Mr. and Mrs. 

Wilmot begged to be allowed to participate in the 

pleasure of witnessing the first look of surprise, they 

waited patiently till the breakfast things were ° 

removed, and Mr. Wilmot proposed a turn in the 

garden before they sat down to their books. The 

whole party then sallied forth, and whilst walking 

through the shrubbery, which the gardener was em- 

ployed in weeding, Frank asked Henry and Charlie 

if they would come and help him in weeding his 

garden, “ for,” said he, “I have had no time lately 

to attend to it, and it is all full of weeds.” 

“So is mine,” said Henry, “and I will help you 
if you will do the same kind office for me.” 

“‘ Let me go and look at them,” said Mrs. Wilmot, 

not wishing the boys to arrive first at the garden; 
“let us all go together, and put to shame these lazy 
fellows who cannot even keep a small piece of gar- 

6
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den fit to be seen. I hope yours, young ladies, are 

neat ; indeed, yours, Mary, is always nicely kept ; we 

may look in vain for a weed there.” 

Just as she said this, they arrived at the plot 

of ground which had been railed off and appro- 

priated to the use of the young people. Now, my 

dear young reader, would you not have liked to be 

among the little party at that moment, and to have 

seen the astonished faces, and heard the exclamations 

of delight ? They ran from one garden to the other, 

exclaiming, “ Who has been doing this?” ‘ I won- 

der if James has been doing this to surprise us ?” 

« Well, this is a mystery!” At last Mary ex- 

claimed, “ O, I know whoit is! I see by the smile 

on matnma’s face, and Charlie’s sly look ; I guess all 

about it; it is dear mamma’s doing.” 

« Mamma may have had a little share in it,” said 

Mrs. Wilmot ; “ but I assure you the proposal came 

from your brother and sisters, and the whole work 

was done by them. It was their occupation all 

day yesterday whilst you were absent.” 

« How kind and thoughtful of you!” said Frank ;
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and again and again the thanks were repeated, and 
mutual delight expressed by both parties, and so 

taken up were they with their garden, that the sum- 

mons to lessons had to be repeated three times be- 

fore it was attended to; and I fear, if the truth were 

told, that the morning studies were a little inter- 

rupted, and the school-hours appeared longer than 

usual, owing to the impatience of the young i 

to return to their pretty garden.
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CHAPTER III. 

THE WALK TO LINTON LODGE. 

     

   

HO would like a nice long walk, this fine 
VHT | | 

day ?” asked Mrs. Wilmot, one morning, ! 
Seg 

Wi 
children were preparing for their walk, as usual. 

  

when the lessons were completed, and the 

«J!” —«]!” exclaimed three or four voices at 

once; whilst Henry, to cut the matter short, ex- 

claimed — “All of us, mamma !” 

« All! Well, that will be a troop, indeed,” 

replied their mamma; “but I daresay you can 

manage the walk, though it is rather a long one for 

the little ones. As I am going to pay a visit, how 

ever, I fear I must not take you all in with me, or 

Mrs. Linton will be frightened.” 

« Mrs. Linton! O, are you going to Mrs. Lin- 

ton’s?” exclaimed Jane and Emily ; ‘how delight- 

ful! such a nice walk! and then the gardens are 60 

rN
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beautiful, and there is much to see when there! You 

have never been there, Mary. , you have no idea 

how beautiful the roses and the geraniums are !” 

“T fear it is rather too late in the season for them 

to be in beauty, my love,” replied Mrs. Wilmot; 
“but there is always such a succession of flowers, 
that the garden is at any time worth going to see.” 

“At all events, it is a charming walk,” said 
Mary, “and we shall have dear mamma with us, so 

that we shall be sure to enjoy it.” 

The walk to Linton Lodge led through a very 
beautiful part of the country, sometimes winding 
along the side of the cliff, and commanding a beauti- 
ful view of the sea, then descending into a pretty 

wooded dell, where some little mountain stream 

rushed over its rocky bed, as if impatient to reach 
the ocean, in which it was at length lost. The 
younger children were quite delighted with the 
variety of beautiful scenery, and they ran skipping 
about up and down the hills, and picking the wild- 
flowers, while Mary and Frank each gave an arm to 
their dear mamma, to assist her up the hills, and 

6*
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over the streams. Nor was this the whole of the 

party; I have forgotten to mention that among the 

numerous pets which enjoyed a life of ease and 

indulgence at Seafield House, the residence of the 

Wilmots, were two nice dogs, — one, @ little terrier, 

which was given to Henry by one of the villagers, 

sn return for some kind attentions from him to his 

sick wife. This little dog was named Sandy, for he 

was of a light sandy color, with a little black muzzle, 

and black tips to his ears. Then there was Neptune 

also, a fine Newfoundland dog ; but he was young, 

and very mischievous, and was obliged to be kept 

chained up, excepting when the children could take 

him out for a walk. These were joyous seasons to 

poor Neptune, who knew well, when he saw the chil- 

dren putting on their bonnets, and the boys waiting 

for them in the yard, that his time would come next. 

He became half frantic with impatience, and would 

jump s0 high, that they thought he must some day 

break his chain, in his efforts to get loose. On the 

cecasion of the walk to Linton Lodge, the dogs 

were let loose as usual, and they enjoyed their ram-
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ble as much as their young friends could do; but 
whilst they are pursuing their way, I think my 

readers may like to know a little more about Nep- 

tune and Sandy, at least if they are as fond of 

animals as I am. 

I must tell you, then, that Sandy was a very 

wise, sharp, little dog; and Henry often declared 
that Sandy had more sense than many human 

beings, and that he was sure that he thought a 

great deal. Qn the Sunday morning, Sandy knew 

quite well that whilst the church-bells summoned 
every one else out of the house, they sounded forth 
no invitation to him ; and no one had any occasion to 

say, ‘“‘ No, Sandy, you cannot come.” He knew it 

already, and he generally took his place upon the 
mat at the front door, keeping his chin pressed close 
down upon the mat, as if asleep, whilst he was slyly 
watching the movements of the party, as they flitted 
in and out, and were preparing for their departure. 

““Good-by, Sandy!” cried Charlie, as he went 
out, but Sandy never looked up until they were 
fairly gone. He would then rise and stretch him-
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self, looking wistfully after them as he saw them 

receding from his view. A slight wag of the tail, 

which became fainter and fainter, indicated the sub- 

ject of his thoughts, and at length he would return 

to his mat, and sleep very soundly for a long time. 

But the first chime of the village-bell, announcing 

that service was over, was enough for Sandy; 

he started up, and taking his seat upon a little 

green terrace, from which he had a good view of the 

path which led to the church, he would sit perched 

up, with his ears erect, and moving them backwards 

and forwards with intense anxiety. The stifled 

whine of impatience — the wagging of the tail, as he 

recognized any one coming across whom he knew, 

showed of what he was thinking, as Charlie would 

say. At last Sandy’s quick eye discerned some 

forms well known and dearly loved among the 

group, emerging from the little wicket gate which 

led into the church-yard; and he would instantly 

set off as hard as he could scamper, and never stop 

until he had reached his young friends, and greeted 

them with many a mark of delight, such as barking



THE WALK TO LINTON LODGE. 69 

and jumping up upon them, which last proof of his 

affection, however, they would sometimes have dis- 

pensed with, as the mark of his dirty paws did not 

improve the nice white frocks, or the boys’ clean 

white trowsers. 

I am afraid I cannot give quite so good a report 

of master Neptune’s conduct: he was, as I have 

mentioned, but a puppy; and you know all young 

creatures, whether dogs, cats, or children, are more 

or less mischievous. 

He was kept constantly chained up, but woe be to 
anything, and everything, which was found within 

length of his chain! Sundry were the complaints 

brought against Neptune, and, like all dogs that get 
a bad name, he was accused of a great deal that he 

did not deserve. Whatever was missing, it was 
certain that Neptune had run off with it, and many 

a scolding did poor Nep get, that would have been 

more deservedly bestowed upon careless servants, or 

thoughtless children, who left things within his 
reach, and then wondered that they were destroyed. 

It was only, however, when he was tied up, and had
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nothing to do, that he was intent upon mischief; for 

when he went out with the young people, he be- 

haved very properly, and, indeed, he seemed to 

think that it became him, at these times, to act the 

part of a protector to them; and it was very singu- 

lar, but really the case, that when Mr. Wilmot was 

with them or the whole party were together, Neptune 

took very little notice of them, but seemed intent 

upon diverting himself, and gambolling about with 

his companion, Sandy; but if Mrs. Wilmot or the 

girls went out alone with him, Neptune never left 

their side, but walked along close to them, looking 

up every now and then in their face, and acting the 

part of a beau. Whilst they were walking to Lin- 

ton Lodge, on the day in question, Neptune saw no 

need of his services, as there was a large party of 

them, and he thought, I suppose, that they could 

take very good care of themselves. Jane was par- 

ticularly fond of animals, and her affection for Nep 

was so great, that the boys used often to quiz her 

about it, and tell her she should have him to sleep 

with her.
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“T do believe, Jane, that you would like N ep as 

a bed-fellow,” said Henry, as they were resting 

upon a stile, and Jane had her arms round the dog’s 
neck, 

“ Not exactly for a bed-fellow,” said she, “but I 

should like very much to have him in my room at 
night.” 

“In your room, Jane!” exclaimed Emily, 
“would you really like it? But I hope you won’t 
have him, for I should not like it at all.” 

“QO, yes! do let her try him if she likes,” said 
Charlie ; “ it would be good fun to see what N eptune 
would do. May he sleep in Jane’s room, mamma ?” 

“No, my dear, I think that would be very fool- 
ish. I like dogs in their proper place, but I should 
not like master Nep brought into the house; and, 
indeed, I had enough of taking a foolish freak of 
that sort into my head when I was young.” 

“QO, tell us about it! — pray do, mamma!” cried 
the children. 

‘Well, I will tell you; but we must walk on, or 
we shall not get to Linton Lodge to-day.”
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«Now then, mamma; tell us about something 

that you did when you were young,” said Emily ; 

“how old were you, mamma? were you my age?” 

“©, much older than you; old enough to have 

been wiser,” replied Mrs. Wilmot; “ but I was, like 

Jane, very fond of animals, and sometimes carried 

my love for them a little too far. When I was stay- 

ing with some friends I got very fond of a Newfound- 

land puppy, who was called Muff, because his coat 

was so thick, and he so fat, that he looked like a 

nice, round, warm muff. Well, you must know that 

I often begged the friends with whom I was staying 

to let me have Muff to sleep in my room. I pleaded 

so hard for permission to try him only one night, that 

they at length consented, but only on the condition 

that, if he were ever so troublesome in the night, no 

one was to be disturbed to put him out. I agreed 

to this, for I thought I could quite easily manage 

him, and that Muff would be well pleased to find 

himself in such good quarters, and would go to sleep ~ 

very quietly. Accordingly, when I went up to bed, 

I took Muff up with me, and, putting the mat down 

at the door, I tried to make him lie down there.”
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“O, what fun!” exclaimed Charlie; « go on, 
mamma — how did Muff behave ?” 

“ Wait a little, and you will hear,” replied Mrs, 
Wilmot. “As soon as I began to undress, Muff 
thought that everything I took off was a plaything 
for him, and he ran off with one thing after the other. 
First he stole my hair-brush, and ran away with it 
in his mouth ; then he got hold of my slippers and 
began tearing them ; in short, he was so troublesome 
that I began already to repent of my folly in bring- 
ing him into my room.” 

“And did you turn him out, mamma?” asked 
Emily. 

“No; I thought that when I once got to bed, and 
all was quiet, Muff would be quiet too; so I jumped 
into bed, and, covering myself over with the clothes, 
I lay quite still for some time. Muff, however, 
seemed sadly perplexed to know what had become of 
me,and I heard him come to one side of the bed and 
give a pat with his paw upon the bed-clothes, then 
he walked round to the other side and gave another 
pat, and, finding there was no notice taken of him, he 

7
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began to whine, and then to bark, and at last I saw 

it was quite useless to attempt to sleep with him in 

the room.” 

“ And what did you do then, mamma?” asked 

Charlie, eagerly. 

“T was obliged to do what was not very agree- 

able, Charlie,” she replied; “I had to dress myself 

and go down stairs to let him out.” 

“Q, how very disagreeable !” said Emily ; “and 

did you open the back door and go out alone?” 

“Yes, [ was obliged to do so, and even to cross 

the little yard, and open the stable door for him.” 

“©, mamma, were you not frightened?” asked 

Emily. 

“T did not much like it, on any account, for it 

was so cold and frosty, that I returned shivering to 

my room, and ‘it was long, very long, before I could 

get to sleep; but that was a lesson to me, Jane. I 

advise you to profit by my experience, and not to let 

your love for animals lead you to do such foolish 

things.”
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CHAPTER IV. 

THE DISAPPOINTMENT. 

)MHE children had been so amused with the his- 

tory of mamma’s adventure, as they called it, 

  

that they were quite surprised when they 
found themselves at the gate of Linton Lodge. They 
eagerly inquired if Mrs. Linton were at home. 

“T think so,” replied the woman at the Lodge, 

“ for the carriage has not passed through to-day.” 

“Yes, mamma, she says they are at home,” they 

exclaimed. ‘‘ QO, then we shall see the garden and all 
the beautiful flowers, I hope!” They pressed on, 
full of impatience, to see who would get first to the 
house. 

At length Mrs. Wilmot rang the bell, and the 
children were preparing to walk in. But when the 
Servant appeared, he said the ladies were nor aT 
HOME.
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«“Q, what a pity!” said Harry. 

« Tam so sorry, mamma,” said the little ones. 

The servant pretended to look out, as if he were 

looking to see if he could discover any of the family. 

“Do you think they have gone far?” asked Mrs. 

Wilmot ; “ perhaps we shall meet them.” 

« [ think they are gone over the hill,” replied the 

servant. 

«Q, then it is no use waiting, children ; we must 

return home.” 

The children turned away, very much disappointed, 

and, as they were all rather tired, Mrs. Wilmot asked 

the woman at the Lodge if she would let them rest 

for a few minutes in her neat little parlor. 

« By all means, madam,” replied the woman, 

whilst she dusted the chairs and got as many together 

es her little dwelling afforded, in order that they 

might all rest themselves; “ but sure, ma’am,” she 

continued, “ the family must be at home; if you like, 

Ill send my girl up to say who it is.” 

« Q, no,” replied Mrs. Wilmot, “ T do not wish to 

intrude upon them, and, indeed, the servant said they
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had gone up the hill, behind the house, so I think 

they must be out.” 

After resting for a short time, the young people 

were just preparing for their walk home, when they 

heard the sound of a carriage approaching, and, just 

as they were going out at the gate, the whole party 

of the Lintons drove up, and stopped to have the gate 

opened. As soon as they saw the Wilmots, Mrs. 

Linton exclaimed, “O, here is Mrs. Wilmot, the 

whole family group, I declare! I am sosorry,” con- 

tinued she, “ that you were not admitted ; but, you 

see, if I do not say not at home, I am constantly 

interrupted with visitors ; but if I had known it was 

you, I should certainly have let you in. Now do, the 

next time you come, send in your name; or rather, 

walk in without sending your card before you.” 

-«] cannot promise to do that,” replied Mrs. Wil- 

mot, gently, “for when a servant says that his mis- 

tress is not at home, I always take it for granted 

that it is true.” 

«© that is meant as a gentle hint to me, I sus- 

pect,” replied Mrs. Linton; “but you know it is 
7*
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quite an understood thing — everybody does the 

same.” 

Mrs. Wilmot did not like to say more, as the 

coachman and footman were within hearing, but there 

was a gentle, dignified look of reproof in her coun- 

tenance as she replied, “I am often obliged to say 

that Lam engaged.” They then ordered the coach- 

man to drive on, whilst the pedestrian party set out 

on their return home. 

The young people were unusually silent for some 

time, and then Charlie said to his mamma, “TI did 

not know, mamma, that grown-up people ever told 

stories.” 

Mrs. Wilmot could not help smiling at the sim- 

plicity of the remark. “ I am afraid, Charlie,” she 

replied, “that, when you have lived a little longer, 

you will find you have been mistaken ; but what are 

you alluding to?” 

«“ Why, mamma, | was wondering how Mrs. Lin- 

ton could make the servant tell such a story, as to 

say she was not at home, when she was in the house 

all the time.”
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“Tt is certainly very wrong, Charlie; truth is 

truth, and whatever is not true must savor of false- 

hood, however we may deceive our own hearts, and 

stifle the voice of conscience, by pleading the excuse 

of worldly custom and fashion. There are many 

persons, however, Charlie, who have not the slightest 

idea that they are uttering a falsehood by saying they 

are not at home, when they are, because they suppose 

it to be understood that they only mean they do not 

wish to see anybody.” 

« Q, but then the servant said positively, mamma,” 

replied Charlie, “that they were gone up the hill, 

and pretended to look after them.” 

« Yes, my dear boy, that is the natural consequence 

of departing from the strict word of truth in the first 

instance. A lady tells her servant to say she is not 

at home, and he knows she will be very much dis- 

pleased if any one is let in. Well, some one, per- 

haps, is particularly anxious to see her, and they ask 

when she will be at home, or if he can tell where she 

is gone. The servant is afraid, and ashamed to con- 

fess that he has been saying what is not true, so he
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is led to add a direct falsehood, as the servant did 

just now. It is on this account that I think it is 

quite unjustifiable to plead any worldly custom, or to 

say, because visitors understand it is merely express- 

ive of a wish not to be disturbed, that therefore there 

is no harm in it. It is impossible to make servants 

understand this, and I do not see how we can find 

fault with them for not speaking the truth, if they 

are obliged, perhaps many times in the day, to tell a 

lie to please us. It is altogether a very mistaken 

feeling which leads people to think it more polite to 

say what really is not true, than to say at once that 

they are engaged.” 

“That is what you say, mamma, when you do not 

wish to see any one,” said Jane. 

“ Certainly, my love; I sometimes am very much 

engaged, and visitors would, perhaps, hinder me from 

doing something of importance, and then I always 

tell the servant to say that I am particularly en- 

gaged.” 
“Well, when I have a house of my own,” said 

Mary, “I will never say, ‘ Not at home.’”
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“I hope not,” replied Mrs. Wilmot; “but you 

may be very thankful if God has led you by his 

grace to love the truth, and to fear the smallest de- 

parture from it ; and, while we blame others, we must 

be very careful that we watch over all our own 

thoughts and actions, and weigh them strictly in the 

balance of truth. But I am s0 tired, children, I 

must sit down upon this old stump and rest; this 

long walk is rather beyond my powers.” 

“You are looking very thoughtful, Mary,” said 

Mrs. Wilmot, as they sat upon the old tree, which 

had lately been felled, and which was lying most 

opportunely for them by the roadside ; “ are you tired 

like myself?” 

‘Not very, mamma ; but I was thinking of what 

you said just now about weighing our thoughts and 

actions ; and there is one thing which often puzzles 

me.” 

«© What is it?” asked Mrs. Wilmot. 

“Why, mamma, people often, I think, very 

thoughtlessly praise me, and say a great many flat- 

tering things, which I cannot bear, because I know
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they are not true, and that I do not deserve them ; 

and I would rather even be blamed for what I have 

not done, than be praised when I know that I do 

not deserve it.” 

«J quite feel with you, dear Mary. Nothing is 

so painful, to an upright mind, as to be praised for 

what we do not deserve; and even if, as far as the 

praise of man goes, we may feel that it is in any 

degree our due, yet, to a Christian mind, praise will 

ever have the effect of humbling us, and making us 

more sensible of the hidden evil within. But who 

has been praising you just now, dear Mary?” she 

continued. 

«“Q, I don’t mean very lately, mamma; but 

whenever I see Mrs. Barton, she has such a flatter- 

ing manner, and she tells me how amiable and charm- 

ing I am, and how much she wishes her girls were 

like me, and all sorts of nonsense, and I really do 

not know what to say.” 

«“ Say! I would tell her she was an old humbug,” 

said Henry, indignantly.
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“Hush, Henry, that is not the way to speak of 

any one,” interrupted Mrs. Wilmot. 

“ Well, but really she must be an old simpleton, 

to think that we can believe her,” he replied ; “ that 

is just the way she goes on to me.” 

“ Humbug! and simpleton!” exclaimed his mam- 

ma; “is that my Harry that is so far forgetting him- 

self, as to apply these epithets to a lady?” 

“QO, well, I will not do it again, dear mamma; 

but it does put me out of patience when people tell 

such stories.” 

“ You do not know that she is telling a story, my 

dear,’ she replied. “I have no doubt that she really 

thinks Mary very amiable and clever; but it shows 

great want of judgment, at least, tq tell her so.” 

‘Well, but she could not mean what she said 

when she told me I was an angel the other day,” re- 

plied Henry. “I laughed outright, for I thought 

she was joking ; but when she added, that she wished 

Frederick had as good a heart as I had, I then really 

could have cried. Fancy, mamma, a good heart! I
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am sure, if she saw my heart, she would not call it 

“I do not know any heart, dear Henry, that can 

be called good. We know that by nature our hearts 

are ‘deceitful above all things, and desperately 

wicked ;? and even when God has, by his divine 

grace, given us a new heart and a right spirit, yet 

there must ever be enough of sin left there to hum- 

ble us, and to keep us low in the dust before Him 

who searcheth the heart and trieth the reins.” 

«But you say you do not like to be praised ?” 

said Charlie, with an air of astonishment. “I am 

sure I am never so happy as when papa and mam- 

ma praise me.” 

«©, that is very different,” replied Henry. “I 

like papa’s and mamma’s praise, at least if 1 think I 

deserve it, because I know they mean what they say, 

and that they do not mean to flatter, only to approve 

of my effort to please them.” 

«That is just the distinction, Harry,” replied Mrs. 

Wilmot. ‘You ought to be anxious to secure the 

commendation of those who are anxiously watching
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over your best interests, and a little praise, occasion+ 

ally bestowed, is, I think, an encouragement to 

young people.” 

“ But then, dear mamma,” continued Mary, “I 

often think that even when an action appears praise- 

worthy to others, I may be conscious that I have had 

a different motive in doing it from that which they 

give me credit for, and that makes me very unhappy, 

for I feel I ought not to take the praise.” 

“T hope you will always have a conscience thus 

tender, dear Mary, and I can only advise you, when 

you are aware that you do not fully deserve the 

praise that is given you, to unburden your heart by 

telling me so; but above all, by taking this and 

every other difficulty to Him who alone knoweth the 

heart, and who can alone cleanse and purify the 

motive. If praise takes you to your knees, its effect 

will be salutary, instead of prejudicial. May you 

ever seek the praise of God, more than the praise of 
man, and may you ever, in sincerity of purpose, lift 

up your heart to Him and cry, ‘ Search me, O God, 

and know my heart, try me and know my thoughts, 
8
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and see if there be any way of wickedness in me, 

and lead me in the way everlasting.’” 

«Well, what a solemn, sober walk we have had 

home!” exclaimed little Emily, as they opened the 

gate leading to their own house. “Such a contrast 

to the walk out, when we had such nice stories about 

the dog Muff!” 

« T dare say you liked the first part of the walk 

best, if the truth were known, Emily,” said Frank. 

«“ Indeed I did,” replied Emily ; “I could have 

gone on all day listening to such amusing stories.” 

« Q, mamma, you look so tired!” said Jane. “I 

- am sure papa will scold you for taking such a long 

walk.” 

«Tam rather tired, my love, but I will go and 

rest myself for a little while, and then I hope I shall 

be quite fresh again by the time papa comes in from 

his ride.” So saying, Mrs. Wilmot went to lie down 

on the couch, whilst the children took off their 

things and prepared for their evening’s employment. 

They were soon seated at the table with their 

work and their books, all very busy. The boys used
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to read aloud, and the girls worked very diligently, 

and made a number of pretty things for sale. Whilst 

the little ones amused themselves with drawing, or 

with a puzzle, and little Julia was seated on the floor 

with a box of bricks, which afforded her constant 

amusement, and kept her quite contented, Mr. and 

Mrs. Wilmot looked on, participating in the enjoy- 

ment of the little group, and ever ready to promote 

any little plan for their instruction or gratification. 

The evenings were thus very happily and pleas- 

antly passed, and the young Wilmots never knew 

what it was to find a long evening or a wet day 

tiresome, because they had been taught to employ 

their time fully, and to find out for themselves a 

variety of interesting amusements.
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CHAPTER V. 

THE LETTER-CARRIER. 

(@\. NE day, when the three brothers were amus- 

. 4 ing themselves in the garden, they heard 

WJ their dear papa’s kind and pleasant voice call- 

    

ing out, “ Boys! boys! where are you ¢” 

“Here, papa,” shouted all three at once, while 

each started off, at full speed, to see what he 

wanted. 

“Who will be my trusty messenger to the post 

to-day ?” asked Mr. Wilmot. All three shouted 

simultaneously, ‘I, papa!” but then Henry recol- 

lected that it was Charlie’s turn ; so, before Charlie 

could assert his claims, Henry and Frank had settled 

+t that it must be Charlie, for that they had both 

had their turn. 

« But I want a trusty hand,” said Mr. Wilmot,
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looking a little doubtfully at Charlie. “TI have some 

letters of consequence, and I am almost afraid to 

trust them with such a little wild fellow.” 

“QO, but you may trust me, dear papa! I will 

take great care of them,” said Charlie. 

“ Well, you may take them, my dear; but you 

must be very careful, and mind not to take them 

out until you get to the post-office, and then count 

them to see that they are all right ; for you know I 

have sometimes found a letter reposing quietly at 

the bottom of the bag, when it ought to have been 

a hundred miles on its journey.” 

“QO, I will take great care,” said Charlie, and 

away he ran to get his pony. It was the work 

of a few minutes only to put the saddle and bridle 

upon old Jeannie. Charlie sprang upon Jeannie’s 

back, and taking the letter-bag from his papa, who 

called to him to remember that there were jive let- 

ters, and to be sure to take care of them, he gal- 

loped off to the post-office, which was two miles off, 

in the little village of D Charlie: galloped 

on until he came to a shady lane where the road was 

&* 
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very stony, and he was obliged to walk his pony ; 

and as he was sauntering along he began to think 

what letters his papa could be sending to the post 

that were of such consequence, as he said. “TI 

should not wonder if he has been writing to invite 

my cousins, as he said he would; I will soon 

know ;” and at the same moment the bag was 

unslung from his arm, and Charlie took out the let- 

ters, reading one by one the address. “No, there 

is no letter to my uncle,” said he, and he put the 

letters back again, and trotted on, whistling as he 

went, till he arrived at the post-office. Here he 

took out the letters, and began counting them, as his 

papa had told him. He dropped them in one by one 

at a time, but he counted four only. ‘There surely 

were five,” said he. He looked into the bag, it 

was quite empty then; he began fumbling in his 

pockets, but there was no letter there. He began 

to think that he must have dropped it when he 

took out the letters. ‘ O, Ill be sure to find it! ” 

said he, and away he rode until he had retraced his 

steps to the spot where he remembered taking the
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letters out of the bag; he then jumped off his | 

pony, and began looking very carefully about the 

road, but nothing could be seen of the letter. It 

never occurred to him that the wind might have car- 

ried it to a little distance, and he therefore thought it 

quite useless to search in the long grass at the sides 

of the road. He looked all along the road and into 

all the deep ruts, and when he could see nothing of 

it he was ready to cry with vexation. He mounted 

his pony, but sat with down-cast eyes, looking wist- 

fully along the lane, always hoping that the lost let- 

ter would start up; then he began to turn in his 

mind what he should do. At first he thought he 

would go and tell his papa at once, but then he 

said to himself, “« O, I know what papa will say ; he 

will say that it is all my fault for taking the letters 

out of the bag, and he won’t trust me again. He 

will call me careless and disobedient, and this I can- 

not bear.” 

Conscience, the faithful monitor within, sug- 

gested what he ought to do; but, alas! the voice of 

conscience was stifled, and then the tempter found 

©
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ready access to Charlie’s heart. “ Papa cannot 

know anything about it,” said he to himself; ‘‘ there 

is no use in my telling him. Iam glad Harry was 

not with me, for he would have been sure to let it 

out.” Having determined to say nothing about it, 

and having thus silenced the struggles of conscience 

within, he dismissed all further anxiety on the sub- 

ject from his mind, and when he reached home, he 

went whistling to the stable as if nothing had hap- 

pened. Mr. Wilmot was at that moment giving 

orders to the groom, and when he saw Charlie he 

called out to him, “ Well, squire, have you put in 

my letters?” 

« Yes, papa,” replied Charlie. 

« Did you count them ?” 

«Yes, papa.” 

« Any letters for me?” 

«No, papa, only a paper.” He then put up 

his pony and returned to his brothers, troubling 

himself no further about the lost letter, nor giving 

himself the least concern to think that he was 

deceiving his kind papa, and sinning against God. 

.
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The next day, when his papa came home from his 

ride, the boys, who ran to meet him, thought he 

looked very grave, and not quite pleased. Frank 

and Henry, conscious that they never did anything 

that they wished to conceal from him, never felt the 

least uneasy when they saw him look grave; they 

were sorry if they thought that anything had vexed 

him, but they never suspected that it was anything 

with them that had grieved him, because they were 

open as the day, and unconscious of a thought which 

they wished to keep from either their papa or mam- 

ma. Charlie, however, conscious that he was seldom 

acting in an open, straight-forward manner, and 

that he had many concealments, always felt alarmed, 

and suspected that it was something that had been 

discovered in his conduct which was causing these 

grave looks. As Mr. Wilmot gave his horse to the 

servant, he turned round to Charlie, and desired 

him to come with him to the garden. 

‘“T sent you with the letters, Charlie, yesterday,” 

said he.
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Charlie colored up, and said, with a stammering 

voice, ‘* Yes, papa.” 

«And you assured me that you put them 

in?” 

“ So I did, papa.” | 

“You did put in some, but did you put in 

all?” 

“ Yes, papa, all that were in the bag.” 

“Did you not tell me that you counted them, 

Charlie? how many then were there ?” 

“Four, papa.” 

“ Now, my dear boy,” continued Mr. Wilmot, 

“you see the truth is sooner or later brought to 

light. You thought that I should never know that 

you had lost one of these letters by the way; now 

it has been brought to me by the little herd-boy, 

who found it amongst the long grass by the side of 

the road.” Charlie colored and burst into tears. 

“ Now,” continued his papa, “I see exactly the his- 

tory of this; you must have opened the bag, I sup- 

pose out of curiosity, though I told you not to doso, 

and you dropped this one without knowing it; but
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you must have found it out when you put the rest 
into the post-office ; why did you not then at once 
tell me, and I could have either searched for it, or 

have written another? Instead of that, you en- 
deavored to conceal it by a lie.” 

“No, papa,” replied Charlie, “I did not tell a 

lie; I did put in the other letters.” 

“True, but when I asked you if you had put the 
letters in the post, did you not know that I meant 
all the letters? Besides, I asked you if you 
counted them, and you said yes. What was I to 
puppose, but that you found them all right ? ” 

“« But, indeed, papa, I did not mean to tell a lie, 
and I thought I would find the letter and put it in 
another day.” 

“That is not making things better, but worse, 
Charlie,” replied Mr. Wilmot; “and I beg you 
will not say any more. You grieve me more than 
I can express, Charlie, for you seem to choose false- 
hood rather than truth, and to be ready always to 
justify yourself at the expense of truth, rather than
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bear a little blame, and be told that you have been 

careless.” 

“ But I was afraid you would be angry, papa,” 

replied Charlie. 

“No, Charlie, that is not true. I should not 

have been angry, if you had come at once and told 

me; but even if I had been, which is best, do 

you think, — an angry word from your father, or 

the just anger of an offended God, and everlasting 

punishment ?” Charlie began to cry, and Mr. Wil- 

mot continued to speak to him for a long time, to 

endeavor to convince him that sinful pride, and an 

unwillingness to acknowledge that he was wrong, 

was the secret cause of his so often being led to pre- 

varicate, and to tell an untruth. ‘“ Now, you sce 

the consequence of these deceitful ways, Charlie ; I 

cannot trust you again, and you will deprive your- 

self of many a pleasure that you would enjoy, if I 

could trust you as I can your brothers.” 

“ But I will not do so again,” replied Charlie, 

sobbing, “ if you will trust me.”- +... 

‘“T cannot trust you, my child; Twish I could,”



THE LETTER-CARRIER. 97 

replied Mr. Wilmot. “TI shall be rejoiced when I 
ean do so; but in the mean time, you must take the 
consequence of endeavoring so often to deceive us, 
and you will find, by sad experience, that no one 
trusts a liar.” 

Charles’ proud heart rose, and his color mounted 
to his cheek. He did not like to be called a liar ; 
but, my dear young friends, whatever is not true 
must be a lie, and if you would scorn to tell an ab- 
solute falsehood, fear equally the turnings and shift- 
ings of prevarication, which are equally sinful in the 
sight of God, and even more dangerous to yourself, 
because more deceitful. 

Charlie went to his room, much mortified to think 
that his papa would not trust him again; but he 
felt conscious that he deserved this punishment, and 
he secretly resolved to speak the truth in future ; 
but, alas! Charlie resolved in his own strength, and 
I fear he was more anxious to be restored to his 
papa’s favor and confidence than to secure the favor 
and approbation of God. He often wished, when he 
saw his brothers set out on their ponies with the let- 

9
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ter-bag, that he could be allowed to take his turn, 

but he knew that when once his papa said a thing 

he kept to it, and that it was no use to beg to be 

trusted, until he had time to show his papa that he 

was worthy of his confidence.
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CHAPTER VI. 

SATURDAY OCCUPATIONS. 

   
\a    

   

  

OME, children, let us lose no time in sitting 

down to our work,” said Mrs. Wilmot, as 

they were lingering over the breakfast table. 

      

  

A | 
I 

“Remember, every five minutes you waste to-day 
is five minutes of robbery.” 

“O, dreadful, mamma!” cried Jane and Emily ; 

“robbery! Who would ever call us robbers ?” 

“QO, but it is true, my dear, nevertheless,” said 

Mrs. Wilmot. “You profess to give Saturday to 

the poor, by employing yourself in working for 

them; and you know that whatever time you waste 

is time taken from what you profess to devote to 

this purpose, and, therefore, is nothing less than 

a robbery.” 

“QO, I never thought of this before,” said Jane; 

“but I will make haste and call the rest.” 
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I should explain to my readers, that it was the 

habit of the young people, at Seafield House, always 

to meet together on Saturday morning to work for 

the poor, — Saturday being the only leisure day, — 

and their mamma liked them to feel that it was a 

privilege to devote part of their own play-day to 

this useful and profitable employment. Everything 

was so judiciously arranged, on these occasions, that 

the children always longed for Saturday, and thought 

it a particularly happy day; and I dare say my 

young readers will like to know exactly how they 

arranged their proceedings, and why it was so happy 

a season with them. In the first place, they met, 

immediately after breakfast, in the school-room ; 

their work was laid on the table, all ready, fixed 

and prepared, with the cotton, buttons, tapes, and 

all that was needful, so that there might be no time 

wasted while one was looking after her thimble, 

another after her scissors, or while work was basting 

and preparing. All this was attended to the night 

before, and Mrs. Bartholomew, the nurse, always 

spent the Friday evening in assisting them to get
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their work ready for the next day. As soon ag 
they were seated, their mamma began the day’s 
occupation by reading a chapter in the Bible and 
asking the blessing of God upon the object on which 
they were to be engaged, and especially that he 
would permit it to be a season of profiting, and keep 
them from all vain and idle conversation. One of 
the boys took it in turn to read some interesting 
and improving book, whilst the rest were busy with 
their needle. Even the boys were taught to lend 
their aid in the working department. Frank and 
Henry made large nets to cover the fruit trees, for 
many of the poor people made grievous complaints 
against certain little thieves which I fear are to be 
found even in the best ordered villages, namely, the 
Sparrows and black-birds. They said they could 
sell their nice cherries, and get a few shillings in 
this way ; but that, before they were ripe enough to 
pull, these little impudent thieves made off with 
them all. Accordingly, Henry and Frank under- 
took to make some nice large nets to throw over the 
trees, and very thankful the poor were to have 

9x ."
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them. Then Charlie learned knitting, and he and 

Emily knitted socks and stockings for the children, 

while Mary and Jane assisted their mamma in mak- 

ing the other articles of clothing for the poor. All 

the work, when finished, was put into a large closet, 

in the housekeeper’s room, and twice in the year 

they were distributed ; the school-children, however, 

always purchasing them, 7m part, in order that they 

might be stimulated to habits of carefulness and 

economy, and induced to try and save their penny 

or half-penny a week for this purpose. 

But to return to the school-room. It would have 

been a very interesting sight for anybody to look in 

and see the little merry party assembled there, all 

as busy as bees. Even those whose little fingers, at 

other times, seemed to pull out the needle very 

slowly, on these occasions were seen working away 

as fast as possible; for they felt it was not their 

own time, and that they would come under their 

mamma's dreadful list of thieves and robbers if they 

wasted the hours. These working days were very 

seldom interrupted. Now and then, when there
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was any party of pleasure, or any little plan which 

could not be carried out on any other day, Mrs. 

Wilmot thought it more judicious to allow the young 

people to join in it, and to give up for the day their 

usual occupations; because Saturday was the only 

day that they were free from their lessons, and she 

very wisely feared that, if too rigidly adhered to, 

the children might begin to dislike the plan, instead 

of entering into it so heartily. She knew quite well 

that it was natural for the young to like pleasure, 

and as long as their pleasure consisted in what was 

innocent and rational, she liked to promote it in 

every way. She knew that her children had been 

brought up to feel the importance of allowing 

nothing to interfere with the regular performance 

of duty, but she was quite sure, also, that if duty 

and pleasure were always clashing one. with the 

other, the younger children, at all events, might feel 

‘it irksome, and begin to dislike what they were 

expected to enter into as a privilege and a pleasure. 

She dreaded everything which could lead to the 

slightest insincerity of motive and desire. She
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knew the needles might be moving very briskly, and 

they might appear to be most usefully and laudably 

engaged, and yet all the time their thoughts might 

be brooding with disappointment over some little 

party of pleasure, which they had been obliged to 

refuse. She therefore always told them that God 

loved a willing service, and that whilst she thought 

it right to establish the rule of setting apart a day 

for working for the poor, yet, whenever they really 

felt that they wished to do something else instead, 

and they could not give their heart to it, it was bet- 

ter to omit it for that day. Very, very seldom was 

the proposition made to postpone the working morn- 

ing; on the contrary, it was always hailed with 

delight. Sometimes, to the infinite amusement of 

the little party, their papa used to join the group, 

sitting himself down on the ground, mending an old 

coat or a pair of trowsers that he wanted to give 

away. “O, papa! how awkward you are! OQ, 

mamma! do look at papa! how he holds his needle! 

Look! look! I declare papa is putting in that patch 

the wrong side outward !” and sundry exclamations
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of the same description, were elicited from the little 

group, until papa had to jump up, and, saying that 

he would not sit to be laughed at, ran out of the 

room, leaving the children laughing very heartily. 

And now, perhaps, my readers will be wondering 

whether all the children were equally busy ; — 

whether it were possible that six young people could 

all really keep industriously to their work, and like 

it too. Now, as my desire is to tell the truth, and 

to lead you always to do the same, I must not deny 

that there was one little girl — I leave you to judge 

which — who was sometimes a little idle, and put 

off a good deal of time, first by getting a knot in her 

thread, then by losing her needle, or making. long 

stitches and having to unpick them all again. I 

dare say many such lazy work-women are to be 

found. ‘ What are you about, Emily ?” said Mrs. 

Wilmot, on one of these occasions; ‘I do not think 

you have done a dozen stitches in the last hour.” 

Emily made no answer, but pretended to set to 

work. Still Mrs. Wilmot observed that the work 

did not progress, and that Emily’s eyes were often
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on the ground, as if she were looking for something. 

“What are you looking for, my dear ?”’ said she. 

«Nothing, mamma,” replied Emily. } 

«“ Nothing, my love! nobody looks about so 

eagerly for nothing.” 

“J think she has lost her needle, mamma,” said 

Mary ; “may I help her to look for it ?” 

Yes, it was true; Emily had lost her needle, and 

the little silly girl was afraid to say 80, because her 

mamma had often told her that it was very careless 

to be always losing her needle. Mrs. Wilmot took 

this opportunity of endeavoring to convince Emily 

how wrong it was to try to conceal these little mis- 

fortunes, rather than to speak out and tell the truth. 

«When I asked you,” said she, “what you were 

looking for, you should at once have said, ‘My 

needle, dear mamma;’ but when you say nothing, 

you really tell an untruth, because you wish me not 

to know that you have dropped your needle. In 

the same way, sometimes, when I hear you whisper- 

ing to your sisters, and I ask, What is that, Emily, 

which you are saying, you reply, Vothing, mamma.



SATURDAY OCCUPATIONS. 107 

Now, this is either untrue, or very uncivil. If you 

mean that you were not speaking when you know 

that you were, it is untrue. If you mean only that 

it is nothing to me, then it is very uncivil. Civility 

and truthfulness should ever go hand in hand. 

Instead of that, you see, untruthfulness and rude- 

ness often go hand in hand, in your case.” 

“ But, dear mamma, I want very much to hear 

what you will say on this subject,” said Henry; 

“for I think it is so difficult to be always truthful 

and yet civil.” 

“It may be difficult, Henry, but nevertheless it 

is desirable and right. Truthfulness and courteous- 

ness are both Christian graces, and they can never 

be incompatible one with the other, though they 

may seem to be so sometimes. But explain what 

you mean, my dear boy.” 

“ Well, I will give you one or two instances, 

mamma, when I have felt it very difficult to know 
what was right, and Frank and I could not agree 

about it. One was, you remember, the other day, 

when the Middletons invited themselves to come and
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spend a day with us. Now, I hated the thoughts of 

it, for you know we do not like them; they are 

prought up in such a different way to what we are, 

and they are so rude and disagreeable. When they 

asked us if they might come, Frank whispered to me, 

‘We must say we shall be glad to see them ;’ but I 

could not say so, for I felt I should be saying what 

was not true.” 

«And what did you say, then?” asked Mrs. 

Wilmot. 

«“T said I would ask papa and mamma, and let 

them know ; because, if you had wished it, we would 

have asked them to please you, dear mamma, but 

certainly not to please ourselves.” 

“ Well, now, Frank, let me hear your explanation 

of the matter; let me hear how you reconciled it 

with your usual truthfulness and sincerity, to say 

you would be happy to see them, when you do not 

like them at all better than Henry does.” 

«T meant really what I said,” replied Frank. 

«“T do not like them, and I would much rather they 

aid not-come ; but as they proposed it, and seemed s0
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anxious to come, and said they enjoyed so much 

spending a day here, I did really feel that I should 

be glad to see them,” 

“That is, you felt it would be a pleasure to give 

up your own wishes, and make a pleasure of what 

appeared to be a duty, Frank.” 

“Yes, mamma, just so; and, besides, I felt it 

would really be a pleasure to know that they were 
enjoying themselves.” 

“QO, but, dear Frank,” replied Henry, “T re- 

member how shocked you were the other day at 
Mrs. Barton’s insincerity, as we both called it.” 

“What do you mean, my dear boys ?” asked Mrs. 
Wilmot. “TI do not like to hear young people pass- 
ing judgment upon the character of those who are so 
much older, and who may have a good reason for 
many things, which you may not understand.” 

“QO yes, but I am sure you will agree with us 
that it was very wrong.” 

“T will tell you what it is that Henry means,” - 
said Frank. ‘When you sent us with a note to 
Mrs. Barton’s the other day, there were some ladies 

10 ;
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calling there, and she told us that if we would sit 

down for a few minutes, till these ladies went away, 

she would give us an answer. Now, we thought 

that these were some very old friends, and that she 

was very fond of them, for she seemed so delighted 

to see them, and we heard her begging and entreat- 

ing them to come and spend a long day with her. 

‘Now remember,’ said she, ‘ we cannot let you 

off, and you must bring the girls with you, for Tam 

dying to see them ; and mind they bring some songs, 

for it is an age since I have heard them sing, and 

they do sing 80 sweetly ; I wish my Caroline had 

such a voice.’ And so she went on, mamma, saying 

a great deal more, and then there was such a kissing, 

and such a good-byeing ; and, after all, what do you 

think ! when she came back to the drawing-room, 

she exclaimed, ‘ Now, my sweet boys, now we have 

got rid of these plaguy people, I can attend to you ‘ 

then shrugging up her shoulders, she turned to Caro- 

lineand Harriet Barton, and exclaimed, ‘ Was there 

ever such a nuisance? But I could not help asking 

them. ‘0, horrible, mamma,’ they replied; ‘ we
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shall never be able to while away the day ; why did 

you ask them?’ ‘Q,I could not help it, my dears ; 

so you must make the best of it; you see I want 

them to speak a word for Frederick, and perhaps we 

will get him into that snug living, and there is a 

great deal in playing one’s cards well.’ ‘ But why 

did you tell them to bring their music ?’ continued 

the girls, ‘for you know they squall like peacocks, 

though they fancy they sing like nightingales.’ 

Henry and I sat looking at each other with astonish- 

ment, for we could not believe that they were 

speaking of the same ladies whom they had professed 

to like so much.” 

“ Well, dear children,” replied Mrs. Wilmot, 

“you have brought forward a very important subject 

for consideration ; and as it is one on which it is 

necessary that you should have very distinct and 

clear views, I will endeavor to explain to you my 

own opinions on the subject, drawn, as I trust they 

_are, from the word of God. We know that the 

Scriptures enjoin us to be kind and courteous towards 

all men ; they tell us to use hospitality towards all
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men, to be kindly affectionate one to another, with 

brotherly love. Now, in order to carry out these 

Scripture rules, we must be often called to exercise 

much self-denial, much Christian love, in endeavor- 

ing to overcome strong natural prejudices, and 

sometimes strong personal dislike. In making 

these efforts, we may be doing great violence to our 

natural feelings, to our own selfish wishes, and yet 

be acting with perfect sincerity, in the sight of God, 

in expressing ourselves courteously and kindly. I 

know, on the contrary, that many an honest mind so 

shrinks from concealing the real feelings of the 

heart, that they would rather appear even rude and 

unkind, than feel that they are insincere ; whilst 

others, again, have happily learned to blend kindness 

and affability with thorough sincerity and upright- 

ness of heart; and have been taught by God’s grace 

so to deny themselves, and so to disciplirie their feel- 

ings, that whatever they think is a duty they can 

make a pleasure. The case you mentioned about 

inviting the Middletons is a case in point, Frank, 

though it did startle my dear Harry’s honest mind.”
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“QO, yes! I see now that Frank was right,” 

replied Henry ; “ but was it right in Mrs. Barton to 

act as she did?” 

“Certainly not, my dear boy; there is a wide 

difference between sacrificing our own feelings in 

endeavoring to make others happy, and exercising 

kindness and courteousness towards all, or professing 

what we do not feel, and pretending to admire what 

in our hearts we condemn. Mrs. Barton’s profes- 

sions were evidently very insincere ; but I fear you 

will find a great deal of this insincerity among peo- 

ple of the world. May you, dear children, be taught 

of God to speak the truth in love; may you ever 

watch jealously over your own hearts, and pray that 

God may keep the door of your lips. Never sin 

against the truth by saying what you do not feel; 

but, at the same time, try to feel kindly and affec- 

tionately to all around you.” 

“There is another thing that I find very difficult, 

mamma,” said Jane; ‘ when people show me things 

that they expect me to admire very much, like 

drawings, or work: I cannot say they are very 

10*
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pretty, or they are well done, when T do not think 

so, and yet it appears rude to say nothing.” 

«There is no occasion to say what is untrue, 

Jane ; we ought not, and dare not do it; but there 

js generally some nice little way of turning off these 

sort of things without hurting the feelings of others. 

You may generally find some good point, some little 

word of encouragement, to be truthfully uttered.” 

«TJ often hear people,” continued Jane, “ saying; 

«OQ, how beautiful! how very nicely done !’ and all 

these sort of fine speeches, when it is easy to see that 

they don’t mean what they say.” 

« There is one thing, however, you must bear in 

mind,” said Mrs. Wilmot; “you must not always 

suppose that people are insincere, when you hear 

them admiring what you do not exactly admire ; and 

you must remember that people often, when praising 

the childish productions of the pencil, or the first 

efforts of the little fingers on the piano, may really 

be sincere in saying, ‘ How well she plays!’ or, ‘how 

prettily she draws 1? They mean, of course, con 

sidering her age; for, what would not be worth
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looking at as the production of an artist, may meet 

with great and sincere praise as the production of a 

child.” 

““Q, yes, I understand that,” said Jane; “ but 

it was really being insincere that I meant, and 

expressing a great deal that is not felt.” 

“That is always wrong, my dear,” replied Mrs. 

Wilmot; “and I am very glad that Frank and 

Henry have led us to this conversation, because it 

may be of use to us all. But now let us see 

whether the fingers have been as busy as the tongues, 

for you know what we began with, about thieving 

and robbing.” 

‘©Q, I hope we shall not be classed among the 

robbers!” cried Henry. “I think not, for look, dear 

mamma, see what a large piece Frank and I have 

done of the net, and Charlie has done a good piece 

of his stocking, and I think we have all been very 

busy, notwithstanding the talking.” 

** Do you not think,” asked Frank, “ that, when 

dinner is over, we might go and see the poor people 

in those cottages down by the sea — Widow Ryland,
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I mean, and the rest ? for it seems so stormy to-day 

that the sea will be beautiful.” 

“I have no objections,” replied Mrs. Wilmot, 

« for I must go or send in that direction, as 1 prom- 

ised some of the warm garments we have been 

making to Mrs. Ryland, and another to poor Mrs. 

Jones.” . 

«Q, let us make haste, then!” exclaimed the 

children; and in a few minutes all the work was 

neatly put away, everything in its place, and, as soon 

as dinner was ended, they all set out for a nice long 

walk to the sea-shore ; Jane with a bundle of clothes, 

another with a handful of tracts, a third with some 

little stores for the sick, and little Emily, with her 

basket to pick up shells, which she thought the high 

tide would be sure to wash up.
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CHAPTER VII. 

THE RESCUE, 

My LL young people, I think, are fond of the sea- 

® shore, and, if I mistake not, the rougher. the 

  

wa billows, the more do they enjoy a walk along 

the beach. It certainly was the case with the young 

Wilmots. Nothing delighted them more than to be 

allowed to go down to the beach when the wind was 

boisterous, and the sea was dashing up against the 

bold rocks, which form so characteristic a feature of 

the scenery on the eastern coast. The wind had 

been gradually rising, and it bid fair to be a stormy 

night. The little boats were all hurrying in to 

their moorings, and the sailors were evidently pre- 

paring for a gale, while all the ships, which a few 

hours before studded the horizon, had one by one 

disappeared, and soon were out of sight. Here and 

there a little black speck was visible, which they
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supposed to be some little fishing-boat, whose owner 

was less prudent than others, and who was striving 

to fill his boat @ little better before putting in 

for the night. The children were quite delighted 

with the sight of the waves dashing and roaring, 

and they lingered till Mrs. Wilmot told them she 

must be returning home, but that she was going to 

widow Ryland’s on the way, and she wished them to 

go with her, for she was afraid of staying much 

longer, as it looked very threatening. 

They then tapped at Mrs. Ryland’s door 5 but, 

instead of the usual cheerful countenance with which 

ghe greeted them, she was looking anxious and dis- 

tressed, and, on seeing Mrs. Wilmot, whom she 

knew to be 80 kind a friend to her inall her troubles, 

she burst into tears. 

© What is the matter, Mrs. Ryland ?” asked Mrs. 

Wilmot ; “ what has happened to distress you ? Has 

Jem been @ naughty boy again ?”” 

« Indeed, ma’am, he ‘3 like to break my heart 

altogether. When his poor father died, 1 comforted 

myself with the thought, that Jem might soon be @
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man, and that he would be a prop to me in my old 

age: but, alas! I have had nothing but grief on his 

account, and many a sore heart he has given me.” 

‘But what is the matter just now?” asked Mrs. 

Wilmot; “‘ what has he been doing to cause you so 

much distress ?” 

“‘ Indeed, ma’am, it is because I do not know what 

he is doing that I am so anxious; I know too well 

that he is about no good when he stays away from 

home; and he has lately been out several times all 

night, and when he returned home the next day, he 

would give no account of himself; and, oh! I fear 

he has bad acquaintances, and there is no saying 

where they may lead him.” 

“Ts he in the way just now?” asked Mrs. Wil- 

mot, “for I should like to speak a little to him 

quietly.” 7 

“QO, no, ma’am, he’s not; nobody knows where 

he is; he left me this morning, promising to go to 

school, for he has been very irregular lately; and 

the master, you see, complained of him. So I said 

to him, ‘ Now, Jem, will you promise me that you “ll



120 THE RESCUE. 

go straight to the gchool and back ?’ and he did 

promise faithfully ; and just now I saw Mrs. Jones’ 

boy pass from the school, and I asked him if Jemy 

were on his way home. ‘Jem?’ says he; ‘ why, he’s 

not been at the school to-day, nor for many a day.’ 

And I says to him, ‘O but, Jones, 1 am sure he 

must have been there to-day, for he promised.’ 

Jones laughed; as much as to say; how could I 

trust to his word; and, indeed, it ’s too true, I can- 

not trust him; he never speaks truth.” 

“That is very sad,” replied Mrs. Wilmot, whilst 

she looked at the younger children, with a look which 

they could not but understand ; “ but I trust it may 

please God to change poor Jem’s heart. You must 

never despair, Mrs. Ryland ; remember that he can 

soften the hardest heart, and that, if you continue 

t@lpray in faith, you may haye a well-grounded hope 

that, sooner or later, your prayers will be answered. 

I must not stay now, however, for I am afraid of 

being caught in the storm which is hanging over us. 

You must cheer up, and perhaps Jem will be home 

soon.”
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The poor widow’s long-drawn sigh plainly showed 

that she did not anticipate his speedy return; and 

she burst into tears. 

As the Wilmots left the cottage, the evening was 

closing in, and, with the approach of night, the storm 

increased to a tremendous height. The sea rose, as 

the saying is, mountains high, and the little pier was 

completely covered with the foaming surge. It blew 

with terrific force all that night, and many a heart 

ached at the thought of some one near and dear to 

them exposed to its merciless fury. Widow Ryland 

was one of those who never went to bed through 

that fearful night. The sea had, on more than one 

occasion, nearly washed away her little dwelling, 

and she fully expected that she would again be 
driven out to seek shelter elsewhere. She therefore 

gathered a few things together, ready to retreat if 
the sea broke in upon her, as it had done before; 

and then, having committed herself to the care of the 
gracious and watchful Shepherd of Israel, who never 
“‘slumbereth nor sleepeth,” she could have laid her 
down in peace ; but the thought of her poor boy, and 

11
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her uncertainty as to where he was, whether exposed 

to all the horrors of that tempestuous night, or, 

what was worse, indulging in scenes of dissipation 

and wickedness, all this was too much for her, and 

she could do nothing but weep and pray for him. 

It was no use her going to bed; in vain was it to 

try to compose herself’ to sleep, whilst her mind was 

racked with anxiety; and she was likewise afraid 

that if he came back she might not hear him ; so she 

raked together the few dying embers, put on some 

turf, and sat down in her old broken arm-chair, with 

her Bible on her lap, and her faithful dog, Trusty, 

by her side. The dumb creature was much attached 

to his mistress, and he knew quite well when anything 

was vexing her. He would then come and lay his 

head in her lap, and look up in her face, with such 

an expression of inquiring sympathy, that he often 

brought tears to the poor widow’s eyes. 

«O, if my Jem loved me half as much as you do, 

my poor Trusty!” she would say, “I should not 

have the sore heart I have.” 

On this sad night, as the storm shook the frail
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walls of the little cottage, and the rain pattered 

against the casement, Trusty seemed to be quite 

conscious that one of the party was absent; and he 

started up from his broken slumbers every now and 

then, and ran to the door smelling and snuffing, as 

if he expected some one to come in. 

“What is it, Trusty?” exclaimed the poor 

widow, as a faint ray of hope passed through her 

mind, that it might be her poor truant boy. She 

withdrew the fastening and lifted the latch, but all 

was still, excepting the roaring of the waves and 

the bellowing of the wind; and the poor widow 

sank down again in her chair, and, resting her head 

on her Bible, she burst again into tears, and gave 

vent to her sorrow in earnest prayer that God 

would spare her poor child ; that He would not take 

him away in the midst of his sins; but that He 

would give him a new heart, and lead him to Jesus, 

to have all his sins washed away. 

Morning dawned, and still Widow Ryland had 

never laid down; and, with the first streak of light, 

she opened the cottage door, hoping to see some one
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pass who could give her tidings of her son. About 

seven o’clock, Michael Frost, who had been to fetch 

some milk from a neighboring farm, passed singing, 

with a light and gleesome heart, which told plainly 

that he rose from a sound night’s sleep ; and the 

very exuberance of his childish mirth seemed to 

strike like a knell to the poor widow's heart, when 

she thought of her own wretched son. 

“ Michael !” she exclaimed, “‘ know you anything 

of my Jem? was he not at school yesterday at 

all?” 

“No,” he replied ; “ he never came to school ; but 

I saw him in the road, and I heard him say he was 

going out for a sail, and I think I saw him after- 

wards in a little boat.” 

“Q, my poor boy!” exclaimed Widow Ryland ; 

«how can you have lived out this fearful night ?” 

She then put on her cloak and rushed to the 

pier, where some of the sailors were standing watch- 

ing indications of any abatement of the storm. She 

perceived that they were looking through a glass at 

some little black speck, which seemed to dance about



THE RESCUE. 125 

upon the waves, now appearing for a moment at the 

top of the crested billow, then sinking altogether 

out of sight. 

“Sure enough it’s a boat,” said one. 

“ Ay, it’s a boat,” said another, looking through 

the glass; “but I see no one init. I see a hand- 

kerchief tied to the mast, though,” said he; “I’ll 

warrant it has been put up as a signal.” 

“ A boat!—a signal!” exclaimed the poor dis- 

tracted mother. ‘QO, tell me, is it my Jem?” 

“T see no one,” they replied. 

“‘Q, then, he’s drowned !— he’s drowned! ” she 

exclaimed, in an agony of mind. “QO, my poor 

Jem! my poor boy! OO, to be taken thus, with all 

your sins on your head — with a lie in your mouth! 

QO, it is too much; it will kill me!” and she sank 

down insensible on the ground. 

The hardy, weather-beaten tars could not help 

compassionating the poor widow’s distress, but they 

could give her no comfort. They consulted together 

whether it was possible to relieve her anxiety by 
going out to discover if any one were in the boat; 

11*
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but still, as they gazed upon the rolling surf between, 

_ they shook their heads, and agreed it was impossible, 

for that any small boat would be swamped in 4 

moment. 

Just at this time, Frank and Henry, who had 

ebtained leave of their mother to run down before 

breakfast, to see if James Ryland had returned 

home, — for they were 89 unhappy about him that 

they could not rest till they heard whether he had 

been out all night, as she expected, — haying been to 

the cottage, and found it empty, were returning 

home again, when they saw @ crowd upon the beach, 

and, running down to see what it was, they found poor 

Mrs. Ryland quite -nsensible, supported in the arms 

of a rough sailor, who was trying to restore her to 

consciousness. When Frank and Henry heard what | 

was the cause of her grief, they ran eagerly from 

one to another, exclaiming —“ O, can you not put 

out a boat? can you not do something to save 

him?” 

« Save him ! — he’s safe enough by this time, rl 

| warrant.”
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«*Q, but you do not know!” they continued; “a 

little longer, and he may be gone. I'll give you a 

half-crown if you’ll go.” 

« And I too,” said Henry. 

They shook their heads. 

“ Ay, my young master,” replied one of the 

sailors, “it’s not half-a-crown, nor five shillings, nor 

anything else, that will take us over the bar. No 

boat could live in such a surf as this. If»there’s 

any one in the boat, he’s safer where he is, for he’ll 

only get plenty of rocking; but if we were to 

attempt to put out in such a sea as this, we should 

be all swamped together.” 

“But the life-boat!” exclaimed Henry, “surely 

the life-boat might go.” 

“QO, ay, it might go; but I’m thinking you 

won’t find Captain Hanson order out his brave men 

to save an empty boat.” Henry waited not for 

another word, but begging Frank to let them run at 

once to Captain Hanson’s, they started off as fast as 

_ their legs could carry them, and they arrived at his 

* door just as he and his family were sitting down to
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breakfast. ‘They at once made known, with breath- 

less eagerness, the object of their visit at that unsea- 

sonable hour, and having convinced the captain that 

there was good reason for believing that poor James 

Ryland might still be in the boat, and that, if he 

were, he might die of cold and hunger, the humane 

man at once ordered the boat to be manned, and 

that they should proceed in search of him. 

« Better have a little useless trouble than let one 

soul perish, my brave lads!” he exclaimed, as the 

sailors rather tardily turned out, on what they 

thought a fruitless expedition. 

In a few minutes more the boat was pushed off ; 

soon it appeared, breasting the angry billows, which, 

as they rolled in, seemed to threaten instant destruc- 

tion to the crew; but, after a few buffetings, a few 

desperate efforts on the part of the fine fellows who 

manned her, she crossed the bar, and was on her way 

to the distant black speck, on which so many eyes 

and thoughts had been concentrated. The two boys 

ran back to the cottage, whither the poor widow had
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been conyeyed, exclaiming, ‘‘ They ’re gone, they ’re 

gone to save him !” 

“ Who’s gone ?” she inquired. 

“ Captain Hanson and his men.” 

“Gone to save my Jem!” she exclaimed ; “ God 

bless them !” 

“ They are gone to see if he’s there,” said Frank, 

‘but you know we cannot be sure,” (afraid that she 

would set her heart too much on the possible result.) 

“No,” said she, sorrowfully, “ we cannot be sure, 

that is true enough. He may be gone ere this,” 

“We will hope not,” said Frank, “ at any rate. 

Papa always says that we must use the means, and 

leave the event to God.” 

“True, my young friend,” she replied ; “ I try to 

do so, but it is dreadful to part with a child, and 

have no hope for him im eternity. O, may your 

parents ever be spared this bitter trial !” 

“ And now,” continued the boys, “we must run 

home; but I dare say our parents will let us come 

back again, and by that time, perhaps, the boat will 

be returning.” |
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« And how long will it be ere they return ?” 

«“Q, a long time —an hour, I dare say, for it is 

a long way out; but we will be back again -before 

that time, and tell you what they are doing.” 

My young readers can easily imagine that the 

poor widow found it impossible to wait patiently the 

young gentlemen’s return ; they can imagine her 

agonizing state of suspense, as she sat upon the 

beach, before her cottage door, waiting for the return 

of the boat. Some of the sailors were lingering 

near, feeling, as they did, for poor Mrs. Ryland’s 

anxiety. 

« They have surely got something,” said one, “ or 

they would never stay so long. They are bringing 

the boat in tow,” he continued. 

“ Well, let us be ready, Jack, to give ’em a haul 

in ;” and so saying, they went down to the pier. 

The two boys, and Mr. Wilmot with them, were 

soon on the spot again, and, in a very short. time, 

though it doubtless seemed very long to the poor 

trembling mother, they pulled in the boat, and the 

next moment the mother’s eye detected her poor lost
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Boy lying in the stern of the boat, and he was lifted 
out, apparently lifeless. 

“He is not dead!” exclaimed Captain Hanson ; 

“he is not dead ; he is only benumbed with cold and 

exhaustion. Put him to bed between some hot 

blankets, and pour a little hot drink down his 

throat.” 

Mr. Wilmot assisted to carry the poor, helpless, 

miserable boy home; and having chafed his limbs, 

and put a tea-spoonful or two of liquid through his 
closed lips, he had soon the satisfaction of seeing 

something like returning animation. With the 
return of a gleam of hope, the poor widow’s energies 

returned also, and she soon made up the fire, put on 
a log of wood, and then prepared a little warm gruel 

d be able to take any- 

hour or two, James 
    

    

for him as soon as h 

thing. In the course 

Ryland was so far recoy as to be quite conscious 
where he was; and, ~ ‘te Wilmots left him, 

he was able to sit.up by the fire, and take some 
nourishment, whilst they were glad to see some signs 
of penitence and of gratitude for his deliverance.
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“ Let us give thanks to God,” said Mr. Wilmot ; 

«Jet us, ere we part, unite in praising God for His 

mercies, in thus rescuing you, James, from death, 

and your soul from everlasting misery.” 

He then prayed earnestly that the events of the 

past night might be blessed to the youth; that he 

might, even now, ere it was too late, seek the Lord, 

and be found of him. He prayed that it might be 

blessed to them all; that it might be a warning to 

others ; and, having joined in praise and thanksgiv- 

ing to that merciful Providence who had preserved 

him amidst the stormy waves, and brought him back 

in safety, he ended with the language of that beau- 

tiful Psalm, “O that men would praise the Lord 

for his goodness, and declare the wonders that he 

doeth for the children n!” They then left 

him, promising to retu see him the next day. 

When they returned Bonn , they were immediately 

- surrounded by the rest of the family, all anxious to 

hear the particulars, and rejoicing to find that poor 

James’ life was saved, and delighted to think that it 

was, in a great measure, owing, under God, to the 

  

    

   
   

  

*
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exertions of their dear brothers that he was not left 

to perish, You may be sure that it afforded a sub- 

ject of much interesting conversation among the 

young people, and they were very eager for the next 

day to arrive, that they might go and see him, and 

take him something to nourish him and do him 

good. 

“Yes, it is quite right to look after his body, my 

dear children,” said Mr. Wilmot; ‘he will need 

something to recruit his strength; but I am much 

more anxious about his soul; for if this wonderful 

deliverance is not made an occasion of repentance 

and amendment, I fear he will go from bad to worse, 

till he comes to a miserable end.” 

“T have got one or two beautiful tracts, papa,” 

said Mary. | 

* And so have I,” saidWane ; “may we send him 

some ?” 

“OQ, yes, by all means; and I think we must 

try to make the best of this opportunity for en- 

deavoring to win him by kindness, and at the same 

time to be very faithful in our warnings to him.” 
: 12
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Mrs. Wilmot endeavored to avail herself of the 

opportunity to impress strongly upon all her chil- 

dren, but especially upon Emily and Charlie, the 

awful consequences of deceit and falsehood. She 

endeavored to convince them that James Ryland’s 

sin, in this instance, consisted in deceiving his 

mother, and telling her a positive falsehood, — 

assuring her that he was going to school, and going 

out to sea instead; a thing which he had faithfully 

promised her he never would do. Then, one sin 

leading to another, he took away a boat which did 

not belong to him. She reminded them that, whilst 

James was left as a monument of mercy, still he 

should serve as a solemn warning to all who de- 

parted from the ways of truth, and from the fear 

of God. 

“J should like to hear all that he felt,” said 

Henry, “when he found himself alone in the midst. 

_of the sea.” 

« Perhaps he will tell you what he felt, when you 

see him to-morrow,” replied Mrs. Wilmot; ‘ but it 

‘3 a8 well to leave him to his own reflections for



THE RESCUE. 135 

time, only praying that God may, by his grace, 

soften his heart, and give him reason to look back 

with thankfulness to this eventful period of his 

life.” 

The next day, when the Wilmots went to see 

Jamés, they found him much softened in spirit. 

He acknowledged how wicked a boy he had been, 

and how God had brought his sins to remembrance, 

when he thought he was going to die and appear 

before him. 

‘What made me the most miserable,” he said, 

“was that I had told my mother a lie, and this 

very lie would prevent her from knowing the dan- 

ger I was in, or doing anything to save me. Had 

I told her the truth,” he continued, “she would 

have been out seeking me, and sending some one 

after me; but I said to myself, I have deceived her, 

- and now God is going to punish me.” 

“And were you frightened at the prospect of 

death ?” asked Frank. 

“©, Master Frank!” he replied, “it was an 

awful prospect, for I kneWewhere I was going; and
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though I did not love God, yet I shrunk from 

going to that dreadful place that mother had told 

me of.” 

« And what did you do?” asked Frank. 

«©, I fell upon my knees,” he replied, “ and I 

prayed to God. O yes, I did pray. I never knew 

before what prayer was, Master Frank, but I prayed 

and prayed until I thought that God heard me, and 

then I laid down at the bottom of the boat, half dead 

with cold, and wet through and through; but I 

thought of nothing, Master Frank, but my soul. I 

could not think of my body, I was so frightened 

about dying whilst I was such a wicked boy.” 

« Well, James, I hope you will never forget this 

very solemn lesson,” said Frank; “ for you know it 

+3 not necessary to go out to sea in order to feel 

yourself dying. You may die to-day, or you may 

die to-night; and I remember Mr. Graham preach- 

ing a sermon upon that text, ‘This night thy 

soul shall be required of thee ;’ and he said that we 

ought to live always in preparation for death.” 

From this time, James Ryland became quite an
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altered character. He attended school regularly, he 

was always at church on the Sabbath, and he was 

attentive to his poor widowed mother; and every 

one said, what a change had come over James 

Ryland! He never forgot what he owed to the 

young Wilmots, and used often to exclaim, when he 

saw them, “Ay, mother, but for them I should 

have been in eternity, and lost! — lost forever!” 

From this time, James was never known to tell a 

lie. He used to say that it was lying and deceiving 

that had ‘nearly cost him his life; and he knew now, 

for God had taught him, that no liar could stand in 

the presence of God, but that they would be cast 

into hell; and he became so truthful, that his 

mother always felt that she could trust to what 

Jem said. As he grew up, he became a truly pious 

man, and he remained an evidence of the mercy, 

and loving kindness, and forbearance, of the Lord. 

12*
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CHAPTER VIII. 

THE UNWELCOME NEWS. 

Wy ht E will leave Frank to entertain them,” said 

the children, one morning, a8 Frank entered 

    

the breakfast room. 

« Q, yes, Frank will take charge of them; they 

are his visitors,” they all cried, laughing, and look- 

ing very mischievous. “ He invited them, and he 

must entertain them,” continued little Emily. 

« Invited whom ?” asked Frank; “ entertain whom? 

I do not understand what you mean.’ 

«©, these horrid Middletons!” exclaimed Char- 

lie. 
. 

“ Hush, Charlie,” ~ Jane; “ you should never 

speak so of any one.’ 

“ Well, but it is such a bore,” he continued ; 

«here we wanted to go and have such a nice day in 

working at the grotto, and they are just coming to 

spoil all our fun.” 
bf
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« Perhaps not quite so bad as you think,” replied 

Frank ; “‘ at any rate, it will be an opportunity for 

exercising a little self-denial, and, if we cannot 

please ourselves, we must try at least to please 

them. You know how much mamma is always 

saying to us about giving up our own little schemes 

and pleasures, when we can do anything that is kind, 

and that will please other people; and we ought to 

be very happy when an occasion offers for doing 

60.” 

“Q, all that is very well for you, Frank; but I 

cannot feel quite as you do,” said Charlie; “and I 

am sure I should be telling a story if I said I 

- should be glad to see them.” 

“There is no need of saying that exactly,” 

replied Frank; “but if they come we must try and 

make it pleasant to them; let us think of something 

that will amuse them, and that we all like.” 

“They will not like anything we propose,” said 

Charlie, who could not at all recover his equanimity ; 

“they never will do anything that we wish them to 

do,”
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«Then we must endeavor to do what they like ; it 

will not hurt us for one day,” said Mary; “ and 

remember, it is not kind to Frank to make such a 

fuss about it; he does not like it any better than 

we do, only he thought it right to ask them.” 

« Why, what a set of doleful faces!” exclaimed 

Mrs. Wilmot, who came in and found the children 

looking all so grave and so sad that she began to 

think there must be something the matter ; ‘“ what 

is it? what is the matter?” she continued. 

« Q, mamma, such bad news! such a disappoint- 

ment!” said Emily; “we thought we were going 

to have such a nice holiday, and now the Middletons 

are coming to spoil all our pleasure.” 

«Ts there no pleasure in responding to a call of 

duty ?” asked Mrs. Wilmot, seriously. 

«Duty, mamma? Q, it surely is not a duty to 

ask the Middletons!” ) 

“TJ believe no one did ask them, my love; they 

snvited themselves, and dear Frank thought it 

would not be kind to refuse them; and now that 

they are coming, it really becomes a duty to set
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aside your own wishes, and endeavor to please 

them. As you grow up, you must expect to be 

often crossed in this way; and it is well to be 

taught early in this school of self-denial. Now you 

must try not to appear glad to see them, — not to 

put on what you do not feel, —but to be really glad ; 

thus to exercise your Christian principle in depend- 

ence upon that grace which can alone enable you to 

meet cheerfully what opposes your own wishes and 

plans.” 

“QO, I am sure we will try, dear mamma,” said 

Jane. ‘I am sure Charlie and Emily too will try 

hard to mind what you say.” 

“ Yes, that we will,” said the two little ones ; “ we 

will do it to please, mamma.” 

“That is a very right and laudable motive, my 

dear children,” said Mrs. Wilmot; “but there is 

one higher still. I want you, in all these little 

things, as well as in great things, to try to please 

God. If you seek first to approve yourself to him, 

you will be sure to please me too. Now go, like 

good children, and prepare for your visitors.”
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My young readers may wonder why the promised 

visit of a few young people, about their own age, was 

such a sad grievance to the Wilmots; for it is 

generally a great treat to children to have a few 

friends to spend the day with them. But, perhaps, 

by the time that the Middletons have paid their 

intended visit, and the day draws to a close, we 

shall be able to see some reason for the anticipations 

of the children not being very joyous upon this 

occasion. The two families had not met very often ; 

but as they were what is called country neighbors, 

who are rather expected to be on visiting terms 

with those round about them, they exchanged calls 

now and then, and the young people had once or 

twice spent a day in each others’ company. They 

were not, however, at all pleasant children; they | 

had not enjoyed the blessing of being brought up in 

so careful and Christian a manner as the Wilmots 

had been, and their tastes and pursuits were not at 

all congenial. But we shall see. | 

Twelve o'clock, the hour named, at length 

arrived; the Wilmots were all ready, looking out
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of the drawing-room window. They saw the car- 

riage driving up the avenue, but instead of hurrying 

out to meet them, as they usually did any one they 

liked, they stood very soberly and demurely, watch- 

ing them till the carriage reached the door; and 
then, summoning all their resolution and all their 
determination to act up to their promise, they went 
out to receive them, which they did very cheerfully 
and kindly; and, whilst they did not express any 
particular pleasure in seeing them, they still were so 

kind and cheerful, and anxious to please them, that 
their young visitors could never have found out that 
they were not really welcome. The party consisted 
of three boys, about the same age as the Wilmots, 
James, Robert, and Arthur, and a little girl about 

Emily’s age, whose name was Susan. After a little 
conversation, Mrs. Wilmot advised them to decide 

upon their plans for the day, as she would order 
dinner at the time that was most convenient to them. 
James Middleton said that their parents would 
desire them*to be home early in the evening, as 
they had friends staying with them; therefore, an
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early dinner was ordered, and the young people all 

sallied forth to amuse themselves. 

« Now, what shall we do first 2” asked Frank. 

«« Shall we take our boats and sail them on the pond ? 

or shall we take our bow and arrow to the shooting- 

ground ? or shall we have a game at cricket?” 

The Middletons said they would rather take a 

walk all round the grounds, and see all that was to 

be seen, first of all. 

«“ Well, then, we will take you all round our 

domain,” said Frank ; “ only remember you must not 

expect a grand place like your own, for you know 

ours is but small, though we think it the nicest 

place that ever was; but then we are so happy, and 

have such nice amusements, that we never enjoy 

any place half so much as home.” 

« Let us show them the ponies first,” said Henry ; 

« T am sure they will like the ponies, and the little 

foal. ©, we have such a pretty tame little foal! it 

follows us about just like a dog. We had better go 

to the farm,” said he, “and then they will see all 

our pets.”
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“Yes, yes, we will go to the farm,” cried Char- 
lie. 

The boys accordingly all walked to the farm, 
whilst the girls amused themselves in the garden, 
and in looking at the tame rabbits, and the little 
bantams, and a number of nice pets, which they 
were allowed to keep at the back of the house, 
whilst the rest of the live stock were kept at the 
farm. 

The Middletons had been spoiled children, and) 
every toy that was wanted was bought for them, 
‘and every pleasure that could be thought of was 
provided for them, so that they had soon exhausted. 
every species of amusement and gratification, and 
they could now find no pleasure in those things’ which, 
afforded endless delight to the young Wilmots. . 
They had been very differently trained. Mrs. Wil- 
mot had never allowed any toys beyond a box of 
bricks, a, puzzle, and one or two things of that kind, 
which afforded a little exercise of skill and ingenu- 
ity. These were the only toys permitted, as. their 
parents wished to encourage them to find out 

13
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pleasures for themselves, especially such as were 

‘1 immediate connection with the works of God. 

When the weather was fine, they had their little 

gardens, in which they enjoyed working; they had 

their pets to attend to; sometimes they went on 

botanizing expeditions with their father ; and, 

when the weather prevented their going out, they 

were never at a loss to amuse themselves. They 

had plants to examine through the microscope, shells 

to arrange in their cabinets, and many other interest- 

ing occupations. My young readers would find that 

such pursuits as these afford an infinite variety of 

amusement and gratification ; and, unlike the miser- 

able, unsatisfying pleasures of the world, these leave 

no blank behind; but, on the contrary, they are 

ennobling and improving to the mind. If they are 

pursued in a right spirit, and with a desire to dis- 

cover in everything the hand of a wonder-working 

God, they must tend to elevate the mind, to call 

forth its admiration of the great Creator, and to 

draw out the grateful affections of the soul to the
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bountiful Giver of all good, leading them to ex- 

claim, in the language of Milton, — 

“These are thy glorious works, Parent of good, 

Almighty, thine this universal frame, 

Thus wondrous fair ; thyself how wondrous then! 

Unspeakable ! to us invisible, or dimly seen, 

In these thy lowest works ; yet these declare 

Thy goodness beyond thought, and power divine ! - 

The book of Nature is indeed a wonderful book, 

and the more it is studied by a Christian mind, the 

more must the heart of the student overflow with 

gratitude and love to Nature’s God, and exclaim, 

«© Lord, how manifold are thy works! in wisdom 

thou hast made them all. The earth is full of thy 

riches ! ” | 

But to return to the little group at Seafield 

House. The young Middletons had been brought 

up, as I said before, in a very different manner 

from the Wilmots; and their pleasures, as we shall 

soon see, were of a very different kind. 

“Come and look at our gardens,” said Henry.
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“As we go to the farm, we can take you through 

the garden and the field; it is quite as short 4 

way.” | 

«[ do not care which way we go,” said Arthur ; 

“but I don’t want to see your stupid little bits of 

gardens. Why can’t we have some fun? Your 

amusements ‘seem all so grave and so stupid. I 

like real fun.” 

« But what do you call fun ?” asked Henry. 

« Why, shooting sparrows, to be sure, or hunting 

for birds’ nests.” 

«©, Arthur, Arthur!” exclaimed the boys, ‘ do 

you call that fun? I could not find any fun in 

tormenting or taking away the life of God’s crea- 

tures.” 

«Did you ever hear such nonsense ¢” exclaimed 

Arthur; “why may we not shoot sparrows or 

pigeons, just as well as hares and pheasants ?” 

“JT should not like to do either,” said Henry ; 

“ut there is something much worse in making a 

pleasure of shooting poor little birds, who seem to 

hop about near you as if they thought they were
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quite safe. And then there is no use in them; — 

you kill them for the mere pleasure of knocking 

them down; and, besides, I dare say you often only 

wound them, and then, poor little things, they must 

die in misery.” 

“Hear him! hear him!” cried the unfeeling 

boy. ‘ Well, Henry, when we find any sparrows 

with broken legs, we will send them to you to 

nurse.” 

“T am sure I would take care of them, poor 

things,” said Henry; “but I wish you could see 

how cruel it is.” 

“Not I,” said Arthur; “I do not see anything 

cruel in it at all.” 

“Well, if I were a gentleman, with a fine place, 

and plenty of game,” said Frank, “I do not think 

I should ever enjoy shooting. I would send the 

game-keeper out when I wanted game; but I could 

not bear to kill it myself. I do not see why we 

should have pleasure in taking away life, though it 

may be necessary, sometimes, to do so. For in- 

stance, we know that sheep and oxen must be 

13*
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killed, but you surely would not think it sport to go 

and kill them yourselves.” 

«Tf they had a good run for it, like a hare or a 

fox, I should,” replied James; “but when they 

stand so meekly and stupidly to be killed, of course 

there is no fun in that.” 

«Well, I can see no fun in it, as you call it, 

from first to last,” said Henry. 

«Q, you are a stupid set,” said James; “but 

I'll tell you some fun we are going to have, that I 

dare say you will like. We have got two nice brass 

cannon, good large ones, too ; and we are going to 

buy some gunpowder, and some fireworks ; and then, 

on my birth-day, which is Tuesday week, we are to 

have a deal of fun. Will you come, too?” 

«“T do not think we can,” replied Henry, “ for 

mamma hus such a dread of gunpowder she would 

not like us to join in anything of the kind.” 

«But you need not tell her anything about it. 

If you come to spend a day with us, there is no 

need to say beforehand what you are going to do.” 

«Q, I could not possibly do it without telling
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thamma,” said Henry; “I should have no pleasure 
if I thought I were doing what she had forbidden.” 

“Q, but if that is all, we are forbidden,” returned 

James; “my mother would be frightened out of 
her senses if she knew anything about it, for she has 
often forbidden us to play with gunpowder; but 
then it is so ridiculous. Just the same if we bor- 

row the gun,—she thinks we must shoot each 

other, of necessity.” 

“You are surely, then, very wrong in doing it,” 

said Frank. 

“ Not at all. There is no use in frightening her 

by telling her; but why should not we enjoy the 

same fun that other boys do ?” 

“Tf their parents allow it,” said Frank, “that is 

a different thing ; but I never could expect a blessing 
if I disobeyed my parents’ injunctions.” 

“Well, you may preach as much as you like,” 

said Robert, “but you will never persuade us to 
think as you do.” 

“T wish I could,” said Frank. 

“Tam glad you cannot,” replied he. “A pretty
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set of mollies we should be, tied to mamma’s apron- 

string. Why, here I am, going to be a soldier, and 

to say that I am to be afraid of a little gunpow- 

der!” 

« All that I say is,” replied Frank, “that you 

ought not to disobey your mother’s injunctions.” 

“ Well, Frank, you may mind your business, and 

I will mind mine,” was the rude and uncourteous 

answer ; “but mind,” he continued, “you are not 

to go and tell of us. Remember, we will never for- 

give you, if you say anything about it. Will you 

promise ?”’ 

« T am not sure that I can promise,” said Frank ; 

“I think I ought to tell, for if anything should 

happen to you, I should be blamed for not trying to 

stop it.” 

“ Blamed! who is going to blame you? You 

have no business with other people’s matters. Yes, 

yes, you must promise, and if we are blown sky- 

high, it is no fault of yours. Now promise ; — I 

will not let you stir an inch till you promise.” 

The young Wilmots, thus surrounded and pressed,



THE UNWELOOME NEWS. 158 

before they had sufficient time to make up their 

minds whether they were right in giving a promise, 

and to seek for guidance from above, unhappily 

yiclded, and gave their word to keep the secret. 

They then proceeded to the farm, a place where our 

young friends, the Wilmots, always found plenty of 

amusements, for they had a great number of pets. 

Each had their fowls, their rabbits, their pretty 

goats; and, indeed, all the live stock, even to the 

little pigs, were divided amongst them, and allowed 

to be called theirs, that they might feel more inter- 

est in taking care of them, and in studying their 

habits, and the proper management of them. 

The Middletons, however, could not enter into 

any of these innocent and rational amusements ; — 

the only pleasure they had in animals was in tor- 

menting them. As they lingered in the farm-yard, 

one threw a stone at a poor hen, and almost broke 

its leg; another sent the dog into the pond, to 

frighten the ducks; then, when he came jumping up 

to caress them, they gave him a kick, and sent him 

howling away; while another gave chase to one of
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the pretty little kids, driving it away from its 
mother, and frightening it out of its senses. There 
was nothing made the young Wilmots so angry as 
cruelty ; — they were such kind-hearted, good boys, 
that they liked to see everything happy, and they 
could scarcely restrain their temper whilst they saw 
all their pets tormented in this way. 

“«, come away home !” cried Charlie, at length ; 
“ there is no pleasure in showing them anything. I 
never saw such rude, unfeeling boys in my life. I 
hope you will never come again.” 

“No fear,” replied Arthur ; “Iam sure there is 
no pleasure in coming. I thought we should have 
all sorts of fun, you said so much about all your 
delightful sports; but I never saw such a set of 
stupid, dull, prosy creatures as you are.” As they 
jumped over the stile into the adjoining field, to 
return to the house, the farming men stood looking 
after them, in mute astonishment, wondering how in 
the world their young gentlemen had picked up such 
companions, so entirely unlike themselves, 

As they crossed the field, they were met by the
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girls, who had come to let them know that dinner 

was waiting. The rude boys soon began to plague 

their poor sister, who was a very gentle, nice little 

girl, though she had evidently been rather spoiled, 

and it was not very easy to amuse her. Susan 

seemed to be quite afraid of her brothers, instead of 

looking up to them for protection, as Mary, Jane 

and Emily Wilmot did to their brothers. 

After they had dined, our young friends were 

not sorry to hear their mother order the Middletons’ 

carriage, and they could scarcely conceal their pleas- 

ure when they handed them into it, and saw them 

drive away. 

“ Well, dear children,” said Mrs. Wilmot, “ are 

you sorry to part with your visitors so early ?” 

“QO no, very glad!” exclaimed Charlie. 

“ Very glad!” repeated Emily. 

“T am sure, dear mamma, I really hope they will 

not come again,” said Henry, “ for they are so rude, 

and so cruel too.” 

«That is a sad account of your young friends,” 

replied Mrs. Wilmot; “ they behave very well when 

they are with us.”
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“ Well, dear mamma,” replied Frank, “I do not 
like to tell tales, or to complain of them behind 
their backs ; but we could not help telling them that 
if you knew how badly they behaved, you would 
never ask them again.” 

“I certainly shall not ask them,” said Mrs. Wil- 
mot, “if they set a bad example instead of a good 
one before you, for I think we are bound to choose 
very carefully the associates of our children; but I 
cannot understand what it is that makes you think 
so badly of the Middletons.” 

“QO, mamma, it is quite easy to tell you that,” 
exclaimed Harry ; and he then related how they had 
conducted themselves during their morning walk, 
and especially how they seemed to boast of conceal- 
ing things from their parents, and doing what 
they knew they would disapprove. This was quite 
enough for Mrs. Wilmot, and she resolved that 
the Middletons should not visit their children again, 
and that, if an opportunity offered, she would kindly, 
but firmly, acquaint their parents with the reasons 
which had led her to this conclusion.
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CHAPTER IX. 

THE ACCIDENT. 

FEW days after this resolution had been 

formed, the children were sitting round 

the breakfast table, and Mr. Wilmot was, 

as usual, running over the pages of the newspaper, 

  

to see if there was anything of interest to read, 

when he suddenly exclaimed, “ Here, boys ! listen to 

this : — 

“¢ On Tuesday last, as the sons of A. Middleton, 

Esq., of Laurel Hall, were amusing themselves, 

in company with several of their young friends, in 

firing off some small brass cannon, the youngest son, 

Arthur, about twelve years of age, met with a severe 

accident, in consequence of the bursting of one of 

them, by which his right hand was much shattered ; 

and it is feared that amputation will be necessary. 
14
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One or two other gentlemen were more or less in- 

jured by the explosion.’ ” 

«QO, how dreadful!” exclaimed little Charlie ; 

« but it was just what we told them.” 

«Told them, my love! did you know anything 

about it?” asked Mr. Wilmot. 

« Q, yes, papa,” replied Henry, “ we knew what 

they were going to do, and we should have told you, 

only that they made us promise that we would not 

say a word about it.” 

“Tt was a very rash promise, my son,” said Mr. 

Wilmot. ‘I wonder how you were led to make 

such a promise.” 

« Q, indeed, papa, we did not at all like it,” said 

Henry, “ and Frank and I stood out a long time to 

try and convince them how wrong it was to do any- 

thing that they wished to conceal from their parents ; 

but then they said so much about mischief-making, 

and tale-bearing; and meddling in other people’s 

matters, that we thought, perhaps, we had no right 

to tell.” 

«“ How I wish we had mentioned it at once!” said
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Frank, “and then all this sad affair would have been 

prevented.” 

“You have indeed erred greatly in judgment, 

dear boys,” said their father; “and as you may be 

often placed in similar circumstances, it is very im- 

portant that you should understand clearly what it 

is your duty to do in such cases. 

« T never would encourage young people in tell- 

ing tales; and in tale-bearing I include everything 

which can tend to the prejudice of another, or ex- 

pose their faults needlessly, and for the gratification 

of your own evil temper. When there is no good 

end to be answered — when you can neither hope to 

prevent the commission of crime, nor to lead to the 

timely correction of evil in others, there can be no 

call to expose their faults, and thus, perhaps, to 

injure their character for life; but, on the other 

hand, when you can, by timely communication, pre- 

vent a person from doing what is wrong, it is an ab- 

solute duty to inform against them; and when any 

of your young friends ask you not to tell, you may 

begin to suspect that the thing they are purposing
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to do, or that they have done, is wrong, and should 

not be concealed. The person who knew of a rob- 

bery to be committed, and kept it a secret, would 

be, to a certain extent, concerned in the robbery. 

Again, the person who conceals a murderer is in some 

measure guilty of the blood of the murdered person.” 

“QO, papa, what a very awful thought!” ex- 

claimed Frank; “how sorry I am now that we did 

not come at once to you and tell you about the Mid- 

dletons ! ” 

“You might have prevented a very lamentable 

accident, if you had done so,” replied Mr. Wilmot, 

“and you would have been more clearly and fully car- 

rying out those conscientious and upright principles, 

upon which you endeavor, I know, to act. It has, 

in this instance, been an error of judgment ; but you 

must never be led into the same error again. When 

you find any young companion about to be engaged 

in anything that you know to be wrong, (and every- 

thing which involves disobedience to parents must 

be wrong, however harmless it might be in itself) 

instead of being a party by concealment, tell them
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openly, at once, ‘I must let your parents know ; I 

cannot keep any secrets of the kind.’ Those who 

meditate evil will no doubt soon cease to communi- 

cate anything to you that they do not wish to be 

known ; but they must in their hearts respect the 

principle upon which you act, and it may, under 

God’s blessing, be the means of arresting them in 

their evil ways. If the heart is upright and sincere 

in the sight of God, there will be nothing to conceal 

as regards yourselves ; and when you see concealment 

and falsehood practised by others, you must shrink 

from being in any way concerned in it. ‘O, my 

soul, come not thou into their secret!’ 

“Tt is quite true that, by this system of can- 

dor and openness, you may sometimes be crossed 

in some darling scheme you may have formed, or 

some very interesting plan for amusement ; you. may 

have built some grand castle in the air, and prom- 

ised yourselves a great deal of fun and pleasure in 

carrying out your scheme, and completing your 

castle ; and then, perhaps, some wiser heads, some 

more prudent judgment, may interfere, and papa or 

14*
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mamma may be obliged to say, ‘I cannot let you do 

so, my love, for it is very dangerous ;’ or, ‘ I cannot 

allow such a thing, for I do not think it right ;’ and 

so your fine castle will be pulled down in a mo- 

ment.” 

« O, but whenever you say so, dear papa,” inter- 

rupted Jane, “ we believe you, for we are sure you 

know best.” 

“ T don’t think there is much fear of our keeping 

any secret of our own from our parents,” said 

Henry ; “ the only thing I did not understand was, 

how far it was right to tell of others when they 

asked us not; but I shall know in future.” 

“Do you not think that it would be right for 

us to ride over and inquire for Arthur Middleton ? ” 

asked Frank; “ and then we can tell him that we 

know we did wrong in keeping the secret.” 

“Quite right, dear boy; Ido not wish you to 

keep up acquaintance with them in future, but I 

think it would be right to call and ask for Arthur, 

and perhaps you can say a little word to him about 

the lesson it should be to them all, to have no con- 

cealments from their parents.”
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The ponies were ordered, and Frank and Henry 

rode over to Laurel Hall, where they found poor 

Arthur in bed, suffering very much from his acci- 

dent ; and, as soon as he saw them, he exclaimed, — 

« Ah! I wish I had listened to you now, but it is 

too late.” 

“Too late to save the accident,” said Frank, “ but 

I hope it may please God to teach you a lesson by 

it, that you may never forget; but I rode over 

with Henry, Arthur, to beg you to forgive us.” 

«“ Forgive you! — what do you mean?” asked 

Arthur, with a look of astonishment. 

« Yes, forgive us; for if we had done what was 

right, the accident would have been prevented.” 

“T do not understand you,” said Arthur, groan- 

ing with pain. 

« Why, if we had done what was right, we should 

never have promised not to tell, but we should have 

let your parents know at once.” 

«I’m sure I should have called you a tell-tale for 

your pains, then,” said Arthur. 

“J would not mind that, were it to happen
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again,” said Frank; “I am resolved I will never 

again promise to keep any secrets.” 

After much conversation, and kind expressions of 

sympathy with the poor boy, Frank and Henry took 

their leave. 

« Will you come often to see me?” asked Arthur, 

« for it is very dull here, and my brothers are out 

amusing themselves all day.” 

“JT am afraid I cannot promise that,” replied 

Frank, “ for, to tell you the truth, you behaved so 

badly the other day, that we had no wish to get 

better acquainted, and we only came over to-day to 

tell you how sorry we were for having done wrong 

in concealing what you told us.” 

«Q, but I hope you will come again,” said Ar- 

thur, “ for I like you both very much.” 

« Well, if mamma gives us leave, we shall come 

and see you again, some day, soon,” replied Frank ; 

and they then left the room, and mounted their 

ponies to return home. 

They both agreed that they thought they had 

done right in promising to go again, “ because,” said
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Henry, “now is the time, when he is confined to 

bed, and no one near him, that we may, perhaps, do 

some good by trying to lead him to love and obey 

his parents, and to speak the truth, instead of hay- 

ing any more secrets.” 

When they returned home, and told their mother 

what had passed, she quite agreed with them, that 

it was just the season when they might hope to be 

of use, and therefore they should go occasionally to 

see Arthur Middleton, though she had no wish for 

further intimacy with the family.
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CHAPTER X. 

THE PETITION. 

EAR mamma,” said Henry, one day, as he 

   
   

\ : 
\) 1:    } 
IN) a great favor to ask you; such a favor: . 

joined Mrs. Wilmot in the garden, “ I have O 

— while his beaming countenance, as he looked into 

his mother’s face, showed pretty plainly that he felt 

sure she would grant it;— “it is one I have been 

longing to ask you for some time past.” 

« And why have you been so long in making it 

known, dear Henry? for you know how glad I am 

to please my children.” 

«“Q, but it is a very particular favor,” replied 

Henry ; “and then I want you not to ask me a great 

many questions about it, but to ¢rust me.” 

«“ Well, my dear boy, you must tell me what it 

is; but it seems rather a mysterious business, and 

though I am thankful to say I can trust you, fully
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and entirely, in the ordinary sense of the word; yet 

though I may be able to place the strictest confidence 

in your uprightness of heart and sincerity of pur- 

pose, it does not follow that I can always trust your 

wisdom and prudence, seeing that we must not look 

for an old head upon young shoulders. Many young 

people, with the best intentions, err greatly, through 

want of judgment and experience.” 

«Well, I think I am quite willing to tell 

you the secret; but you must not tell. anybody else, 

not even my brothers and sisters; for you know 

Jesus tells us not to let our left hand know what 

our right hand doeth ; and, if anybody knew it but 

you, I should be afraid of not having exactly the 

simple motive which you say is so necessary in doing 

good.” 

“True, my dear boy, whatever good we desire 

and purpose to do, it should be done as to the Lord, 

and not to man; it should be done in secret, and He 

who seeth in secret will reward us openly.” 

“Now, dear mamma, I must tell you what my 

favor is; it is to allow me to put by just half of each
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meal in the day, and to let me take it in a little 

basket, every evening, to poor George Herbert, who 

is very weak and ill just now ; and the doctor says 

if he had some nourishing food he would soon get 

stronger, but that he will never get better whilst he 

is in such a starving condition.” 

«“ T wish I had known it sooner, my dear,” said 

Mrs. Wilmot, “for I should have been glad to send 

him something very often; but now, as to your 

request, Henry, I cannot grant it exactly in the way 

that you wish, because I think that it would not be 

good for you, who are growing so fast, to stint your- 

self in necessary food. Since God has given us 

plenty, there is no call for you to run the risk of 

injuring your own health and strength in order to 

give to others. I can send George all that he 

needs.” 

“ But then I shall not feel the same pleasure,” 

replied Henry, “as if I were giving up something in 

order to give it to him.” 

“Let us see, Harry; I think I can gratify your
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desire, and yet not let you do anything that can 

hurt you.” 

“‘ How ? how?” cried Henry ; “do tell me!” 

“It is to give up all superfluities, everything that 

you can do without, such as sugar in your tea, fruit, 

cakes; and I will reckon up what these little things 

will amount to, and give you the money to expend 

in little comforts for poor George.” 

“QO, thank you, mamma; that wall suit me capi- 

tally ; but then we must keep it quite a secret.” 

“ Quite a secret, Henry.” 

“And then I have not told you quite all, 

mamma; poor George is very anxious to learn to 

read, and if you will allow me, I want to go for a 

short time every day, after lessons are over, to teach 

him to read.” 

“That you shall, my dear boy,” replied Mrs. 

Wilmot; “and, while you are teaching him to read, 

you may be able, with God’s blessing, to teach him 

about the narrow way that leadeth unto life; you 

can tell him of Jesus, as the only way by which 

the ‘sinner can find acceptance with God.” 

15
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«J have already been trying to lead him to 

Jesus,” said Henry; “but he seems very ignorant. 

He has never been to church or to school; but he 

says if he gets better he will come; and I want to 

teach him to read the Bible, so that if he comes to 

school next summer he may be ready to go into the 

bigger boys’ class.” 

«Quite right,” replied Mrs. Wilmot; “and I 

shall be very happy to forward your plans, only that 

you must not be gone very long, or your secret will 

be sure to be found out, for you will be missed in 

play hours very much.”’ 

That afternoon, Henry began his visits to poor 

George Herbert, who lived in a lonely cottage, some 

distance from the village, and Henry had to run all 

the way, in order to shorten the period of his 

absence. When he returned home, Frank and 

Charlie wanted to know where he had been, and 

why he ran away just when they wanted him to 

play with them; and, as he was a defaulter every 

day, at the same hour, and they could have but a 

lame sort of game without him, they began seriously 
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to find fault with this new arrangement, and at last 

made a formal complaint to their mother. 

“If you please, do tell Henry to stay and play 

with us,” said Charlie ; “it is so tiresome ; he always 

runs away every day when lessons are over, and he 

is gone such a long time, and he never will tell us 

where he has been.” 

Mrs. Wilmot told them that she was very sorry 

if their game was spoiled, but she was sure that 

their brother had some good object MA thus giving up 

his play, and that they must learn to do without 

him. ‘You, Frank,” she added, “have so many 

plans for usefulness in the village, that you can 

quite believe that dear Henry has something better 

to do than to play, and you must, therefore, not 

check his desires to make himself useful, by being 

too inquisitive as to what he is about.” 

“JT wish mamma would trust me as she does 

Henry,” said Charlie, as his mother went away ; 

“she lets him go anywhere, you see, but she Will 

never trust me even to go to a shop, and —” 

«“ But is not this your own fault, Master Charlie ?”
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said Frank ; “ you must show mamma that she can 

trust you.” 

“ Well, I am sure I have not done anything for 

a very long time, to make mamma afraid of trusting 

me,” said Charlie. 

“But you are so much younger,” continued 

Frank ; “‘ Henry may do many things which would 

not be right for a little urchin like you to do.” 

“ Well, I shall be getting older, however, every 

year,” said Chatfie, with a look of satisfaction, ‘* and 

I hope some day mamma will trust me as she does 

you and Henry.” 

For some time Henry continued his daily visits to 

poor George, and his absence was now a thing 80 

regularly looked for, after school hours, that no one 

thought of asking any questions, and he always 

looked so happy when he returned home, that it was 

quite evident that he had been employed in some 

good work. 

-One day, about a couple of months after the 

period in which Henry had begun his solitary visits 

to George Herbert, Mr. Graham, the clergyman,
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who was a very frequent visitor at Seafield House, 

called and asked to see Mrs. Wilmot alone. He 

was a truly pious, faithful minister, and a watchful 

shepherd over the whole flock committed to his care, 

old and young, rich and poor. His visit, on the 

present occasion, was a proof of the fatherly care 

and anxiety with which he watched over the lambs 

of his flock. He was unwilling, however, to pain 

Mrs. Wilmot by appearing, for a moment, to doubt 

the good conduct of her children ; but still he felt 

it his duty to communicate his fears to her on the 

subject of the frequent visits of Henry to Gun Cliff. 

He endeavored gently to prepare the way for the 

word of warning, by joyfully testifying to the 

delightful character which the young people bore in 

the village, —how much they were beloved by the 

poor people ; and he could not help expressing what 

every one felt with regard to the very winning and 

loveable traits of character which were exhibited in 

dear Henry, and which shone forth in the ever- 

beaming, joyous expression of his open countenance, 

which seemed but as a bright mirror reflecting every . 

15*
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thought and fecling of the heart. The mother’s 

feelings were called forth, and she warmly expressed 

her gratitude and thankfulness to God for having 

bestowed upon her such precious blessings in her 

dear children, and she dwelt particularly upon the 

comfort of being able to place such implicit confi- 

dence as she could do in her four elder children. 

«But do you not think that there is danger in 

placing too much confidence in young people ?” 

asked Mr. Graham, tenderly. “I do not mean 

danger in confiding, but danger in presuming upon 

that confidence, to allow them to be placed in situa- 

tions of peril and temptation.” 

« Q, I think so, certainly,” replied Mrs. Wilmot ; 

“ but I never would knowingly allow my children to 

be placed in such a position. I should think it pre- 

sumptuous to place them in temptation, because I 

trusted that they would, by God’s grace, be proof 

against it.” 

‘Exactly so; but, my aaa madam, there may be 

unforeseen dangers which may surround the young, 

where the protection and advice of the parent is
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wanting; and it is just on this subject that I want 

to speak to you. I must tell you frankly my 

fears,” continued he, “and I am sure you will 

forgive me, if they seem to imply a want of that 

confidence which we were just expressing in the 

uprightness and truthfulness of your dear Henry. 

I have been told, by one who loves the lad and is 

really anxious for his good, that he has, for some 

time past, been constantly seen, at the same hour, 

hastening towards Gun Cliff, which, you are perhaps 

aware, is a notoriously bad neighborhood, and that 

he has been seen coming out of a low kind of 

grocer’s shop, where I know the very worst charac- 

ters assemble. Indeed, it is the well-known resort 

of that wretched band of smugglers whom Captain 

Hanson has been trying to lay hold of for some 

months past. I fear many of my poor parishioners 

have been drawn in, and are more or less concerned 

in their nefarious proceedings, but we have never 

been able exactly to bring it home to them; and so 

well do they conceal themselves, that we have never 

been able to find out their hiding-place, Still, we
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know that Gun Cliff is the favorite resort of very 

suspicious characters, and it is supposed that Morely 

Bay is the spot where their goods are landed, and 

where some of them are always lurking about.” 

Mrs. Wilmot was much alarmed at this account. 

She knew, and she told Mr. Graham, that she could 

thoroughly depend upon Henry, and that she was 

aware of his visits, and, indeed, had given him 

leave to go and see a poor boy in the cottage by the 

sea-side ; and that, as to his being seen in the grocer’s 

shop, she had no doubt that he had been spending 

the little sum which, from time to time, he was able 

to save, in some article of food for poor George. 

« Still,” said she, “I shall not be comfortable in 

allowing him to continue his visits under these cir- 

cumstances.” 

Mr. Graham, however, quite satisfied of Henry’s 

object in these walks, told her that he did not think 

there would be any danger in her allowing him to 

continue visiting George Herbert, if she would only 

arrange that he should go earlier in the day. 

“Tt does not matter so much,” said he, “for a
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few days longer, but it will soon be getting quite 

dusk at five o’clock, and I think you should on no 

account allow him to be out in that neighborhood 

after dusk.” 

‘“‘T will take care that he is not,” said Mrs. Wil- 

mot; “and I thank you sincerely for your kind 

advice and caution.” 

Mrs. Wilmot took the first opportunity of telling 

Henry all that had passed, and of warning him that 

he must not in future be out so late. 

“ Indeed,” said she, “ you will soon have to make 

some other arrangements, my dear boy, or else I 

fear you will have to give up your visits during the 

winter.” 

“O,I hope not, dear mamma; it would grieve 

me to give them up; indeed it would. George is 

getting on so nicely, and if I give up going he will 

forget all that he has learned.” 

“Well, we must talk it over, and see how we 

can arrange it with your tutor, Henry; but in the 

mean time you must always be back before it gets 

the least dusk. Remember, I cannot let you go
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unless you return home before five o’clock, and even 

that will soon be getting too late.” 

«Well, dear mamma, do you not think that Mr. 

Smith would let me out an hour sooner, for I have 

always done my lessons first ” 

«“ We shall see, Henry. I shall do all I can, my 

dear boy, to let you continue your visits of kind- 

ness, but we must not run a risk, you know, of plac- 

ing you in bad company. What if you were to 

become a smuggler?” 

« Q, mamma ! how dreadful !” exclaimed Henry. 

«Poor men! and does nobody speak to them, and 

try to do them good ¢” 

“Q yes, many a word of solemn warning they 

have had, dear Henry, from Mr. Graham and 

othérs; but many of them are seldom or never to be 

met with. They keep themselves out of sight.” 

“Do you not think it would be a good plan to 

drop some tracts just about the place, — some about 

smpggling, I mean, — and warning them to give up 

such wicked ways ?” 

“ Yes, I think it might be blessed to some,
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Henry, and you can do so if you like. I shall look 

out some suitable ones for you.” 

A few days subsequent to the conversation which 

Mr. Graham had had with Mrs. Wilmot, he was 

visiting the very locality of which he then spoke, 

namely, Gun Cliff, and, after entering many of the 

abodes of wretchedness and misery with which that 

neighborhood abounded, he determined to visit poor 

Mrs. Herbert, and inquire after the little boy, who 

had been long absent from school. 

He followed the winding path, half hidden by 

bushes, which led to Mrs. Herbert’s solitary cottage. 

George Herbert, the husband of this poor woman, 

was in the army, and he had been abroad with his 

regiment for three years, while his wife struggled 

hard, by means of taking in washing, to earn a 

small pittance. Still, there was little employment 

for her in so poor a place, and, with five children to 

support, she was frequently reduced to the lowest 

state of poverty and distress. George, the elder 

boy, who was about fourteen years of age, had 

always been delicate, and now he had been so wasted
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by a long fever, out of which he was slowly recover- 

ing, that he was as helpless as a child, and she 

knew not how to leave him to go out for a day’s 

washing. She was, therefore, obliged to be content 

with the little she could get from one or two fami- 

lies near; and she generally chose the time of 

Henry’s visit to his young pupil, as the hour when 

she could best leave him in order to take home the 

few things she had washed and dressed. At the 

time of Mr. Graham’s visit, she was out, as usual, 

As he reached the cottage door, and was standing 

for 2 moment to admire the solemn grandeur of the 

scene around, he heard some one in conversation 

with the young invalid within, and, being unwilling 

to disturb a stranger, he paused at the half open 

door, and, having looked in without being perceived, 

he noiselessly drew back, with a heart full of love 

and gratitude and thankfulness to God for the sight 

there disclosed. There sat Henry Wilmot, at the 

bed-side of the poor invalid, with a large Bible 

open before him, an old spelling-book by its side, 

while the youthful missionary was endeavoring to
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explain to him those blessed truths of the Word of 

God which the Spirit had made known to himself 

in all their excellence and loveliness. Mr. Graham 

stood riveted to the spot while the following conver- 

sation passed between the youthful students of the 

Word of God. 

“QO, Master Henry, how kind you are!” said 

the poor boy. ‘How I bless you for teaching me 

to read, and telling me so much about my blessed 

Saviour! When I think what I was once, — what 

a wicked, wretched sinner, — I tremble, and wonder 

how God could bear with me so long; but now, you 

have made me feel so differently.” 3 

“Not J, George. It is not I that have made any 

change in you. I might have tried forever, but I 

could not have changed your heart, and that is what 

we all need. Without a change of heart, it is im- 

possible to love God, because, you know, by nature 

we hate God. We are at enmity with him; we 

hate holiness; we love sin; but when God puts his 

Holy Spirit into our heart, then we know what it 

is to love God, and to desire to be holy. Do 

16
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you think God has really given you a new heart, 

George ?” 

«J hope He has, but I am almost afraid to say 

so, there is so much sin there still; but then, I 

don’t love it now, Master Henry. O no, I am 

sure I do not love sin. I would give the world to 

be free from sin. I long to be holy, and to be able 

to love Jesus, but I have still a very hard heart ; 

and it feels, sometimes, just, for all the world, like 

a great big stone.” 

“ Well, but you know what a delightful promise 

is given to those who really feel their hard heart, 

and long to have it softened,” said Henry. ‘‘ Look 

here ; I will find it for you. ‘I will take away the 

stony heart out of their flesh, and I will give them 

a heart of flesh.’ ” t 

«©, where is that?” cried the poor sufferer, 

raising himself up in his bed. “Where is that? 

let me see it;” and, Henry having put his finger 

upon the passage, he began spelling it, and trying to 

convince himself that the words were really there. 

« Q, that is a blessed word,” said he. ‘Then God
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has promised to do it, and I have only to ask Him, 

and He will give me his Holy Spirit. Did you not 

say so, Master Henry ?” 

“ Yes, George, I did ; and I will show you where 

God tells you so himself. Now, listen to what the 

blessed Jesus himself says: ‘ If ye, then, being evil, 

know how to give good gifts unto your children, 

_how much more shall your heavenly Father give 

his Holy Spirit to them that ask him.’ ” 

“QO, how delightful!” exclaimed George ‘ “and 

will you put a mark in there, too, if you please, for 

I like to try and spell over the words when you are 

gone. QO, how happy this makes me! and yet, 

Master Henry, there is one thing often makes me 

very sad; and that is, I think that even if God has 

now given me a new heart, and if I were never to 

sin again, yet I can’t undo all the bad things I have 

done; and I sometimes fear that God will never 

forgive them.” 

“There is a promise again for you,” cried Henry. 

“«The blood of Jesus Christ cleanseth from all sin.’ 

Again: ‘I will blot out your iniquities, for mine
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own sake, and I will not remember your sins. I 

will cast them into the depths of the sea.’” 

“Q, precious, precious words !” said poor George, 

as he sunk back, exhausted with the effort of speak- 

ing. 

After a short pause, he continued, “* O, I am so 

happy now! I have felt, lately, as if God were 

showing me how sinful I am, and teaching me to 

long to be holy and good; but then, when I thought 

of my past sins, it seemed to make me quite despair 

of being forgiven.” 

« T will show you another beautiful verse,” said 

Henry, “ that will make you happier still: ‘ Though 

your sins be as scarlet, they shall be white as snow ; 

and though they be red like crimson, they shall be 

as wool.’” 

«That is what. I want,” cried George; “that 

will just do for me. My sins are like crimson.” 

“But they shall be made white,” interrupted 

Henry, “in the blood of the Lamb. Remember, 

the blood of Jesus cleanseth from ——”
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“All sin!” exclaimed the young sufferer. ‘Al 

sin; and if all, then mine.” 

‘But I fear you will be very tired if you talk so 

much, George,” said Henry. “I think I must 

leave you now; it is getting late, and mamma will 

be expecting me.” 

He then shook hands with the young invalid, and 

began to empty the contents of a little basket which 

he had brought with him. Mr. Graham took that 

opportunity of entering the room. The two youth- 

ful friends were wholly unconscious that he had 

overheard their conversation; but Henry colored as 

he saw him, remembering the suspicions which Mr. 

G. had entertained with regard to his visits to Gun 

Cliff. | 

«“ Well, my little missionary,” said he to Henry, 

“Tam glad to find you engaged in visiting my poor 

‘ people, and when you get older, I think you must 

come and be my curate.” 

Henry smiled, and, bowing respectfully as he de- 

parted, he closed the cottage door, leaving Mr. 

Graham with the young patient. He, however, 

16*
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being aware of the exertions he had been making, 

would not let him talk any more, but joined with 

him for a few minutes in prayer, and promised soon 

to return. 

He left the cottage, determined to take the first 

opportunity of gladdening Mrs. Wilmot’s heart, by 

telling her the scene he had witnessed, and the con- 

versation he had overheard, and rejoicing with her 

over the goodness of God in giving her such a son, 

and, indeed, such children as hers seemed to be, for 

Frank and Mary were already well known to Mr. 

Graham, and assisted him regularly in the schools, 

and in little plans for usefulness which he had laid 

down.
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CHAPTER XI. 

THE SMUGGLERS’ CAVE. 

ITTLE did Mr. Graham anticipate the trials 

to which his young friend would be called, 

when he took leave of him at Mrs. Herbert’s 

cottage. A-few days after, as it was now the be- 

ginning of October, and the days began to close in 

early, Mrs. Wilmot told Henry she thought he had 

better give up his evening visit to George, and that 

she had settled with Mr. Smith to let them alter 

their hours of study during the winter, and to 

  

secure the fine part of the day for their exercise, 

reserving two or three hours in the evening for their 

lessons, instead. Accordingly, it was agreed that 

with the ensuing week they should commence the 

new plan; and, by this arrangement, Henry was 

enabled to look forward to continuing his visits to
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Gun Cliff, which was a source of such real delight 

to him, that no temptation which the play-ground or 

other play-fellows held out, was ever strong enough 

to interfere with his regular visits to George Her- 

bert. It would have been well for poor Henry if 

the new arrangement with regard to hours had been 

carried into effect as soon as it was talked of; but 

the boys all said that Monday was the best day for 

beginning anything new; and, therefore, with their 

parents’ leave, they would go on as usual until 

Monday. The day following all this grand schem- 

ing, Henry ran off, as he had been accustomed to do, 

the moment his afternoon lessons were over. Full of 

anticipations of the surprise which the village school- 

master would express when he heard that dunce 

George Herbert (as he used to call him) read nicely, 

and when he saw him able to take his place among 

, the bigger boys at school, Henry ran on, and 

stopped not till he arrived at the lonely hut, when, 

lifting the latch gently for fear George might be 

asleep, he entered and sat down by his bed-side, as 

usual, to read and chat with him. He began by
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telling George that he was so happy that his mamma 

had planned everything so nicely, that he would 

not be obliged to give up his visits to him all the 

winter ; and then he continued, “I expect that by 

the spring you will be able to read so well, that you 

will astonish the master and all the boys at school.” 

The young sufferer shook his head, and replied, 

“QO, Master Henry, I do not think I shall ever go 

to school.” 

«“ And why not?” interrupted Henry. 

George smiled. | 

“Will you be above learning at school, George ? 

Why, they will teach you much more than I 

can. ” 

“O, no, Master Henry; but I hope I shall 

have a better master by that time.” 

“ How, what do you mean ?” 

‘“T mean,” he replied, with a look full of sweet- 

ness and animation, “that I hope I shall be in 

heaven before then: something tells me I shall not 

live till the spring, and if I go to heaven, there 

will be no need of school there, you know. I shall
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not even need the Bible there, though it is so pre- 

cious to me now.” 

« Did you ever see that pretty little hymn which 

expresses this so sweetly?” said Henry; “ it begins, 

‘TI love the sacred book of God.’ ” 

« No, Ido not know it at all,” he replied; ‘“ but 

pray go on.” 

“Well, I was going to say, how beautifully 

the little hymn expresses what you were say- 

ing : — 

‘When, ’midst the throng celestial placed, 

The bright Or1ernAu I see, 

From which Thy sacred page was traced, 

Sweet book, I’ve no more need of thee. 

‘ But while I’m here, thou shalt supply 

His place, and tell me of his love ; 

Ill read with faith’s discerning eye, 

And get a taste of joys above.’ ” 

«Yes, that is just what I feel,” replied George ; 

«I do love the Bible now, and I feel it is worth a 

great deal of trouble to be able to read a little of it
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whilst I am here; but when I see Jesus, face to face, 

that will be better still.” 

“Tt will, indeed, dear George; but still I think 

you must be ready to live, if God sees fit to spare 

you.” 

« O, yes, willing to live; quite willing, Master 

Henry, if it is God’s will, but still longing to be 

with Jesus; there is no harm in that?” 

“No harm — far from it,” replied Henry; “I 

wish I longed for it more; but though I often think 

how sweet it will be to go to heaven when I die, 

and see Jesus, and to be like him, yet I am so happy, 

and I have so many blessings, and I love my home 

so much, and my dear parents, and brothers and 

sisters, that I am afraid I can hardly say I want to 

die.” 

‘“ Well, but you see God has made this world sad 

to me,” exclaimed poor George, ‘ that I may have 

nothing to make me unwilling to go. I sometimes 

think, if God would raise me up and make me 

strong, so that I might assist my poor mother, then 

I would be very glad; but I think he does not
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mean to do this, —I feel as if I should not live 

long.” 

“T think, if you are taken to heaven,” said Henry, 

«that will make me long more to be there, for I 

shall often think of my little friend in heaven ;” and, 

as he said this, the tears started in his eyes, and he 

withdrew to the window to hide his emotion. 

«Q, but you will think first of Jesus being 

there,” cried George, eagerly ; “ you know he ¢s 

there, and is our best friend, and therefore I may 

well long to be in heaven. I often wonder,” he 

continued, “if I really love Jesus, and if he loves 

me.” 

‘Wonder if he loves you!” said Henry, “ why, 

you never could have loved him at all, not in the 

very least, if he had not loved you, and drawn yout 

heart to him.” 

«Then do you really think he will take me to 

himself?” he asked. 

« Yes, I do,” replied Henry, “because He says 

himself, ‘ Father, I will that they also whom thou 

hast given me be with me where I am.’”
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« Yes, but then how do I know that I am given 

to Christ?” replied George. ‘My heart is so cold 

and so hard, that I sometimes think I cannot be 

Christ’s at all.” 

“QO, George, you have often told me that you be- 

lieved God has given you a new heart, for that he 

has made you hate sin, and desire to be holy; you 

have told me how you wish to have your sins blotted 

out in the blood of Jesus; you have told me that 

you do think you love Christ ; then you know this 

is a proof that you belong to Christ, and that he 

loves you. You love him because he first loved 

you.” 

“Yes, that is true. O, what a thing it is for a 

poor boy like me, whom no one cares about, to be 

loved by Jesus!” 

“No one cares about, George?” said Henry, re- 

proachfully. 

“OQ, you do; I did not mean you, my dear 

friend. I am sure I bless God every day, and 
thank him heartily for giving me such a kind friend 
as you are.” 

17
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O, how the parents’ hearts would have leaped for 

joy, could they have overheard all that passed be- 

tween these two youthful pilgrims to Zion! But 

there was one who did hear, my young friends, — 

One who heard, and who will remember too, every 

word that passed in those holy, happy seasons. 

“Then they that feared the Lord spake often one to 

another, and the Lord hearkened and heard, and a 

book of remembrance was written before him.” 

What a hallowed, sacred spot did this little, miser- 

able cabin become whilst these two young disciples 

of the cross were engaged thus in the study of God’s 

word, and in gweet Christian intercourse. The one 

full of patient, untiring zeal, endeavoring to turn a 

soul to Christ — the other drinking in, with anxious 

desire, and simple, childlike faith and confidence, the 

blessed words of instruction and consolation con- 

tained in the word of God. 

«s Now theirs was converse such as it behoves 

Man to maintain, and such as God approves.” 

How completely does such intercourse as this
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realize the same poet’s sweet picture, when he 

says, — 

“ But souls that carry on a bless’d exchange 

  

Of joys they meet with in their heavenly range, 

And with a fearless confidence make known 

The sorrows sympathy esteems its own, 

Daily derive increasing light and force 

From such communion in their pleasant course ; 

Feel less the journey’s roughness and its length; 

Meet their oppressors with united strength; 

And, one in heart, in interest and design, 

Gird up each other to the race divine,”’ 

Henry looked at his watch; it was just on the 

stroke of five. “O,I ought to be at home!” he 

exclaimed, and with one shake of the hand he 

darted out of the cottage, and ran as fast as he 

could, till he came to the steep path which led up 

the cliff. He had not proceeded more than half way 

up, when he heard a rough voice telling him to stop, 

and, in a moment more, a powerful arm was laid 

-upon him, and, as Henry turned round to see who 

it was who thus grasped him so firmly, he could see, 

though it was almost dark, a rough-looking man ina
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sailor’s garb. He had not, however, time to think 

or speak. “I’ve got him at last,” exclaimed the 

man; “here, Jack, lend us a hand to bring this 

chap along with us.” ) 

Henry was so taken by surprise, that he could 

offer no resistance ; indeed, he had sense enough to 

see that it was vain to do so, for even when he 

attempted to speak, a rude blow on the mouth 

silenced him, and he was warned that if he dared 

ery out he should enjoy a sound sleep at the bottom 

of the sea. Henry immediately thought of all Mr. 

Graham had said about the bad characters in that 

neighborhood, and he felt. that he had done wrong 

in staying so late; but still he felt sure that it was 

not intentional disobedience of his mother’s orders 

that had led him into this danger; he had been s0 

interested in talking of the things of God, that he 

had not observed that it was getting late. Still, 

thought Henry, it was wrong ; I ought to have re- 

membered my first duty was to obey mamma’s 

injunctions. He lifted up his heart to God, and 

begged of him to forgive him, and to take care of
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him in this dreadful moment. While these things 

passed in his mind, his hands had been tied behind 
him, his eyes blindfolded, and then he was roughly 

pushed along by these men for a very long time, as 

it seemed to him then, up hill and down, and by a 

great many turnings, but all this he found after- 

wards was only to deceive him; for, after all, he had 

not gone far from the spot where he was first seized. 

Having halted at length, a low whistle brought two 

or three more men to their assistance, and as Henry 

heard their rough voices, and their coarse language, 

and wicked words, he trembled from head to foot. 

“How shall we get him down?” cried one; “he 
can’t pick his way blindfolded.” 

“Swing him up over my back,” cried another ; 

and in a moment poor Henry felt himself swung » 

rudely across the shoulders of one of these dreadful 

men, whilst they descended as i m one point of: 

rock to another, until they came to the bottom, 

Where was a large cave. Here they took the band- 

age from his eyes, and pushing him forward along a 

narrow passage, Henry found himself in the midst 

«1%
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of a large, gloomy cave, surrounded with a set of 

desperate-looking fellows, while the number of arms 

scattered about, guns, swords, pistols, &c., soon con- 

vinced him that he was in the hands of the smug- 

glers. Fora moment Henry shook so that he could 

scarcely stand; but, remembering that God was 

with his people everywhere, and that not a hair of 

his head could be hurt without God’s permission, he 

endeavored to be calm and patient, and kept lifting 

up his heart to Him, to deliver him from these 

~ wicked men. 

“ Now, you young spy,” said one savage-looking 

man, whom, by his voice, Henry recognized as the 

man who had first seized hold of him, “we have 

caught you at last. So you thought to discover our 

retreat, did you, and to inform against us? You 

shall when you see day-light again. Now, come, 

tell us who employed you, — who sent you to seek 

out our hiding-plaee? ” 

“No one,” said Henry, firmly. 

*“ No one! O,to be sure! Ay, ay, too good 

that to be true. No, no, you young dog, speak out,
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and tell us who it was that sent you dogging our 
steps, and watching here night after night ?” 

“* No one has done so, I declare,” said Henry. 
“Tt was not Captain Hanson?” asked one of 

them. 

“No, it was not,” replied Henry. 

“Then why were you sneaking about with him 

and his men, the other night? I knew what you 
were about. The very next night, did not he come 

peering about here under the cliff; ay, and was 
near getting a bullet through his head ?” 

“T was merely taking a walk with the young 
Hansons,” said Henry ; “and we never thought of 

you or your hiding-place.” 

“ Ay, but it’s not the first time that you have 
been seen lurking about with Captain Hanson, or 
some of his men.” 

“That may be,” replied Henry; “because he 
sometimes takes us out in his , 

“Ay, well, I believe the boy’s speaking the 
truth,” said one of the men, who seemed not to be 

quite so bad as the rest, and whom Henry thought
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he recognized as one of the sailors who was on the 

beach when they were watching for poor Mrs. Ry- 

land’s boy, some weeks before. 

«¢ Why stand parleying with the young rogue?” 

said the captain of the gang, in a stentorian voice. 

“Dead dogs can tell no tales; give him a shove 

into the sea; or, what is better, hang him up here at 

the end of the cave, and then I ll warrant he ’Il soon 

be silent enough.” 

At this moment the man who had previously 

spoken, and who evidently recognized Henry, whis- 

pered to the captain and told him who he was, 

warning him to take care what he did, or they 

would have the whole country up in arms against 

them. | 

The warning was not altogether unheeded, for in 

a few minutes Henry was summoned to stand forth 

again in the middle of the cave, and desired to speak 

out and tell the whble truth. 

“ Now, remember,” said the captain, “if you tell 

us a lie you shall swing for it.”
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“Do you think I would tell you a lie?” said 

Henry, indignantly. 

“TT suppose you would, if it were to serve your 

purpose,” replied the savage. 

“No,” said Henry, “I never told a lie.” 

“Why not?” asked he. 

“ Because I fear God,” replied Henry. 

“That is more than I do,” replied the wretched, 

hardened man. ‘ But none of your preaching,” he 

continued ; “leave that to the parson, and speak out. 

What brings you here every day?” 

“T have been visiting a poor sick boy,” replied 
Henry, “at the cottage yonder,— George Her- 
bert.” 

“True,” replied the man whom I have noticed as 

Wishing to save Henry, “true again. I know 
George told me the other day that there was a young 
gentleman who was very kind in coming to see him, 

and bringing him food and clothing.” 

“And what have you been doing there?” con- 

tinued the captain. 

“ Reading the Bible to him “and teaching him to
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read,” replied Henry, not wishing to be ashamed of 

acknowledging God, even in the midst of a den of 

thieves. . 

« Reading the Bible!” exclaimed the man, laugh- 

ing. ‘I remember when I used to read the Bible 

to my mother; but much good it did me. But 

come, I vote we keep the young villain to read the 

Bible to us,” cried he; and immediately a roar of 

coarse laughter rang through the rocky vault; while 

poor Henry shuddered to think of their wicked- 

ness. 

«« Now, once more, what is your name, you young 

Methodist ?” 

“My name is Henry Wilmot,” he replied. 

“Wilmot! ©, what, up at the big house, — 

‘Squire Wilmot ?” 

« Yes,” he replied. 

The men looked at each other as if they were 

afraid that they had indeed brought evil upon them- 

selves, and then the captain continued : — 

« Well, I believe, after all, you are a good boy. I 

believe what you say. Now, then, no one shall hurt
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you. You may stay here till to-morrow; and then 

we will let you out, if you will promise never to tell 
anything you have heard or seen.” 

Here Henry burst into tears. 

“Q, getting soft, I declare! Why, just now, 

you seemed like a young lion, who feared no- 

body.” 

“T do not fear,” replied Henry; “ for God is 
able to take care of me, as he did of Daniel in the 

lion’s den.” 

“Hear, hear the young rascal,” said he, “ com- 

paring us to a den of lions ! ” 

‘No bad comparison, either,” they remarked ; 

“but go on.” 

“T was going to say, that it was on my father 

and mother’s account that I was frightened. My 

poor mother will break her heart if she thinks any- 

thing has happened to me; and I know she will 

guess immediately that I have been laid hold of by 

you; for she was told, the other day, that there 

were smugglers about, and, if I had minded her,
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and not stayed out so late, I should not have been 

here.” 

«© We shall have the hounds after us, Jack, to a 

certainty,” cried the captain. “We had better get 

rid of him at once.” 

“ But what if the young dog should peach ?” 

cried another. ‘Hell go and tell all he has seen, 

and well have Captain Hanson down upon us in a 

twinkling.” 

« Leave him to me,” said the one who had already 

shown more wish to save Henry than the rest. 

“Leave him to me; I have no fears; the boy 

would n’t tell a lie to save his life. Now, Master 

Wilmot, will you take an oath that you will not tell 

upon us ¢” 

“No; I never take an oath,” replied Henry. 

« And why not?” 

«“ Because I have been always taught that my 

word ought to be as binding as an oath,” said 

Henry; “and that he who will break his word, will 

not respect an oath.” 

“ Extraordinagy boy!” whispered one.
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“ He ’s a fine fellow,” muttered another. 

“T ll warrant you may trust him,” said a third. 
“‘ How are we to trust you then?” continued the 

sailor. , 
“Twill pledge my word,” said Henry, drawing 

himself up. 

“ Repeat it, then. What do you promise ?” 
“I promise never to discover your hiding- 

place.” 

“And pray how will you explain what has kept 

you? You cannot help a lie somewhere.” 

“I can, and will, help a lie,” replied Henry. 
“T shall tell the truth so far—TI shall say that I 
was laid hold of by some men who thought I was 
spying after them; but that, after having convinced 
themselves that I had no such errand, they let me 
loose.” 

“ And is this all ?” 

“ All that I will ever tell.” 

“What, even to your mother ?” 
“My mother would not ask me to break my 

word,” continued the noble boy. 

18
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« Come, then, Jack, you brought him down; you 

shall take him up again,” said they. 

« Now, then, young master, a good night to you; 

and take care how you come here again. We'll 

put you up to the top, and you may find your way 

home.” 

«T shall never find my way home,” said Henry. 

«J do not know where I am; for we came a long 

way.” 

«@Q, no fear; you will soon find your way 

home.” 

They then helped him up the sides of the cave, 

and, rolling away a large stone, which effectually 

concealed the entrance, Jack was commissioned to 

see him to the top of the cliff. 

When they got to the top, “ There,” said he, ‘ do 

you see yon faint light? That is Mrs. Herbert's 

cottage ; so you see you are not 80 far from home as 

you thought. Now go; and remember, many eyes 

are upon you.” 

«“ One eye is upon me that I fear more than
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yours,” returned Henry. “OQ, that you would fear 

Him too!” 

“Time enough for that,” cried Jack, laugh- 

ing. 

“Time enough!” repeated Henry. “O, don’t 

say so, Eternity is near, and there is no repentance 

there.” 

“ No repentance there! No repentance there!” 

muttered the wretched man, as he turned away 

to his den. “ Well, but it’s too late to repent 

now.” And with that he bounded down the side 

of the cliff, and in a few minutes the sound of 

drunken revelry and mirth banished, for a time, the 

solemn words from his thoughts. 

Poor Henry, when left alone at the top of the 

cliff, was so overpowered by the scenes he had 

witnessed, and with the danger from which he had 

escaped, that he felt unable to move. He threw 

himself upon his knees, and thanked God for his 

deliverance, and then set out as fast as his trem- 

bling limbs would carry him in the direction of his 

home,



208 THE SMUGGLERS’ CAVE. 

In a few minutes he heard voices; in a moment 

more, his little favorite dog, Sandy, came jumping 

and barking round him, and in another minute or 

two he fell in with his father and Frank, who had 

sallied forth in the most dreadful anxiety about 

him, as it was now near nine o’clock, and no word 

of him had reached home. Twice Mr. Wilmot had 

gone over the ground between his house and George 

Herbert’s; twice had they searched among every 

bush and brake, and for the third time they re- 

turned, at Frank’s suggestion, with Sandy, assured 

that he would soon scent his young master’s steps. 

Now were their efforts crowned with success ; but 

poor Henry was so overwhelmed at the sight of his 

father and brother, and the remembrance of all that 

had passed, that he could only rush into his father’s 

arms, and, clinging convulsively to him, he was 

carried home without being able to utter a word. 

When they reached the garden gate, Mr. Wilmot 

said, gently, “Does my Henry think that he can 

walk now? Will you try, dear Henry, for your
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poor mother’s sake? if she sees you in my arms, 

she will think something dreadful has happened.” 

“© yes, I will walk,” said Henry, recovering a 

little from his state of exhaustion. “I can walk 

now ;” and, so saying, he leaned on his father’s arm, 

and walked slowly on, while Frank ran forward 

with the joyful news: ‘Here he is! here he is! 

we have found him!” and in a moment more he 

was clasped in the arms of his agonized parent, 

while brothers and sisters were all round him, over- 

‘whelming him with questions, and kisses, and 

entreaties to tell them what had befallen him. 

Henry’s pale countenance and trembling voice 

showed that something had happened; but Mr. and 

Mrs. Wilmot forbore to question him, as they saw 

that his nerves had sustained some severe shock ; 

and, satisfied that he was not injured in body, they 

contented themselves with seeing him put to bed ; and, 

giving him something to soothe and quiet him, they 

left him, to return to the drawing-room, and then, 

calling their household together, they returned 

hearty, grateful thanks to the Lord for his mercy, 

18*
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in restoring their dear child to them, after some 

unknown danger; and with overflowing hearts they 

retired to rest, not, however, until they had, again 

and again, gone to look at their beloved boy, who 

had fallen asleep, and whom they hoped to see 

restored to his wonted cheerfulness on the morrow, 

while they all waited, with breathless impatience, 

to hear what his adventures had been.
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CHAPTER XII. 

THE EXPLANATION. 

iw next morning, Henry arose so much re- 

e4% freshed by his night’s rest, that, when he 
appeared at the breakfast table, no one would 

have discovered that the alarm of the preceding 

night had left any bad effects. A mother’s quick 

eye alone was able to detect a nervous agitation of 

  

manner, notwithstanding his effort to appear calm 

and cheerful. His brothers and sisters were natu- 

rally most anxious to hear what had befallen him, 

and thus beset him on every side with questions ; 

but Mrs. Wilmot saw that there was a nervous 

shrinking from any allusion to the subject, on 

Henry’s part, and she whispered to the children to 

say nothing about it, and to ask no questions. 

_ After the rest had left the breakfast-room, Mr.
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and Mrs. Wilmot detained Henry, asking to hear 

fully from him the history of the alarm which he 

had caused them by staying out so late. 

« Now, my dear boy,” said Mr. Wilmot, kindly, 

“your mamma and I wish you to tell us everything 

that occurred to you last night, after you left this 

for George Herbert’s.” 

Seeing Henry much agitated, he continued, 

“Keep yourself calm and composed, Henry. If 

you have been guilty of anything that is wrong, do 

not be afraid to tell us; and, whatever may have 

happened to you, you must not conceal anything 

from us; — indeed, you will feel much happier when 

you have freely communicated everything to your 

parents.” 

«Q, do not speak as if you doubted me for a 

moment, dear father,” said Henry, while his eyes 

filled with tears; “I will make haste and tell you 

all that I think I may tell you, —as much as I 

said I would tell you, —and you would not wish me 

to tell you what I have promised not to tell.” 

Henry then told his parents that he knew he
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had done wrong, for that he had forgotten how 

quickly the time had passed, and he had stayed 

later than he ought to have done at George Her- 

bert’s; but that the cottage was so dark at all 

times, that he could not so easily see when it was 

really getting dark out of doors. He told them 

how he had been laid hold of, whilst he was in the 

act of climbing up the cliff, by some of those bad 

men of whom Mr. Graham had told them. 

“What! the smugglers, Henry ?” exclaimed Mr. 

Wilmot. 

“Yes, sir,” replied Henry. 4 

“But what could they want of you, my boy?” 

asked Mr. Wilmot. 

“Q, papa, they took me for a spy; — they 

thought I was watching them, and trying to find 

out their hiding place, because I passed so often 

that way.” 

“Well, go on, Harry,” said Mr. Wilmot, while 

his mother listened with breathless interest to poor 

Henry’s recital. ‘“ What did you do? 

“Do, papa, I could not do anything; —I did
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not know why they had seized hold of me, or what 

they were going to do; but when they blindfolded 

me, and led me away to the rest of their gang, I 

thought they were going to put me to death.” 

Here Mrs. Wilmot’s feelings completely overcame 

her, as she thought of the danger to which her ang 

child had been exposed. 

“My poor dear Harry,” said she, “ what did you 

do? Did you not try to explain to them who you 

were ?” 

“Q, it would have been of no use,” he replied. 

“T prayed to God to deliver me out of their hands, 

and I did not feel much frightened, for I knew they 

could not hurt me without God’s permission. I 

soon found what it was that had led them to lay 

hold of me — because they had taken me for a spy ; 

and I thought when I told them the truth aa 

would let me go.” 

“@o on, Henry; tell us all that passed,” said 

his father. 

“Well, papa, they began to question me; and 

one of the men, who did not seem quite so savage as
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the rest, looked as if he knew me, and I thought I 

had seen him somewhere. Then I heard him whis- 

per to the captain, ‘It is young Master Wilmot ;’ 

and as soon as he heard that, he seemed to be sorry 

that he had brought me there, and I heard them con- 

sulting what they would do with me. One.or two 

of them said they thought it better to kill me, and 

then I could not tell tales of them; but the others 

seemed afraid to do that, and proposed letting me 

loose again.” 

“ Wretched fellows!” exclaimed Mr. Wilmot. 

“ Well, there is one good thing; we will be able to 

get hold of them now. Do you not think you will 

easily find their retreat now, Harry? You must 

go and show it to Captain Hanson.” 

“Ono, papa!” exclaimed Henry; “pray do not 

ask me to do that. I never can betray them.” 

“Not betray them, my dear boy!” he replied ; 

“why, it is your absolute duty to do so. These 

fellows are the ruin of all our respectable villages, 

and the sooner they are laid hold of the better.” 

“But, papa, I gave my word,” said Henry,
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“that I never would discover to any one their 

hiding-place.” 

« And how could you make such a rash promise, 

my son?” asked Mr. Wilmot. 

“If I had not, papa, I should not have got away 

from them.” 

He then repeated to his parents all that passed 

in the cave, and how it was entirely in consequence 

of his promising never to divulge the secret of their 

hiding-place that they had at last released him, and 

set him on his way home. 

« Well, my dear child,” said Mrs. Wilmot, “‘ we 

have indeed reason to bless God for your deliver- 

ance; and I do not wonder that you were ready to 

promise anything they wished to save your life; but 

it was a rash promise, as your father says.” 

« Yes,” continued Mr. Wilmot; “ do you not: see, 

Harry, that, by concealing anything relative to these 

men’ which could lead to their detection and punish- 

ment, you are giving them encouragement to pro- 

ceed in their wicked and abandoned course of life ? 

And when you think of the sin and misery which
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necessarily accompany the life of a smuggler, it is 

an awful thing to think of giving them a moment’s 

encouragement. Besides, you are thus defeating 

the ends of justice, instead of being always ready to 

further them, as every honest man should do.” 

“But now that I have promisEp, dear papa,” said 

Henry, in a beseeching tone, “ you will not ask me 

to break my word, will you ?” 

“That is another, and a very serious considera- 

tion, Henry,” replied Mr. Wilmot; ‘it requires 

much thought ; and, indeed, I think I must consult 

with my dear friend, Mr. Graham, before I can 

quite see what I ought to do in this instance.” 

“But a lie, papa! you surely do not doubt 

whether I ought to tell a lie.” 

“Tt never can be right to tell a lie, Henry,” 

replied Mr. Wilmot; “but there may be circum- 

stances in which a promise, which was rash and 

wrong in itself to give, ought not to be kept. It 

may be a duty, Henry, under peculiar circumstances, 

to break a promise extorted in a moment of fear, 

and without time for consideration; we may find 

19
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that the sin involved in the keeping of it is worse 

than the sin of breaking it; and then, God, who 

knows the heart, will not charge that as a lie 

against us, when our sincere desire is to walk in the 

path of duty. I know it isa difficult point for a 

young person like you to understand, Henry,” he 

continued. “ I bless God that your conscience is so 

tender upon this point, and I hope you will never do 

otherwise than shrink from even an approach to 

untruthfulness. But he who would not tell a lie to 

save his own life, may, when such a risk is involved, 

feel obliged to break his word in order to save 

the souls of others, which are endangered by their 

continuance in crime. Now, my dear boy,” he 

continued, “you must leave this matter entirely in 

our hands. I will consider it seriously and prayer- 

fully, and I will see what Mr. Graham says on the 

subject, and then you must be ready to act aS we 

think right.” 

Henry, looked very anxiously at his father, and 

then said, “ O, I am sure you know best, papa, but 

I hope you will not think it necessary for me to
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break my word; I cannot feel as if it would be right 

to do that; and, besides, what would these wicked 

men think? They trusted my word, and I heard 

one of them say, ‘O, you may trust him, for he 

would not tell a lie to save his life ;’ and then, after 

all, if they find I do break my word, papa, it will be 

dreadful ; they will think that I do not fear God 

any more than they do.” 

“ Well, dear Harry, calm your mind,” “il his 

father, ‘and wait patiently till I have had time 

more seriously to weigh this matter, and then I will 

let you know what I wish you to do.” 

Mrs. Wilmot desired the rest of the children to 

ask Henry no questions about what had occurred to 

him the day before; she explained to the older 

ones that he had been placed in very dangerous and 

trying circumstances, but that there were reasons 

why they did not wish it spoken of, and capeciall ies ist 

she wished them to avoid all allusion to it with’ 

Henry. & 

Seeing, however, that the events of that terrible 

evening had left a degree of nervous excitement
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upon the mind of Henry, which completely inter- 

fered with his usual light-hearted, cheerful deport- 

ment, and thinking that a little change might be 

beneficial to him, she proposed to let him go for a 

few days to stay with some friends at Ipswich, from 

whom they had received many pressing invitations. 

Henry enjoyed the thoughts of visiting the 

Warnefords, for he liked all the young people very 

much ; but he was so fond of home, that, when the 

time drew near for his departure, he was quite 

sorry, and would fain have remained with his broth- 

ers and sisters. 

«0, but it will do you good!” said little Emily, 

hugging and kissing him, while the tears neverthe- 

less stood in her eyes; ‘it will do you a great deal 

of good; and then, you know, we shall look forward 

to your coming back again. I wish I were going 

with you,” she added; “ I think the Warnefords 

must be such nice play-fellows.” 

«T like no play-fellows as well as my own brothers 

and sisters,” said Henry ; “ and though I like going
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to Ipswich, yet there are many reasons why I am 

sorry to leave home.” 

“Many reasons are there, Harry?” said his 

mother smiling; ‘ what can they be ?” 

“One is that I never like leaving my own dear 

mother,” said he, as he threw his arms about her 

neck ; “another is, that I never like playing with 

any boys so well as with Frank and Charlie, 

another is, that I am always afraid of my pets not 

being properly looked after; and, perhaps, the 

greatest reason comes last of all, and that is, that I 

am so vexed to leave George Herbert, just now, 

when he is getting on so nicely, and I am afraid 

that he will forget all that he has learned.” 

‘“‘O, but you must commission Frank to take your 

place,” said Mrs. Wilmot, “which I am sure he 

will be glad to do, and then he can write and tell 

you all about him.” 

“That I will,” said Frank, “and I will look 

after your pets too.” 

“‘Q, no, leave them to me,” said Charlie; “I will 

19%
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take care of them, and I will go every day to see 

that they are all safe, and well taken care of.” 

« Now then, Harry,” said his mother, ‘I hope 

some of your many cares are lightened, and that you 

will be able to enjoy a few days with your friends 

very much.” 

«J shall enjoy the first day,” said Henry, ‘“ and 

the last day.” 

«Why the first and the last?” asked Mary. 

« What a funny boy you are!” 

“ Yes, I shall enjoy the first day, because mother 

will be with me; and I shall enjoy the last because 

I am coming back again so soon.” 

When the day arrived for Henry’s departure, and 

the children saw the preparations for his journey, 

and for his mother, who was to accompany him, they 

became grave, and were not at all inclined for their 

usual fun and merriment. Charlie and Emily, 

however, soon exchanged their long faces for bright 

and merry ones, when they found that they were to 

go with mamma and come back with her the next 

day. It was quite an event for them to leave
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home, and they really felt themselves to be per- 

sons of some importance when they were told that 

Mrs. Warneford had asked them to stay with Henry, 

and they wished they had been going to do so; but 

Mrs. Wilmot told them that she thought they were 

too young to pay visits, and that she would like to 

be better able to trust them before she let them go 

away from her. When the carriage came to the 

door, and Henry was obliged to say good-by to his 

brother and sisters, his heart was quite full; but he 

thought it looked silly to mind so much leaving 

home for a few days, so he tried to appear very 

happy, and comforted himself and them with the 

assurance that he would soon be back again. 

“ How I hate saying good-by,” said Jane, as she 

stood watching the carriage as they drove away ; “I 

wish there were no such word.” 

“Q, but you must remember,” said Mary, “ that 

if there were no ‘ good-by’ there would be no ‘ how- 

d’ye-do.? Do you remember those pretty lines upon 

good-by and how-d’ye-do? I wish I could find 

them. Now we must try and console papa as much
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as possible for mamma’s departure. What are you 

going to do, dear papa ? ? 

« Why, I think, as mamma is away, 1 must try 

and take you a nice walk to-day,” said he; “ the 

sooner you get ready the better.” 

Frank, Mary, and Jane, therefore, went to put on 

their walking things, and it was arranged they 

should go to the farm, and take a good round home 

by the beach, and that little Julia should come and 

meet them, as it would be too far for her and her 

nurse to accompany them. 

They all tried to amuse their father that even- 

ing, and the next day Mrs. Wilmot and the younger 

children returned, quite delighted with their visit, 

and having a great many things to talk about; but 

the most pleasant subject of conversation to the chil- 

dren was that of dear Harry’s return, and they 

began counting the days, and even went so far as to 

make so many notches on a piece of wood for the 

number of days that he expected to be away, and 

then every day they had the satisfaction of cutting 

off one, until at length there were very few notches
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left. At last they were all gone; and the children 

were so perfectly delighted at the thought of seeing 

Henry again that they could not wait patiently until 

he arrived at the house, but they begged to be 

allowed to go and meet him on the road. 

“T wonder what Sandy will say when he sees 

him again ?” said Charlie. ‘I am sure he will be 

overjoyed; for, do you know, mamma, he has never 

seemed happy since Henry went.” 

It was quite true that poor Sandy had missed his 

young master, perhaps more than any one. The 

first thing in the morning he was found lying at 

Henry’s bed-room door, as if expecting him to make 

his appearance as before, and then he would go and 

smell his little blue cap, which lay in the hall, and 

his whip and spurs, and then he would begin whining 

and crying most piteously. The children had to try 

and coax him out for a walk; but Sandy did not 

care about walking with any one but Henry. He 

would follow them for a few steps, and then run 

home again. 

When the children were preparing to go and
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meet their dear brother, on his return, they were 

most anxious that Sandy should go too, but Sandy 

would not stir. 

« Ah, well, Sandy,” said Emily, “ you do not 

know what you are losing. We shall see your young 

master before you.” 

Sandy understood nothing about it, and stayed 

quietly at home; but when he caught the first sight 

of his young friend, his joy was beyond all bounds ; 

he jumped and barked and frisked about like a mad 

thing, and seemed as if he could never make enough 

of him, whilst he followed him in every step that he 

took, as if afraid that he would again slip away 

from him. 

Henry’s absence from home had had the desired 

effect of restoring him to his former cheerfulness 

and buoyancy of spirit, and he returned the same 

happy, light-hearted creature that he ever was. 

Notwithstanding, however, this return to his 

wonted cheerfulness and mirth, Mrs. Wilmot could 

not help noticing, with deep gratitude and thankful- 

ness, that his mind had for some time past been in-
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creasingly interested in the truths of religion, and 

that his constant visits to George Herbert, and his 

efforts to bring him to the knowledge and love of 

Jesus, had been the means, by God’s blessing, of 

deepening the tone of his own piety, and leading him 

to more clear and simple views of gospel truth. 

The rest of the young party were quite rejoiced 

to have Henry once more among them; they all 

declared that they had not had a good game of play 

since he went away, and that they hoped he would 

never go away and leave them again, it was so 

dreadfully dull without him. Henry was very anx- 

ious to see his friend, George Herbert, and he was 

delighted to hear from his mother, who had been to 

see him several times, that he was so much better 

that he had been able to sit up, and even once or 

twice to take a little turn before the door, and that 

the doctor gave him hopes of being quite well in the 

course of a few weeks. 

Henry felt a little desire once or twice to ask 

what his futher had determined upon with regard to 

the necessity of his pointing out the smugglers’
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retreat ; but as no allusion was made to it, he did not 

like to remind his father, for fear he should begin to 

question him farther on the subject. One day, 

however, his mother took an opportunity of telling 

him that, after he went away, his father had consulted 

Mr. Graham, as he said he would, and that he was 

a good deal relieved when Mr. Graham told him 

that he could not see that it was a duty to insist 

upon Henry’s divulging the secret, after so solemnly 

promising that he never would; and that though it 

was doubtless a rash promise, yet, having once been 

made, he did not think it would be right to break it, 

without a clearer call of duty than he could discover 

in this instance, as Henry was not concealing any 

actual crime which had been committed, beyond that 

systematic infringement of the law which they were 

all aware was carried on by these smugglers, and for 

the detection and punishment of which government 

had its own proper agents on the spot; and he 

thought that Captain Hanson had only to set to 

work with renewed activity to discover and root out
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these misguided and mischievous bands, which, from 

time to time, infested the neighborhood. 

Henry was very happy when he found that he 

was not to be pressed any further upon a subject of 

such painful interest to himself, and involving, as he 

thought, the very honor of religion and truth. 

His next anxiety was to be allowed to renew his 

visits to George Herbert ; but Mrs. Wilmot told him 

that after what had passed, he could not wonder 

that she was a little afraid to let him go alone, but 

she or his papa or Frank would be glad to go with 

him, and that, if he wished to be alone with George, 

that could easily be managed whilst they took their 

walk, or visited some afternoon and called for him 

again. “I think,” added she, “that George will 

soon be able to come and take his lessons here, and 

then you must tell him always to come in time to 

take dinner with us, and that will soon help to 

recruit his strength, and fit him to go to school.” 

20
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CHAPTER XIII. 

WINTER AMUSEMENTS. 

AM sure papa might believe me, when I say I 

did not do it,” said Charlie to his sister Jane, 

N looking very cross and very much offended. 

    

« T am sure papa will be too happy to find that 

he can believe his little boy’s word,” said a kind 

voice from the study, where Mr. Wilmot happened 

to be sitting with the door open, though Charlie 

was not aware of it. 

Mr. Wilmot had brought home the day before a 

bag of oranges, and they were put away in a corner 

of his study. Upon going into the room the next 

day, he saw that the bag had evidently been opened, 

and, as he felt a little anxious to know who had been 

touching them, he took the trouble of counting 

them before he would say a word about it. ° He 

found two were missing, and as he had himself seen
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Charlie in the room that morning, he immediately 

attributed the theft to him. Charlie denied it, but 

Mr. Wilmot shook his head. 

«‘ Indeed, I did not do it,” said Charlie; “ I have 

never touched the oranges.” 

‘“‘T hope you did not,” said Mr. Wilmot gravely, 

“but appearances are against you, Charlie; and you 

see what a sad thing it is when a person’s word 

cannot be relied on. I shall wait till Emily and 

nurse come in,” said he; ‘ but, as I can believe 

every one in the house but you and Emily, I fear it 

must be attributed to one of you two, as the rest 

assure me that they have never touched them.” 

Charlie walked away much affronted, and began 

"expressing his indignation in the manner already 

described. 

“Well, dear Charlie,” said Jane, “if you are 

quite sure that you did not take them, you may 

make yourself quite happy; wait patiently, and the 

truth will be known; but you cannot wonder that 

papa does not at once believe you.” 

* And pray why not?” said Charlie angrily ; “ it
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is too bad, because I may once or twice have said 

what was not true, that 1 am always to be suspected 

of telling falsehoods.” 

In a short time the nurse returned with Emily 

and Julia. Mr. Wilmot at once called Emily to 

him, and, giving her a kiss, said gently to her, 

« Now I am going to ask my Emily a question, and 

she must think before she speaks, and tell me the 

truth. Do not be afraid, my dear child,” he con- 

tinued, “ to tell me the real truth; I shall not be 

angry with you unless you tell a story. Did you 

take some oranges out of this bag?” 

« No, dear papa,” said she, “ I did not, but I 

think nurse did.” 

«“ Call her then,” said Mr. Wilmot, “and let me 

find it out.” 

Upon questioning Mrs. Bartholomew, she replied, 

that she had, by Mrs. Wilmot’s desire, gone down 

for two the night before, as she thought that they 

would be good for the children. 

«Q, that is all right,” said Mr. Wilmot, greatly 

relieved ; “ now, then, send Charlie to me.”



WINTER AMUSEMENTS. 233 

Charlie appeared, looking very sulky and cross, 

but his father told him that he was thankful to find 

that he had not in this instance told an untruth. 

“ But,” he continued, “I wish, Charlie, that I* 

could see you show more humility, more softness 

and patience under an accusation than you do. Do 

you not think that I have had good reason often to 

doubt your word ?” 

Charlie acknowledged that he had. “ But not 

lately, papa,” he added. 

“Perhaps not very lately, Charlie,” said Mr. 

Wilmot; “but I have not seen anything like such a 

change of heart in you, as to lead me to believe that 

upon principle you have overcome your habit of 

untruthfulness. I think, if you really felt convinced 

of your past sin in this respect, you would not be so 

proud and haughty about it. I should like better 

to hear you say, ‘I know, dear papa, that I do not 

deserve to be believed, but I assure you that in this 

instance I am speaking the truth.’ It is one of the 

natural consequences of a habit of untruthfulness, 

20*
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that no one believes you when you speak the 

truth.” 

«©Q, but, papa,” said Charlie, “I do wish you 

‘would begin to believe me ; I really do try now to 

speak the truth.” 

« Well, my dear boy,” said Mr. Wilmot, “TI shall 

be rejoiced to find that I can believe you; and you 

must go on trying, not in your own strength, but 

begging God to give you grace always to speak the 

truth, the whole truth, Charlie; and if you try to 

approve yourself to God, I shall soon be able to 

give you my full confidence, and to feel that 

Charlie’s word is enough.” 

Qharlie looked a little happier, and went away to 

join his brothers and sisters at play. 

The winter had now fairly set in, and the boys’ 

amusements were all such as are peculiar to the 

winter season, viz., skating on the pond, sham fights 

with snow-balls, Xe. ; but the Wilmots were very 

fond of inventing games for themselves, and their 

great delight, when there was a good fall of snow, 

was, to build little snow huts for themselves by
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heaping the snow up in the form of a sugar loaf, 

leaving only a small aperture, by way of door, on 

one side. They used then to dress themselves up 

in all sorts of rough and uncouth-looking things, no 

matter whether coats, rugs, or mats, till they thought 

that they really looked like Laplanders; and certain 

it was that Neptune used to wonder what sort of 

nondescript animals they were, and used to bark at 

them most furiously; whilst master Sandy, enjoy- 

ing the superior advantage of closer contact with 

them, soon smelt out his young masters, and seemed 

to enjoy the fun as much as they did, running 

before them, and barking and tossing the snow 

about with his feet. Then they contrived to make 

themselves a nice sledge, and two of them used to 

be harnessed to it as reindeer, with all sorts of gay 

trappings, and ribbons flying, and a bunch of small 

bells, such as are used for a child’s rattle, tied to 

the waist-band, whilst one used to take it in turn to 

sit at his ease, and “show his fleet reindeer the 

way they ought to go.” 

Thus many a long dreary winter’s day was



236 WINTER AMUSEMENTS. 

passed most happily at Seafield House, and if the 

day was too stormy to go out, then they had plenty 

of games in which the girls could jo them, so as to 

form a good merry party. 

The ponies used generally to be turned out dur- 

ing the winter, or at least allowed to take a rest at 

the farm, with the exception of Dandy, who was the 

better for work, and he used to be rough-shod and 

gallop away for the letters every day, Frank and 

Henry alternately being the postman. In the 

evenings, also, they formed a very merry, happy 

group, and their father and mother used to delight 

in seeing their dear children all around them 

employing themselves rationally and pleasantly, 

the boys always finding something to do as well as 

their sisters; they had always either a drawing to 

finish, or some plants to arrange, or books to ‘read, 

and sometimes a duet on the piano between Jane 

and Henry, who played very prettily together, con- 

cluded the evening. Sometimes, before little Julia 

went to bed, there was a regular game of romps,
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in which their parents joined as heartily as the 

youngest of them. 

On one occasion, as they were all very busy 

around the table, John, the footman, came in, look- 

ing very grave, and going up to Mrs. Wilmot with 

the remains of a beautiful cut crystal dish in his 

hand, he said, “I am very sorry, ma’am, that I 

have had the misfortune to break one of the best 

crystal dishes.” 

Mrs. Wilmot looked up, and said quietly, “It is 

a great pity, John, for I do not think it can be 

matched without sending to London; but I dare 

say you could not help it.” 

“Indeed, ma’am,” replied John, “ perhaps I 

might have helped it; for I think, perhaps, the 

water had been a little hotter than was right ; but I 

am very sorry.” 

“Q, it cannot be helped, John,” said Mrs. Wil- 

mot; “ accidents will happen sometimes.” 

As he went out of the room, Emily whispered to 

her sister Mary, “ How kind mamma is! she did 

not seem at all angry:” whilst, the moment the
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door was shut, Charlie exclaimed, “ How provoking, 

mamma ! — how careless of John!” 

“How do you know that it was carelessness, 

Charlie ?” asked his mother. 

«Q, it must have been, surely, mamma ; such 

thick glass as that could not very easily break.” 

“ Indeed, Charlie, you are mistaken there,” said 

she, “for it is the thickest glass that is the most 

liable to break when hot water is poured into it, 

especially in frosty weather, and I should be very 

sorry to accuse John, or any one else, of careless- 

ness, unless I were sure that they really deserved 

the charge.” 

« But, mamma,” continued Charlie, “when I 

knocked over the inkstand the other day, and 

spilled the ink, you said it was my carelessness.” 

“For a very good reason, Charlie,” said his 

mother; “because you had no business to be 

throwing things backwards and forwards at your 

brothers across the table, and if you had not been 

doing so, you would not have thrown down the 

inkstand.”’
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Charlie had nothing more to say, and Emily 

appeared to be pondering over the accident, and 

wondering how her mother could take it so good- 

naturedly. 

“T think I shall not be afraid” (said she to 

herself’) “ to tell mamma the next time I have an 

accident.” 

An occasion soon offered for Emily to show the 

effect which her mother’s patience and forbearance 

in this instance had produced on her own nervous 

and timid disposition. One very wet day, when 

she could not go out, but was amusing herself 

with playing at ball, throwing it up against the 

wall, and catching it, she struck it rather too hard, 

and it rebounded against the dining-room window, 

and broke a large pane of glass. Emily stood for a 

moment in utter dismay, trembling with fright, and 

not knowing what to do; but she recollected the 

crystal dish, and she determined to go instantly, 

and tell her mother. 

Upon reaching the drawing-room, she rushed up 

to her mother, threw her arms round her neck,
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and began sobbing most violently, at the same time 

crying out, as well as her sobs would allow her, “J 

will tell — I will tell, dear mamma = 

«Mell what, my love?” asked Mrs. Wilmot. 

trying to pacify her. “ What is it, my child? 

What has happened? Do not cry; but tell ms 

quietly. Do not frighten yourself so, but try to be 

calm and collected, and tell me what has happened 

to you. Has anything frightened you?” 

Emily could not speak, but she drew Mrs. Wil- 

mot along the passage, erying all the way, until she 

reached the dining-room, when, pointing to the 

broken window, she exclaimed, “I could not help 

it, dear mamma, indeed I could not help it. Lhit 

the ball a little too hard.” 

«JT dare say you did not mean to do it, Emily,” 

said her mamma, kindly; “ it was quite an accident, 

and there is nothing to make yourself unhappy 

about. Do you know this little misfortune has 

made mamma very happy? I am quite pleased, 

and quite thankful.” 

Emily stared at her mamma-— she could not
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understand how she could be really pleased or 

thankful to have the windows broken; but Mrs. 

Wilmot soon made her understand what she meant. 

“JT am thankful,” she continued, “ to see that my 

dear child is really endeavoring to overcome that 

sinful fear of punishment which used to lead her to 

tell a falsehood, and that she is endeavoring to 

remember that God sees and knows everything, and 

that he loves a truthful child. I hope, dear Emily,” 

continued Mrs. Wilmot, “that you will determine 

always to come instantly and tell me when you have 

met with an accident, or done anything wrong.” 

“T will try, dear mamma,” said Emily; “but I 

was very near not telling you to-day, I was so 

frightened, but I ran all the way to the drawing- 

room, that Satan might not have time to tempt me 

to tell a lie.” 

“Well, you must remember when you feel the 

temptation strong to conceal anything, or to tell a 

lie about it, that if you ‘resist the devil, he will 

flee from you,’ but if you stand parleying with him, 

or listening to his suggestions, he will be sure to 

21 '
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lead you into sin. Now, dear Emily, go and tell 

John to step to the glazier’s, and tell him to come 

and mend the window, for it will be too cold to sit 

at dinner with a broken pane of glass.” 

The glazier soon put in a new pane, and Emily, 

as she watched him mending it, felt very happy that 

she had been enabled to speak the truth, and that 

her dear mamma, instead of being angry, was 8° 

thankful that she had courage to tell her, that she 

seemed not at all to mind paying four or five shil- 

lings for a new pane of glass.
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CHAPTER XIV. 

THE SMUGGLER RECLAIMED. 

HE winter had nearly passed away, and 

although it still continued very cold, yet the 

days were lengthening fast, and everything in 

nature seemed to betoken the return of spring. 

The little family at Seafield House were rejoicing in 

the indications of the long winter being nearly at an 

end, for though they had a great many winter 

games, yet they found them a little monotonous, 

compared with the variety of their summer pursuits. 

George Herbert had got quite strong and well 

again, and was able now to attend the school regu- 

larly, much to Henry’s delight, who felt very proud 

of his young pupil, when he heard that he generally 

was at the head of his class. But, above all, George 

Herbert was progressing also in higher and holier
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attainments; he never forgot the lessons which he 

had learned on a bed of sickness, or the resolutions 

which he had there formed of giving himself to the 

Lord. He was regularly at church on the Sabbath, 

and he used always to take his Bible at night, and 

endeavor to recall to mind, and to talk over with his 

mother, the subject of Mr. Graham’s addresses. 

It was towards the end of February, when the 

children were all enjoying a busy, pleasant evening 

with their parents in the drawing-room, that the 

servant cafie in and said that a poor woman wanted 

to speak to Master Henry. 

«Qne of your numerous applicants, I suppose,” 

said Mrs. Wilmot; “you bring a fine number of 

beggars about us.” 

Henry ran away to see who it was. He found a 

poor woman, who appeared to be in great distress of 

mind. She said her husband was dying, and that he 

had expressed a great wish to see Master Henry 

Wilmot. 

«To see me!” said Henry; “I do not know him, 

do 1?”
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“Maybe you won’t remember Aim,” said she, 

“but he knows you. You’ll remember, no doubt,” 

said she, in a low voice, “ them smugglers that laid 

hold of you, and had you down to their cave.” 

Henry trembled at the remembrance of a scene 

which had made so lasting an impression upon his 

own mind, and he replied, “ Yes, to be sure I do; I 

am not likely to forget that.” 

“ Well, sir,” continued the woman, “ one of those 

men was my husband,” as she again burst into tears, 

“and he almost broke my heart by connecting 

himself with that gang. But they are all away 

now except him, and you see he was ill, and could 

not go with the rest; and now he says he’s very 

thankful that he did not go, and he’s continually 

asking to see you; so I thought you would pardon 

the liberty I took in coming to you.” 

“Well,” said Henry, “I must ask my mother’s 

leave, and if she has no objection, I will come and 

see your husband to-morrow ; but you must tell me 

_ where you live.” 

“Do you remember, sir,” said she, “a low 

21*
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thatched cottage beyond George Herbert’s, just at 

the skirts of the wood ?” 

“I remember observing the blue smoke curling 

up through the trees,” replied Henry ; “ O, then, 

I'll easily find it.” 

“George Herbert can show you the way; he 

knows it,” she continued, “ for he has come several 

times to see my husband.” 

Henry then went back with a beating heart to 

his mother, and told her all that the poor woman 

had said, at the same time asking if she would 

allow him to go and see the sick man. 

“Indeed, my dear boy,” replied Mrs. Wilmot, 

“after all that has passed, I could not let you go 

alone, but either your father or I will go with you.” 

Mr. Wilmot thought that perhaps the poor man 

might be frightened to speak before him, and that it 

was better for Mrs. Wilmot to go. 

Accordingly, the next morning, she set off with 

Henry, almost immediately after breakfast, for the 

cottage of the sick man. As there was no regular 

path, they were at first at a loss to know how to get
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to it; but they called at Mrs. Herbert’s, and she 
Showed them a little circuitous path through the 

wood, which brought them round to the back of the 

little miserable hut. Upon entering the hovel, 

Henry started as he recognized, in a moment, the 

features of Jack, the most desperate of the gang of 

smugglers, the very same who had, first of all, laid 

his powerful arm upon him, and who had also been 

the one deputed to see him again to the mouth of 

the cave. He shuddered as the events of that fear- 

ful scene were brought vividly back to his mind, 

and he seemed instinctively to keep at a distance 

from the dying smuggler. 

“Q, you need not be afraid to come near to me 

now,” said the man, in a weak, trembling voice; 

“T am too weak to hurt a fly now; but I would 

not hurt you, even if I had the power.” 

Just at that moment, perceiving that Mrs. Wil- 

mot was present, he shrunk back under the clothes, 

turning his head away. 

“Tt is only my mother,” said Henry; ‘you 

need not be afraid of her,”
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«No, indeed, you need not be afraid of me,” 

said Mrs. Wilmot. “I did not wish my son to come 

alone, but I shall be thankful if we can be of any 

use to you. You need not mind saying what you 

have to say before me.” 

“No, I need not mind, sure enough,” he replied ; 

«JT am going to appear before God, and that is 

much worse ;” and his whole frame shook with agita- 

tion as he spoke. 

«©, Master Wilmot!” he exclaimed, ‘do you 

remember the last words you said to me, as I 

brought you to the top of the hill and set you 

free 3” 

“No,” said Henry, “I don’t remember exactly 

what you mean.” 

«Why, Master Wilmot, you said to me, ‘ Hrer- 

nity is near, and there is no repentance there ! 

No REPENTANCE mere!’ ©, how those dreadful 

words have haunted me, day and night, ever since! 

I have tried to forget them. I tried for a long 

‘time to banish the remembrance of them by getting 

deeper and deeper into scenes of vice and profligacy ;
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but, go where I would, I ever heard those words 

sounding in my ears. Sometimes, in the dead of 

night, I have started up with these words ringing 

so audibly in my ears, that I could not persuade 

myself but that a living voice had spoken them. 

Well, at last, Master Wilmot, when the rest of our 

band were about to depart upon a smuggling expe- 

dition, I was taken ill, —so ill, that I was unable to 

go with them, —and all they could do was to bring 

me home to my wife, to die here. 

“Then my wife heard me speak often of you, 

Master Henry, how much I wished to see you; 

and so at last she said she would make bold to go up 

to the big house, and ask to see you. O, Master 

Henry, is it too late now? You said it would be 

too late in eternity, but is it too late now?” 

“QO, no; it is never too late, if you really turn 

to God: is it, mamma? I wish you would speak 

to him.” 

“No,” replied Mrs. Wilmot, “it is not too late, 

if you truly repent, and flee to Christ, who is the 

only refuge for the sinner’s soul. ‘ Believe in the
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Lord Jesus Christ, and thou shalt be saved,’ is 

what Paul said to the jailer. Even at the eleventh 

hour, there is hope, though it is a dangerous thing 

to put off repentance unto such an hour. We know, 

from the wonderful instance of the thief upon the 

cross, that even in the “agonies of death, it may 

please God to pluck the sinner as a brand from the 

burning, and to give him repentance unto life.” 

“ God grant it!” murmured the sick man; “ but 

you know not what a black catalogue of crime is 

registered against me.” 

«Black as it may be,” replied Mrs. Wilmot, 

«dreadful as may have been your past life, you are 

not beyond the reach of God’s infinite mercy in 

Christ Jesus. But you must be sure that your 

repentance does not spring merely from the dread 

of future punishment; we are told the ‘devils be- 

lieve and tremble.’ Do you now see the exceeding 

heinousness of sin? Do youhate your sins, and desire 

to be rid of them forever? Do you really believe 

that Jesus is able and willing to save even the chief 

of sinners? Can you cast yourself at his feet, and
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trust in him as the all-sufficient sacrifice for the sins 

of the world ?” 

“God knows I desire to do so,” said he, “ but I 

have rejected him, times without number; I have 

sinned against the light and knowledge of the truth, 

for I was piously brought up, and I can remember 

how my mother’s tears used to flow as she prayed 

with me, and for me; but I was always a bad boy, 

and would not listen to her, and now I desire to 

believe, —I would give the world to believe all you 
say, —butI cannot. No, I fear it is too late.” 

“QO, do not say so,” cried Henry; “do not say 

so. Come now, come at once to Jesus; he will not 

cast you out.” ; 

“No,” said Mrs. Wilmot ; “lift up your heart in 
earnest prayer to Him; cry, ‘ Lord, I believe, help 

thou mine unbelief!’ ” 

“Will you allow Mr. Graham to come and see 
you?” asked Mrs. Wilmot. “I think he will 
be able to help you in your endeavors ta seek 
Christ.” | 

“Q, yes, I shall be thankful to see him,” said
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he; “many a word he has given me, but I turned 

a deaf ear to it; but I shall be glad to see him 

now ; send him soon.” 

Mrs. Wilmot and Henry then left the cottage, 

and they agreed to go round by Mr. Graham’s, that 

no time might be lost in sending him to the wretched 

man. ; 

Mr. Graham set off immediately to see him, and 

the next day, when he repeated his visit, he met 

Mrs. Wilmot and Henry just going there as he re- 

turned, and he cheered their hearts by telling them 

that he really thought that the work of repentance 

was sincere in poor Jack, and that he had great 

hopes of him. 

During Mrs. Wilmot’s visits to ie cottage of the 

smuggler, he took an opportunity, when Henry was 

not with her, of telling her how the first feelings of 

repentance and remorse were awakened in his mind 

by the conduct of her son, at such a trying moment 

as that when he appeared to be completely in their 

power, and heard their threatenings of instant 

death.
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“TI never shall forget,” said he, “my astonish- 
ment at the bold, fearless, manly bearing of the 
boy ; and, though I mocked him at the time, I could 
not but feel convinced that his trust was in a 
stronger arm than ours. I remembered what I had 
read as a boy, ‘The righteous are as bold as a lion,’ 
and I thought to myself, what cowards sin made of 
us, however we might try to disguise it. Yes,” he 
continued, “ the only thing he seemed to fear was a 
lie; and I really believe, if his life had been for- 
feited, he would have stuck to the truth.” 

In the course of a few days, the fever, under 
which the poor man labored, gave way, and symp- 
toms of improvement were visible, so that the med- 
ical man now held out some hopes of his recovery. 

“T hardly know whether to wish him to get bet- 
ter, mamma,” said Henry one day; “TI think he is 
really penitent now; but if he should be led back 
again to his former dreadful life, what an awful 
thing it would be! ” 

“Tt would, indeed,” said his mother ; “ but we 
will hope better things, Henry. The same grace 

22
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which has led him to repent, and flee to Jesus, can 

preserve him from falling, and we must try to 

watch over him, and do everything we can to lead 

him in the right way.” 

Jack was soon quite well, and he seemed really 

anxious to forsake his old paths, and truly anxious 

never to forget the solemn warning he had had. 

Mrs. Wilmot strongly recommended him to leave 

the neighborhood, as he would be always in danger of 

falling in with some of his old associates, and they 

might tempt him back to the same wretched life 

again; and she warned him what an awful thing it 

would be if he again forsook God, and returned to his 

wicked ways. Jack said he would be most thankful 

to be removed from the scene of temptation, for that 

he should not dare to trust to his good resolutions. 

“You must trust to the grace of God alone,” 

said Mrs. Wilmot; ‘that can and will preserve 

you; but you should avoid scenes of temptation. 

We will see if we cannot hear of employment for you 

somewhere else.” 

Accordingly Mrs. Wilmot spared no pains to
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find a situation for Jack as out-of-door servant to a 

gentleman who lived many miles off, and who, she 

knew, would watch over him, and endeavor to lead 

him aright ; and she had the satisfaction of hearing, 

from time to time, that Jack was doing well, and 

that he and his wife were very steady, and brought 

up their children well. : 

Jack always expressed his gratitude to young 

Master Wilmot, and declared that he had, under 

God, been the means of leading him to repentance. 

' Thus, you see, my dear young friends, that even 

the most hardened and desperate characters are 

often able to appreciate what is good in others, and 

that an upright, truthful, conscientious walk will 

ever command the respect even of those who appear 

to make a mock of everything that is good.
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CHAPTER XV. 

THE BAD MARKS. 

4HIS plaguy sum!” cried Charlie, in a fit of 

    

impatience; “I have done it over, IT am 

sure, twenty times, and yet I cannot bring 

it right.” 

«Twenty times, Charlie!” said his mother ; 

“have you really? Then you have more patience 

than I gave you credit for.” 

«OQ, I do not mean really twenty times,” he 

replied; “but I have done it over three or four 

times, at least.” 

“There is a difference between three or four, 

and twenty, Charlie,” continued his mother. “ I 

am afraid that is another instance of exaggeration. 

Do you know how many marks I have against you 

already, to-day, Charlie?”
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«No, mamma; but I do not think I have exag- 

gerated in anything else.” 

“Well, now, Charlie, I will convince you. I 

must take out my memorandum, for I am so 

anxious to cure you of this dangerous fault, that I 

have determined to note down every time that I 

hear you indulging in it. Now, let me see: 

“When I asked you why you were not down to 

prayers, this morning, you replied, that you had 

been kept waiting half an hour for your shoes. 

Now, this half hour turned out to be five minutes. 

Then, when I told you to go and take a run in the 

garden, before you sat down to your lessons, you 

came back, and told me that you could not go out, 

for it was pouring with rain. I looked out, expect- 

ing to see something like a water-spout; instead of 

that, there was scarcely rain enough to drown a 

fly.” 

The children laughed very heartily, but Charlie 

looked very grave, for he did not like to be found 

fault with; and yet these instances were so fresh in 

his memory that he could not deny them, 

22%
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“ Well, let me see, there are plenty more, 

Charlie,” continued his mother. “ You told Jane, 

when she said she could not read something that 

you were holding up to her, that you could read it 

a mile off. Was this true?” 

«QO, mamma, I did not mean that ; I ualy meant 

a good way off.” 

«When you came in, just now,” she continued, 

“T heard you telling your brothers that you had 

found such an enormous snake in the garden! — I 

began to be alarmed, and to anticipate the sight of 

something almost like a boa constrictor ; and, after 

all, when I went to look at it, I found it was not 

more than a foot in length.” 

“O, stop, dear mamma,” cried Charlie; “do not 

read any more. I see now what you mean ; but it 

is very difficult always to wait to think, and to 

weigh every word before one speaks.” 

«Tt may be difficult, Charlie, but if there were a 

little more care exercised in this respect, with 

young people, there would not be such a general 

habit of exaggeration as we meet with in the world.
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“Such expressions as I have been recording 

against you, Charlie, and many more, — more 

than it is possible for me to enumerate just now, 

— are very common, even among grown-up people, 

and even among professing Christians; but it is, 

nevertheless, decidedly wrong; and the habit of 

thus exaggerating, and using such strong language 

about every trifle, must insensibly blunt the fine 

edge of our moral perceptions, and, at last, make it 

very difficult for conscience to define where truth 

ends and falsehood begins. It is impossible to be 

too particular with regard to the accuracy of our 

statements; and when we acquire a habit of using 

very strong language upon every occasion, whether 

it be in expressing our admiration of anything, or 

passing our judgment upon it, or in relating what 

has passed, we are sure to be led far beyond the 

simple bounds of truth; the mind becomes gradu- 

ally accustomed to deviate from it, and thus we are 

often led from one step to another, till we scarcely 

know how to appreciate truth, and certainly are 

far from making it, as it ought to be, the rule
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of all our words and actions. It is quite possible 

for our perception to become 80 blunted that we 

may no longer be able to discern what is truth, as 

regards our dealings with others, and our conduct 

in the sight of God.” 

“Well, but really, mamma,” said Charlie, “ l 

should like to break myself of this bad habit; but 

how can I do so? I should never speak if I had 

to think so many times first.” 

“ Well, if your thoughtfulness should lead to a 

little silence, at times,” replied Mrs. Wilmot, “1 

do not think that it would be any great deprivation 

to others, nor any great trial to yourself; but I 

think the most effectual way to overcome this, as 

well as any other bad habit, is, in the first place, to 

confess your weakness before God,— to pray to 

him to enable you to overcome this and every other 

besetting sin; and then earnestly and seriously to 

strive, in dependence upon his grace, to watch over 

your mode of expressing yourself, and ask those 

about you to correct you every time that they 

detect you in thus using exaggerated expressions,
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or relating things otherwise than they have really 

occurred. By so doing, you will form a habit of 

watchfulness, which is a most important part of a 

Christian’s duty. ‘Watch and pray,’ were our 

Lord’s injunctions to his disciples, and we all need 

to follow more closely this precept of our blessed 

Lord.” , : 

But I must say farewell to my young friends, 

for the present. The compass of one small volume 

will scarcely afford room to bring before you promi- 

nently all the different steps by which young people 

are led on to falsehood and deceit. Habits of dis- 

obedience, indulgence of curiosity, fear of punish- 

ment, pride of heart ;—all these, frequently, and 

almost invariably, though sometimes imperceptibly, 

lead on to the sin of lying. One sin leads to 

another ; and perhaps there is no other so fruitful a 

source of falsehood and prevarication as the sin of 

DISOBEDIENCE. This was the sin of our first parents, 

and, from that one sin, all other sins, of every kind, 

have followed. In endeavoring to bring before you 

the importance and the loveliness of truth, as set
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forth in the example of the members of the Wil- 

mot family, I feel as if 1 had only begun to enter 

upon a subject of such vital interest, as regards 

your everlasting happiness, as that which truth 

presents. I have only touched upon a few of those 

prevailing faults and erroneous habits which often 

tend to convey the first lessons of untruthfulness to 

the mind of a young person; — lessons, alas! in 

which they prove too apt scholars, and lessons 

which, often, a lifetime is too short to unlearn. 

O, then, set before you the example of Him who 

was truth itself; — who says of himself, “I am the 

way, the truth, and the life.” Study him as the 

loveliest, brightest, and most perfect pattern of 

truth that earth ever presented. Look at him, 

study him, follow him, until you reflect somewhat 

of his own blessed image on your soul, — until 

truth is stamped upon every lineament of your 

character, — until it breathes in every word, lives 

in every thought, and shines forth in every action | 

of your life. 

THE END.
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