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PREFACE.

Tux development of the moral sentiments in the
human heart, in early life—and everything, in fact,
which relates to the formation of character
— is
determined in a far greater degree by sympathy,
and by the influence of example, than by formal
precepts and didactic instruction. If a boy hears
his father speaking kindly to a robin in the spring

—welcoming its coming and offering it food—there
arises at once in his own mind, a feeling of kindness
towards the bird, and towards all the animal creation, which is produced by a sort of sympathetic
action, a power somewhat similar to what in physical philosophy is called énduetion. On the other
hand, if the father, instead. of feeding the bird, goes
eagerly for a gun, in order that he may shoot it,
the boy will sympathize in that desire, and growing up under such an influence, there will be gradually formed within him, through the mysterious
tendency of the youthful heart to vibrate in unison
with hearts that are near, a disposition to kill and
destroy all helpless beings that come within his

vi

power.

PREFACE.

There is no need of any formal instruction

in either case. Of a thousand children brought up
under the former of the above-described influences,
nearly every one, when he sees a bird, will wish to
go and get crumbs to feed it, while in the latter
case, nearly every one will just as certainly look
for a stone. Thus the growing up in the right
atmosphere, rather than the receiving of the right
instruction, is the condition which it is most important to secure, in plans for forming the characters of children.
It is in accordance with this philosophy that the
stories of this Series, though written mainly with a
view to their moral influence on the hearts and
dispositions of the readers, contain very little formal
exhortation and instruction. They present quiet
and peaceful pictures of happy domestic life, portraying generally such conduct, and expressing such
sentiments and feelings, as it is desirable to exhibit
and express in the presence of children.
The books, however, will be found, perhaps, after
all, to be useful mainly in entertaining and amusing
the youthful readers who may peruse them, as the
writing of them has been the amusement and recreation of the author in the intervals of more
serious pursuits.
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CHAPTER

I.

BIRDS.
ONE summer, when Madeline was about eight years
old, and Mary Bell a little more than fourteen, it
happened that in the month of June there was a
caused.

very heavy and long-continued rain, which

the river that flowed through the valley in front of
Mrs. Henry’s house, where Madeline lived, to overflow its banks, and spread its waters in every diAll the brooks, too,
rection over the meadows.
which descended from the mountains alone, became
roaring torrents, exhibiting everywhere splendid
spectacles of white cascades among the rocks, and
At one place
boiling whirlpools in the eddies.
where a brook flowed under a bridge, the water
B
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rose so high as to lift the bridge off from its
abutments, and float it away down the stream.
The abutments of a bridge are the two structures
of stone-work, one on each bank, on which the ends
The workmen
of the bridge rest for support.
usually build the abutments of bridges as high as

they suppose is necessary to prevent the possibility,
even in the highest floods, of the structure above
being reached by the water. The abutments proved,
however, not to be high enough in this case, and the
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were in many places entirely overflowed, especially
when they passed near the river. At these points
the roads were for a day or two wholly impassable.
Mrs. Henry’s house, where Madeline lived at this
time, was not very far from the river, and was at
a
ut
abo
s
ap
rh
pe
e—
ag
ll
vi
the
ve
abo
ce
tan
some dis
her
h
wit
ed
liv
l
Bel
ry
Ma
re
whe
se
hou
The
e.
mil
a
by
e,
lag
vil
the
m
fro
e
mil
a
ut
abo
o
als
was
,
mother
g
in
nd
wi
d,
roa
sscro
of
t
sor
a
was
ere
‘Th
d.
back roa
r
nea
m
fro
led
ch
whi
s,
ley
val
the
g
on
am
y
ntl
pleasa
Mrs. Henry’s to Mary Bell’s.
nd
spe
and
go
to
n
tio
ita
inv
an
had
had
Madeline
en
wh
e
tim
the
at
t
jus
l,
Bel
ry
Ma
h
wit
oon
ern
the aft
her
ted
ven
pre
n
rai
The
on.
e
cam
rm
sto
the great
y,
da
es
Tu
on
d
ce
en
mm
co
ch
whi
rm
sto
The
going.

BIRDS.

3

continued for two days, and then Madeline was
obliged to wait one day more for the waters to subside, and for the roads to become dry. At length,
- on Friday morning, Mrs. Henry thought it would
be safe for Madeline to go. Madeline wished to go
by the cross-road, it was so romantic and wild.
Phonny was to go with her.
When the time arrived, Mrs. Henry concluded to
let Beechnut 0 with the children, as Phonny, being
about ten years old, and much more remarkable for
his self-confidence and courage, than for judgment
and discretion, could not be relied upon for getting
-Madeline safely along, in case they should encounter
any difficulties on the way, resulting from the overflow of the streams. Beechnut was at work at this
time in the garden. Phonny, accordingly, went to
call him ; so Beechnut left his work, came to the.
house, and they all set off together.
They had not gone very far before they came to a
place where there was a high and steep sand-bank
by the side of the road, with a number of swallows’
nests in it.
The

swallow is a bird which,

besides its other

striking peculiarities, is very remarkable for the
variety and oddity of its fancies in respect to places
for building its nests. One tribe builds under the
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eaves of barns. Their nests are made of mud, which
they form into rounded masses close under an eave,
or a cornice, in a barn—hollow within, and with a
round hole for an entrance. They line the inside, of
course, with soft and fine straws and feathers. Others
go within the barn—entering at some open window, or by any chink or crevice where they can gain
admission—and build their nests under or upon the
rafters of the roof. Others take possession of chimneys—of which they fortunately find many vacant
of smoke and disused, in the season in which they
build their nests—and there, in some angle or other,
among the soot and ashes, they contrive to build
their little round mud cabins. Others still, dig
deep holes, horizontally, in the face ofa perpendicular sand-bank, and make a little nest of straw and
feathers at the end of it. These last are called
bank-swallows.
Now it happened that a party of bank-swallows
had taken possession of the bank already referred
to, which was situated at the entrance of the crossroad which led to Mary Bell’s. There was a house
pretty near, where there lived a boy named regu
lariy Alfred; though the name by which he was
most commonly known, was Hal.

When Beechnut and his party came in sight o1
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this sand-bank, they saw Alfred and another boy at
play upon it. These boys had cut steps with a
case-knife, in the hardened sand which formed the
face of the bank, and by this means had climbed up
to one of the swallows’ holes, and now seemed to be

busy doing something or other there: but just before Beechnut arrived at the spot, they came down
again, and began to saunter carelessly along the road.
“ Hallo, Hal!” said Phonny, as soon as he came
near. ‘“ What have you been doing there ?”’
“Stopping up a swallow’s hole,” said Hal.
As he said this, he stopped by the side of the
road, and stood gazing with an air of stupid curiosity upon Beechnut’s party, as they were walking
by. He held the case-knife in his hands. The
other boy came up to the place, and proved to be a
boy named Jemmy Gordon, or rather a boy called
Jemmy Gordon—for his name, properly speaking,
was James.
“What did you stop it up with?” asked Phonny.
“Oh, with a bit of a sod,” said Alfred.
“ Are the swallows in there?” asked Madeline.
“T don’t know,” said Alfred.
“They have gota
nest there.”
“Then Chippeday was right, after all,” said
Beechnut.

6
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“ What do you mean by that?” asked Jemmy.
“Why last evening,” said Beechnut, “ just before
sunset, as I was coming along home from the vil-

lage, there were two swallows playing round here.
By-and-by they stopped their play, and lighted on
the fence, and began to talk about where would be
a good place to makea nest. One’s name was Twit,
and the other’s name was Chippeday.”
The children gathered up nearer to Beechnut as
he thus commenced his story, and stood listening
with grave and earnest attention.
“<¢Det’s make the nest in this bank,’ says Twit.
‘No,’ says Chippeday, ‘see that house out there!’
‘ And what of that house,’ says Twit. ‘There's a
boy lives there,’ says Chippeday. ‘ That’s nothing,’
says Twit. ‘We'll make our nest so high in the
bank that he can’t reach it.’ ‘He'll climb up,’ says
Chippeday. ‘Then we will dig so far into the bank
that he can’t reach in,’ says Twit, ‘if he does climb
up.’ He'll contrive some way or other to tease us,’
seys Chippeday, ‘ you may depend.’
“When the swallows had talked so far,” cone
tinued Beechnut, “they stopped, and did not seem
to knew what to say next. I stood perfectly still

all the time for fear that I should frighten them
away,
Presently says Twit—
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“<< Hasn’t the boy gota house to live in?’ ‘Yes,’
says Chippeday. ‘And a good bed to sleep in?’
says Twit. ‘Yes, says Chippeday. ‘And a pil‘Yes,’
low to put his head upon?’ says Twit.
‘And a father and mother. to
‘says Chippeday.
take care of him?’ says Twit. ‘Yes,’ says Chippeday. ‘Well, says Twit, ‘it can’t be possible
that a boy who has, for himself, a good house to
live in, and a good bed to sleep in, and a pillow
to lay his head upon, and a father and mother to
také care of him, can envy a pair of swallows one
little hole in a bank, with a few straws and feathers
in it for a nest, which they only want for three or
four weeks, just till they get their little swallows big

enough to fly.’
“Just as Twit finished saying these words,”
continued Beechnut, “she sprang forward, touched
Chippeday a little tap on the top of his head with
the tip of her wing, as he flew, just for fun, and
Chippeday sprang after her. Away they went,
first up in the air, then down to the ground—
this

way

and

that

way, and round

and

round.

First Twit chased Chippeday, and then Chippeday
chased Twit, and then they flew straight forward
together, to see which could fly the farthest. Twit
came up to the bank and danced against a little
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hollow in it, where she thought there was a good
place to begin a nest, and when she had made a
few scratches there, away she went again, Chippeday after her. When she had flown about a while
longer, racing and chasing with Chippeday, she
came back again and dug im a
little farther into
the bank, and then away she whirled again, shooting through the air like an arrow. And so finding
that they were not going to work very steadily,
I went along.”
“Ts that all?” said Madeline, when she found
that Beechnut made a pause.
“Yes,” said Beechnut, “only that I thought at
the time, that Twit had the best of the argument
in respect to a boy’s begrudging a pair of swallows
their little nest, but it seems that Chippeday was
right after all.”
So saying Beechnut began to walk on, Madeline
and Phonny followed him, while Alfred and James
remained standing in the road, in the same attitude
as while they were listening to the story.
“ Caroline has got a bird,” said Madeline.
Caroline was a young lady of the village. She
was about fourteen years of age, and lived in a
very handsome house. Madeline had often been
to pay her a visit.
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“Tt is a canary-bird,” continued Madeline.
“Shut up in a cage?” asked Beechnut.
“Yes,” said Madeline, “a beautiful cage.”
The party sauntered along slowly a few steps
farther, when Madeline said—
“ Beechnut, I wish you would go and let those
poor swallows out, that the boys stopped up in the
:
hole.”
“No,” said Beechnut, “ not yet.”
And so he walked on a little farther.
He turned, occasionally, to look round at the
boys, and presently he stopped entirely. Phonny
and Madeline looked back too. They saw that
Jemmy had gone to the bank, and was at work
at the swallows’ hole. Alfred remiained where he
had been, in the road: and they heard him call

out to Jemmy in an undertone, “I wouldn’t.”
Jemmy seemed to pay no attention to Alfred,
but he looked towards Beechnut when he saw that

Beechnut had stopped.
“ Beechnut,” said he, “TI have let them out.”
“T am glad of it,” said Beechnut.

“You see,’ said Beechnut, speaking now to
Madeline and Phonny, “the difference between
Alfred and Jemmy. They are both of them bad
boys, and always in mischief; and Jemmy is the

MARY
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worst of the two, that: is, he does the most mischief. But when he finds that he is in the wrong
road, he turns about at once like a man, openly
and honourably. But Alfred goes on, and either
does not turn at all, or waitS until he can get a
chance to turn when people are not looking at him.”
So saying they walked along. In due time

they arrived in sight of the house where Mary
Bell lived, without having encountered any serious
The brooks
difficulty on account of the water.
and streams were, however,

all very

high, and at

one place Beechnut left the road, and took Madeline and Phonny quite a distance along a rocky
path by the side of a brook, to show them @
cascade.
‘When they arrived in sight of Mary Bell’s house,
Beechnut said—
“Now you are safe for the rest of the way, so
good-by. If Mary Bell shows you her pictures,
Madeline, take one good look at them for me; and
if you find a butterfly’s nest in the garden, don’t
give the little butterflies too much cake.”

“No,”

said

Madeline,

very

seriously;

won't.”
“Nor eat teo much yourself,” said Bees
So saying, Beechnut went away.

“I

BIRDS.

11

The house which Mary Bell lived in was not
very large, but it was very pleasant, and very
pleasantly situated. It was in a retired place in
the middle of a valley, and was surrounded by trees
and gardens.

There was an ancient stone wall in

front of the house, gray with moss and age, and
half enveloped in shrubbery. There was a small
gateway in this wall; with a pathway from it that
led to the house.
Phonny opened the gate, and he and Madeline
went through, and thence advanced along the path
-owards the house. They saw nobody, but the
Phonny, standing with
front door was open.
Madeline upon the step before the door, knocked
upon the side-post, but nobody came.
“You must knock louder,’ said Madeline.
“They don’t hear you.”
Phonny knocked again, but not much louder
than before.
“TI do knock as loud as I can,” said he. “It is
because my knuckles are not hard encugh.”
“Tet us get a stick,” said Madeline.
Phonny looked abeut and found a stick. He
knocked with it, louder than before, but still nobody came.
“Tl get a stone,” said Phonny.

MARY
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said Madeline,
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“you

must

not get a

stone; it will break the door.”

“What shall we do then?” asked Phonny
“Tl tell you,” said he, after a moment’s thought °
“we will go routid to the other door.”
So they went round the house to a very pleasant
back-yard. The yard was very green. There was
a small garden by the side of the house, which
Madeline said was Mary Bell’s garden. There was
a well at a little distance from the door, with a path

leading to it through the grass. The door was
open, as the front-door had been, and Phonny went
up to it and knocked. Nobody answered.
“Let us go in,” said Phonny.
So saying, he pushed boldly in, Madeline following him timidly.
They went into the entry, and then opened a
door which ushered them into what was called
the sitting-room. There was nobody there. They
went into the kitchen. Every thing was in very
nice order, but there was nobody there. From the
kitchen they went out on a backstoop, which looked
towards a garden.
“Here they are,” said Madeline.
Phonny looked where Madeline pointed, and saw
Mary Bell and her mother, with Almira, the girl
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who lived with them, coming through the garden.
Mary Bell ran forward to welcome Madeline and
Phonny. She seemed very glad to see them.
“ We have been down to my grotto,” said Mary
There is a great
Bell, “to see the waterfall.
waterfall to-day, because the brook is so high.”
She then invited her visitors into her house.
Phonny wished to go to the grotto and see the
waterfall, but Madeline chose rather to remain at

the house, and look at some picture-books which
Mary Bell had promised to show her. Accordingly, Phonny, who knew the way to the waterfall very well, ran off through the garden towards
it, while Mary Bell took Madeline up into her
room.
The picture-books were ina drawer. Mary Bell
kept all her treasures in very careful order. She
had a table by a window, where she wrote and
read,

and sewed,

when

she was in her chamber,

and several drawers close by, where the various
articles which she possessed were all classified and
arranged. She had one drawer full of pictures and
picture-books. She never allowed her visitors to
go to her drawers by themselves, to get things from
them, or even to explore their contents, but she
went to them always herself, and took out a few
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things at a time, and showed those only to ‘her
company; so that every time her visitors came,
there was something to show them which they had
never seen before. Thus it seemed to Madeline,
who had often been to visit Mary Bell, that the
stores and treasures contained in those drawers
were absolutely inexhaustible.
Madeline took the picture-books which Mary
Bell gave her, while Mary Bell herself took her
sewing, and then they went together down to the
stoop. Mary Bell established herself in a chair,
placing her work-basket upon a seat which had
been built by the side of the stoop, while Madeline
sat down upon the steps, and began looking over
the pieture-books, talking to Mary Bell from time
to time about the pictures.
“ Here isa picture of an. elephant,” said Madeline. “What does he want with such a long
nose ?”
' «Jt is called a proboscis,” said Mary Bell. “He
takes up things with it.”
“Here is a picture of a horse,” said Madeline,

“He has not got any proboscis, though to be sure,
nis nose is pretty long. Why does not ke have
a proboscis to take up things with?”
“ Because he can put his head itself down to the

BIRDS,
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ground,” replied Mary Bell, “and take them with
his mouth.”
“ And why can’t the elephant put his head down
too?” asked Madeline.
“ Because it is so large,” said Mary Bell. “The
elephant is very large, and his head is very large
and very high up from the ground. If his head
were at the end of a long neck, so that he could let
it down to the ground, I suppose he would find
it very hard to get it up again.”
“Oh, here is a picture of a bird,” said Madeline.
“Caroline has got a bird. Don’t you wish that
you had a bird?”

“T have got one,” said Mary Bell. “There he
is.” So saying, she pointed to a plum-tree which
stood beyond the fence on the other side of the
yard, where there was a robin upon a branch, singing very merrily.
“Oh, but he will fly away pretty soon,” said
Madeline.
“True,” said Mary Bell, “but then another ons
will come to take his place.”
“ Exactly the same place?” asked Madeline.
“Exactly the same place in my estimation,”
said Mary Bell.
Madeline did not understand this very well, so

16
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she sat still a few minutes musing upon it, and then
;
said—
“ But Caroline’s bird has got a cage.”
“And some of my birds have got nests,”’ rejoined
Mary Bell, “and nests are better for birds than

cages.”

-

“JT should like to see a nest,” said Madeline.
“Well,” said Mary Bell, “I will show you one.

Come with me.”
So saying, Mary Bell laid down her work, and
taking Madeline by the hand, she led her by a little
path through the grass round the corner of the
house to a little retired nook, where, in a cool and

sheltered place, there stood two or three small fir:
trees.
“Softly,” said Mary Bell.
“ Ave the birds there?” asked Madeline.
“The little ones are there all the time,” said
Mary Bell, “and the great ones come sometimes to
feed them. There comes one of the old birds now,”
she continued, pointing to the garden gate.
Madeline looked in that direction, and saw the
bird—wnich was a large robin—standing upon the
gate with something in his mouth. As soon as the
robin saw Mary Bell and Madeline so near its nest,
it flew back and forth among the trees, and seemed

BIRDS.
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uneasy. Mary Bell and Madeline stepped back
out of the way. The bird flew to the nest. Mary
Bell held Madeline up, but she could only get indistinct glimpses of the bird among the thick
branches of the tree. Presently the robin flew
away again. Then Mary Bell led Madeline up to
the tree once more.
“ Now we will climb up and see the nest,” said
she.
So she brought out some steps from the kitchen
and placed them at the foot of the tree. Madeline
climbed up. When she was on the topmost step
she could look into the nest. There were three
young robins in it. Two of them opened their
mouths very wide. They heard the sound of Madeline’s movements among the branches, and thought
that it was their mother coming to feed them.

18
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CHAPTER

II.

THE GROTTO.
Mary Betv’s grotto was situated among the rocks
upon the banks of a brook, which came running
down through a wild but beautiful dell in the midst

It was at some
of the woods behind the house.
little distance from the house, but there was a very
good path leading toit. This path Mary Bell herself had made; that is, so far as it had been made
at all—for in many places it passed along over
smooth surfaces of rock, or along a shore of hard
sand, where nothing artificial was necessary to make
a good footway.
There was one thing peculiar about this path to
the grotto, and that is, that it was always dry. The
pleasure enjoyed by children, -and especially by
girls, in the country is, in most cases, very seriously

restricted and impeded by the fact that the grass is
often wet, so that it is impossible to walk upon it.
The dew, in summer mornings, lasts sometimes till
nearly noon; and often after a shower of rain, in the
afternoon, the drops of water remain treacherously
concealed in herbage and foliage for many hours
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after all smooth surfaces are dry. Mary Bell had,
from this cause, often been kept at home, especially
at those seasons of the year when the grass was
luxuriant and high, and when, of course, it was most
pleasant to be abroad; and Mary Bell’s plan of
making a path along the bank of the brook, originated at first in her desire to have a walk leading
somewhere from her mother’s house, of such a character that she could pass over it at all times, excepting when it was actually raining.
This object was very easily effected in going
along the bank of the brook, for the way was very
wild and rocky, and Mary Bell could lay out her
road for a considerable portion of the distance, over
smooth surfaces of rock, or along sandy and pebbly
shores, where no grass or weeds were growing to
‘intercept and hold the drops of rain and of dew. In
some places, it is true, there were low bushes in the
way, but these Mary Bell cut down, by means of a
large pruning-knife which belonged to her mother.
Higher bushes overhung the path in many places,
but these she did not wish to disturb, for they made
her walk cool and shady. It is true that the leaves
and branches of these bushes would become sometimes heavily laden with drops of rain and of dew,
—but this Mary Bell thought was not of much cons
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sequence, since, if she walked along quietly under
them, without touching or disturbing them in any
way, there would be no danger, she thought, that
the drops wouid fall down upon her.
Mary Bell found that the cutting down the low
bushes with a pruning-knife, was rather hard work
for her sometimes, for in many instances the stems
of these bushes were pretty thick, and the wood
quite hard. In fact, Mary Bell often wished that
she had a brother to help her in some of her operations; but she had not, and it was, perhaps, on the
whole, as well for her that she had not, for she ene
joyed her grotto and the path which led to it, the

more highly on account of having made them both
herself, by her. own patient and persevering industry.
In fact, a very little strength is sufficient to
accomplish very great and important results if
dexterously employed, and patiently and steadily
continued. Beechnut, who came sometimes on errands to Mrs, Bell, gave Mary occasionally some
very useful advice in regard to her operations. He
showed her a way to bend over the top of a bush,
and then to cut into the stem with her pruningknife, in such a manner as to cut off the stem most
easily. He made her, too, what he called a hand-
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spike—which was a lever of wood, by means
of which any one could easily move the large
flat stones, which Jay upon the ground in various
places. These flat stones Mary Bell contrived to
move, by means of her lever, so as to make, in some
places, a continued pavement of them, that was
tolerably smooth, where the rocks beneath them
were too rough and uneven to walk upon conveniently. In the same way, whenever she wished to
have her path cross the bed of the stream, she
would move the large stones which lay in the water,
some this way and others that, so as to make them
answer for stepping-stones. In one case she ace
tually built a bridge. It was at a spot where there
was a large flat stone lying m-the water. Mary
Bell raised this stone, first one end of it, and then
the other, and supported these ends by other stones
which she rolled underneath. ' In this manner, she
at length raised the flat stone so high, that there
was room beneath it for the passage of all the water
of the brook, in ordinary times; though when the
water was high, after showers of rain in the sume
mer, or when the snows were melting in the spring,
this bridge was often wholly submerged.
Mary Bell did not make this road up the brook all
at one time. It was the work, in fact, of her play-
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hours and her play-days, for more than two years.
As she lived alone with her mother, and thus generally had no playmate in her leisure hours, she was
compelled to rely upon her own resources for amusement; and whatever the plans might be which she
adopted, she learned to pursue them with great perseverance and steadiness, and thus she accomplished
in the end what would at first have seemed entirely
impossible for such a child. She was but about ten
or twelve years old when this work was done ; for
the making of the road, and of the grotto at the end
of it, took place, it must be remembered, a long
time before the period of Phonny and Madeline’s
visit to Mrs.: Bell, which

is described in the last

chapter.
When Mary Bell first began to make her road,
she had no thought of a grotto: her only object
was to make a pleasant walk through the dell,
along the banks of the brook, so that she could go
there easily to see the waterfalls, or to sit upon the

rocks and read, or take her company there on SaturShe found, however, at
day afternoons to play.
length, in a peculiarly wild and picturesque part of
the dell, a place where she thought a grotto, such
as she had read about in one of her story-books,
might easily be made. It was a place in an angle
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of a rock, under an overhanging precipice, where by
building a wall on one side, and that not very highs
a pretty complete enclosure would be made, like a
hut. She immediately resolved on undertaking this
work ; and by doing something upon it every time
that she went to the brook to play, the work ad-

vanced very steadily, though slowly, until the grotto
She first rolled all the loose stones
was made.
which lay upon the floor of the grotto, out of the
way, selecting from them such as were suitable for
building the wall, and laying them carefully in a line
where the wall was to be, for a foundation. She
afterwards carried up the wall to its proper height,
that is, until it met the projecting rock overhead,
which was to form the roof of her grotto. She
made this wall very thick, and built it of flat stones,
such as she found lying in great abundance scattered over the ground. ‘The stones, being flat, were
not heavy, and yet they made, when well laid toe
gether, a very substantial wall; and when it was
built up to the roof of the grotto and wedged in at
the top by crowding in the upper stones very hard
between the top of the wall and the slooping roof of
rocks above, it formed a mass almost as solid as the
rock itself.
It was a great many weeks after this wall was
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commenced before it was completed. At one time,
in fact, Mary Bell thought that it never would be
done; but she persevered, and finally finished it.
Sometimes she had a little help from her companions and playmates, when they came to visit
her, especially in the lighter kinds of work. The
heavy work, such as carrying flat stones and laying
them upon the wall, Mary Bell had to do herself
alone, for she, only, was properly dressed for such
labours. She had a coarse apron, and a pair of
mittens of brown

linen, which she had made ex-

pressly for her work about the brook; so that she
could lift heavy stones without doing either her
hands or her proper dress any injury.
Mary Bell had, however, at last, a great deal of
help from her playmates, in the light work which —
was required in the finishing of her grotto, after the
wall was built. They collected for her great quantities of moss, from various places up and down the
brook, and this moss Mary Bell crowded in between
the stones of the wall, both on the inside and outside, and also into the seams and crevices of the
natural rock which formed the other two sides of
it. This moss soon began to grow so as to fill the
open spaces completely, and even in some degree to
cover the stones themselves. This gave to the
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whole interior of the grotto a very agreeable aspect
and expression, and brought the artificial side of
the enclosure into keeping and harmony with the
natural sides; so that the whole had very much
the appearance of a small natural cave in the solid
rock, with walls hung with moss instead of tapestry.
The floor of the grotto was, in its natural state,
somewhat rough and uneven, and Beechnut one
day recommended Mary Bell to pave it in mosaic.
Mary Bell had never heard of a mosaic pavement;
and she asked Beechnut what it was. He said it
was a pavement of different coloured stones, arranged in some regular form so as to produce a
pretty effect. He had seen magnificent mosaic
pavements, he said, in France, before he came to
America.
“But I don’t know how to make a pavement,”
said Mary Bell. “I don’t know how to fasten the
stones.”
“There will be no difficulty in that,” replied
Beechnut: “you have only to put them close together, and they will fasten themselves. First,”
continued he, “you must cover over the floor oi
your grotto with earth——”
“Where shall I get the earth?” interrupted
Mary Bell.
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“Ch, you must dig it out of a bank somewhere
near, and bring it in some old basket. Men or boys
would move it with a wheelbarrow, but girls have

to work with baskets.”
“ When you have carried earth enough into the
grotto,” continued Beechnut, “ you xaust spread it
over the floor, so as to make a smooth and level

You must then look up and down the
surface.
brook, and get all the pretty stones that you can
find.”
“How large must they be?” asked Mary Bell.
“ About as large as my fist,” said Beechnut,
doubling his fist and showing it to Mary Bell.
Mary Bell shut her own hand in the same way,
but she could not make it look much like a fist.
“Tt is not necessary to be very particular about
the size of the stones,” said Beechnut. “Find
stones that have one end about as large as the palm
of your hand; it is of no consequence if some are
longer than the others, so as to extend farther down
into the earth. You can dig away a little for the
long ones, when you set them in their places, as the
paviors do, in paving the streets of cities.
“When you have got the stones together,” continued

Beechnut,

“you

must sort them

out into

separate parcels, according to their colours: the blue
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ones together, and the brown ones together, and so
with the rest. It will be a good plan to get one
large, round, white stone for the centre, if you can,
But I cannot tell you any more now. It is time
for me to go home. When you have got the stones
all collected, I will tell you what to do next.”

“Very

well,”

said Mary

Bell, “you have tola

me enough now. It will take me two or three
weeks to get all the stones. I don’t go to my
grotto very often.”
At the time that Beechnut held this conversation
with Mary Bell, he was sitting upon a horse near
the gate, by the house where Mary Bell lived,
ready to go away. He had come there that day
on an-errand. He knew that Mary Bell advanced
very slowly with her work,:and that she did not
need a great deal of instruction at a time, and
accordingly as he had now given enough to serve
her for some days, and as he had then no more
time to spare for talking with her, he concluded to
go away.
Mary Bell found that it took even more tima
than she had expected, to find enough stones of the
right kind. She found, however, a very pretty
white stone for the centre, the very first day that
she began to look for stones. It was very heavy,
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but she succeeded at length in carrying it to the
grotto, and in depositing it safely by the door.
‘ The same day she found about twenty other stones
of a smaller size, which seemed suitable to her
These she carried along very easily.
purpose,
They were of various colours, and she placed them,

one by one, in the heaps wher they respectively
belonged. There were four heaps, characterized
by the predominant colour of the stones which
formed them.
A few days after this several girls from the village came to see Mary Bell, and as usual when
they came to visit her, they wished immediately to

go to the grotto. When they found that Mary
Bell was going to make a paved flocr, and that she
was collecting pebble-stones for this purpose, they
were all eager to help her. So Mary Bell took
them some distance down the brook, to a place
where there was a much larger number of smooth
pebble-stones in the stream, than there were near
the grotto. Here they found an abundant supply.
Mary Bell pulled the pebbles out of the water
and after letting them lie a short time to dry,
the children began to take them up—one in each
hand. There were five children besides Mary Bell,
so that the whole party could carry twelve stones
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They went to and from the grotto,

carrying stones in this manner, six times, so that

they carried seventy-two stones in all, which constituted a great addition to Mary Bell’s stock of
materials for the paving.
In fact, the supply seemed so abundant, that the
children insisted that there were stones enough,
and they began to urge Mary Bell to commence
the laying of them. They wished to see, they said,
how the mosaic pavement would look. But Mary
Bell said that she should not begin to lay. it until
she had seen Beechnut again, in order to get precise directions from him how to do the work properly. After taking so much pains, she said, to get
her materials all together, she did not wish to
hurry through the work, and so have it all wrong
in the end.
When Beechnut heard that Mary Bell was
ready for his instructions in respect to laying the
pavement, he sent word to her one day, that unless
she wished to do all the work about her grotto herself, without help, he would come over with Phonny
the next Saturday afternoon, and help her place
the stones. Mary Bell said that she should like that
plan very much indeed, and so it was arranged that
Beechnut and Phonny were to come. Although
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Beechnut was at work at Mrs. Henry’s on wages,
still, as has been

stated in other volumes

of this

series, he always had the Saturday afternoon at
his own disposal, in order that he might have some
time to amuse himself in any manner he pleased.
It was in consequence of this arrangement that he
was enabled to promise to come with Phonny the
next Saturday afternoon.
When Beechnut arrived at Mrs. Bell’s, he told
Mary that it would not be necessary for her.to go
down with him to the grotto, for he and Phonny

would do the work of laying the pavement themselves, without any help from her,—unless she chose
to go and see the operation.
Mary Bell did choose to go.

There was, besides,

a girl from the village, who was visiting Mary Bell
that day, and she was very desirous of going to
the grotto, too, to see Beechnut make the mosaic
pavement. So they all went along together.
Beechnut had brought a small iron crowbar with
him, and Phonny had a garden trowel in his hand.
' Phonny also took Mary Bell’s handspike, at
Beechnut’s request, which, being light, he could
carry in one hand, while he held the trowel in the
other. Mary Bell wondered what was to be dona
with all these tools, but she did not ask, as she did

THE

GROTTO.

31

not wish to trouble Beechnut to answer unnecessary
questions.
.
When Beechnut arrived at the grotto he was very
much pleased to see what an excellent collection of

stones for a mosaic pavement Mary Bell had succeeded in getting together. He immediately commenced his work,

and in the course of three hours

he made an entire change in the appearance of the
whole interior of the grotto. He first loosened up
a little of the earth in the centre of the floor, and
then settled the round white stone in its place there.
Then he selected a number of the very darkest. stones
in Mary Bell’s collection, for the purpose of forming
a dark ring round this central stone. Four of these
dark stones were of a blueish colour; the others
were brown. The blue stones he placed at equal
distances from each other, one in front, another back,
and the other two at the two sides. The intervening spaces he filled with brown stones, thus completing the ring. In setting each stone in its place,
he first made a little bed for it by loosening the
earth below it with his trowel, doing this to a
greater or less degree, according to the size of
the stone. He then selected other stones and arranged them, with great taste and judgment, in

such a mapnea that by the time that he had paved
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over a space of two feet in diameter he had formed
the figure of a star, with the round white stone for
the centre of it. He filled the space round the
star with stones of a uniform tint, and then surrounded it with a square border, which gave to the
whole a very neat and finished appearance. This
square border, however, was a foot or more on each

side from the walls of the grotto, so that the pavement, thus far, did not cover the whole floor. There
were, however, now but very few stones remaining
—apparently not enough to finish the work. Mary
Bell ask if she should not try to find some more.
But Beechnut said that he should not want any
more. The rest of the space would be occupied by
the seats, and it was not necessary to have a paves
ment under the seats.
“Seats!” said Mary Bell, “I don’t see how I
can make any seats.”
“Oh, Iam going to make them for you,” replied
Beechnut.
“That is the reason that I brought
down the handspike and the iron bar.”
Mary Bell did not understand this, for she did
not see how seats could be made by the use of such
tools as those. She had no idea of any seats for
such a place except wooden benches. Beechnut,
however, intended to make stone seats, so that the
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furniture of the grotto within might be formed of
as stable and enduring a material as the outward
structure, Accordingly, when the mosaic pavement
was finished, Beechnut brought in several large
flat stones which he then embedded in a very firm
manner round the sides of the grotto, upon that
part of the floor which had not been covered by the
mosaic pavement. These flat stones were for the
foundations of the seats. He then looked up and
down the bank of the brook to find stones suitable
for seats, that is, such as were of the proper width
for a seat, and had one of their surfaces smooth and
convenient to sit upon. Some of the stones which
he selected were pretty large and heavy; but yet,
with Phonny’s help, and by means of the handspike
and the crowbar, which were used as levers, he succeeded in getting them along to the grotto.
When the first of these great stones came to the
door, Beechnut said that he had made a great mistake in not putting in his seats first, and making his
-mosaic pavement afterwards; since he could not
well get such heavy masses over so frail a pavement, without danger of deranging it. Finally he
protected the pavement by bringing a great quantity of sand from the brook, and spreading over it,
and then covering the sand with branches broken off
D
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from the neighbouring trees. He was now able to
move in the stones intended for the seats without
any difficulty ; and the sand was of permanent service to-the pavement besides, by working its way
down into the interstices between the stones, thus
consolidating the whole mass, and making the surface firm. When the stone seats were all got in
and properly placed, and. blocked up to the proper
height to sit upon, Mary Bell gathered up the
branches which had been spread upon the floor, and
making a broom of some of them, she swept out the
surplus sand from the floor of the grotto, and
brought the mosaic pavement to view again. It
looked now more beautiful than ever. The company all sat down upon the stone seats, and regarded
the whole work with great admiration.
Such was the origin and history of Mary Bell’s
grotto.
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THE INUNDATION.
Mrs. Betz had a dog named Carlo. He
pretty large, and of a very dark brown colour.
hair was long, smooth, curling at the ends, and
glossy. Carlo was a very sagacious dog, but
sedate and sober.

He

was
His
very
very

was, moreover, very inde-

pendent. He would never come at anybody’s call,
or obey any order, but would do always just as he
pleased. Sometimes when Mary Bell came home
from school, or from the village, he would seem
overjoyed to see her. He would run towards her,
and leap about her with every manifestation of the
most extravagant joy. At other times he would
lie motionless upon the great flat stone which formed
the door-step, with his chin upon his paws, and
merely watch Mary Bell’s motions with the eye
that happened to be turned towards her, exhibiting
all the time an appearance of the utmost indifference and unconcern; and if on such occasions Mary
Bell undertook to call him, and to awaken in him
some feelings of gladness and welcome, by encourag=
ing words and chirpings, the only response to
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her advances, on the part of Carlo, which she could
ever obtain, was a gentle rap with his tail upon the
stone on which he was lying; which gesticulation
seemed to say, “I hear you very well, but don’t
choose to answer or come.”
Phonny was very fond of Carlo, though he, as
well as everybody else, failed entirely in all his
efforts to assert or maintain any power over him.
Phonny made a great variety of attempts to induce
Carlo to obey him, or to come when he called, but
wholly without success.
One day, for instance, when Phonny was visiting
at Mary Bell’s, he came to the back door, and there
he saw Carlo standing at a little distance from the
house, by the great gate, and looking out into the
road. Phonny began to call the dog. Carlo turned
his head and looked at Phonny, but otherwise he
did not move. Phonny then began to call him
again with great vehemence, chirping and whistling
to him, patting his knee, and making other such
gesticulations as dogs are supposed to understand;
addressing him all the time, too, in the most encouraging and flattering manner, by the words,
“Good fellow!” “Nice Carlo!” and by various
other complimentary epithets. Carlo continued to
look toward Phonny, but it was with an uncon-
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cerned air, and he remained perfectly motionless.
“T’ll make you come,” said Phonny to himself;
and so resolving, he went into the house, and presently returned with a very fine piece of meat, which
he had begged of Mrs. Bell. He held this bait out
toward Carlo, and began calling him again. Carlo
did not move. Phonny then advanced a little way
toward him, thinking, perhaps, that Carlo did not
see the meat. As he advanced, he paused occasion=
ally and called, but Carlo did not move.
“Tl let him smell it,” said he, “and then he
will come.”
So he walked cautiously up to where Carlo was
standing, and held the meat out toward him, intending just to let him smell it to see what it
was, and then to retreat again, in order that Carlo
But Carlo, who had
might follow him and get it

perfectly understood the whole game from the beginning, waited quietly until the meat was near
enough to him to allow him to reach it without

moving
snap of
leaving
diately
before,

his body, and then seized it by a sudden
his jaws, and swallowed it in an instant,
Phonny utterly confounded. Carlo immereplaced his head in the same position as
stood perfectly motionless, and looked at
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Phonny out of one eye, with the most grave and
innocent expression of countenance that can be
imagined.
Carlo was very fond of the water, and whenever
Mary Bell went to the grotto, he was always very
eager to accompany her. He always found out by
some sort of instinct, when she was going, and
then he immediately set off himself ata full run;
and when at length Mary Bell reached the grotto,
she always found him there before her, bathing
himself in the brook in front of it.
It happened so, on the day of Phonny and Madeline’s visit to Mary Bell, which we are now describing. After Madeline had looked at Mary Bell’s
picture-books and birds, she proposed that they
should follow Phonny down to the grotto. Mary
Bell said that she would go. So she went back to
the stoop and put away her work, and then both
the girls went into the house to get their bonnets
and prepare for their walk.
When they came out again, Mary Bell led the
way to a sort of shed, in order to get her crook, as
she called it. Her crook was a long staff with a
short curve in it at the upper end, so that it had
the form and appearance of the crook of a shepherdess. This crook Mary Bell almost always took
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with her when she went up the grotto path, partly
for the sake of its company, and partly to assist herself with it over the difficulties of the way. It
was pretty long, and of a dark colour, having been
browned by time. Mary Bell had found it growing
near her grotto, and having’ been struck with the
appearance of the singular curve which the stem
presented, she cut it down and brought it home;
and Beechnut had afterwards. taken off the bark,
and then smoothed and varnished it for her. She
had had it now for one or two years, and it was
her constant companion in her rambles in the
woods.

While Mary Bell was getting her crook, Carlo
came running into the shed with the appearance of
great excitement and pleasure, and after leaping up
before Mary Bell and Madeline several times, and
running around them, first this way and then that,
he wheeled about suddenly and went out at the
door, and then began running down the lane as fast
us he could go.
“He knows that we are going to the grotto,”
said Mary.
“ How does he know ?” asked Madeline.
“ Why, I suppose,” replied Mary, “it is because
he sees that Iam getting my. crook. Now he will
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run down and open the gate for us, and wait there
until we go through.”
“Why, Mary!” exclaimed Madeline. “TI never
heard of a dog that could open a gate.”
“Oh, yes,” said Mary Bell; “Carlo can at any
rate. He pulls it open with his paw. You wil}
see.”
Madeline, however, did not see Carlo actually
open the gate, for he ran along so fast that he had
got it open before the girls were near enough to
see. It wasa small gate which opened out of the
lane towards a little path which led down to the
woods. The gate was light, and it was not fastened. It was kept shut by means of a weight hung
to achain. One end of the chain was fastened te
the gate, and the other to a small post which had
been set in the ground for this purpose near the
gate, on the inside. Thus the gate could be easily
pulled open towards the lane, by any one coming
in that direction, and then, upon their passing
through, the weight would shut it again. Carlo
had learned to open this gate with his paw, and
whenever he knew that Mary was coming through,
he used to wait and hold it open for her until she
had passed. The only reward that he obtained for
this politeness was, that Mary used generally to
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stop and pat his head a little with her hand, or
with the end of her crook, when she going through.
When Madeline and Mary came in sight of the
gate on this occasion, they found that it was wide
open, and that Carlo was standing against it to
keep it from being shut by the weight and chain.
As soon as Mary Bell and Madeline had passed
through, Carlo followed them, and let the gate
come to. He stopped a moment for Mary to pat
him upon his head, and to rub him with the end of
her crook, and then, as soon as she stopped doing
so, he bounded away along the path into the woods,
as fast as he could run, and soon disappeared from
view.

Mary Bell and Madeline followed him. The path
descended rapidly, among rocks and bushes, until
it came to the margin of the stream, which, now
swollen by the rains, was rushing on over its rocky
bed in a wild and impetuous torrent. Madeline was
very much impressed by the sublimity of the scene.
In‘fact, she was a little afraid to go very near to
the brook lest she should fall in, and be swept
away. Mary, however, kept hold of her hand and
assured her that there was no danger. Carlo at
least was convinced that there was no danger, for

Mary and Madeline could see him, at a short dis-
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tance before them, through the trees, plunging into
the current here and there, and crossing the stream
continually so as to be now on this side of it and
now on that, as if he liked the water all the better
for its abundance, and for the tumultuous wildness
of its motion.
Madeline, in fact, was quite concerned for
Carlo’s safety, fearing iest he might get drowned.
She begged Mary to call him back, and Mary did
accordingly begin to call, with a loud voice, and
in very authoritative tones. But all was in vain;
Carlo paid no heed to the calls whatever.
His
disregard of Mary’s commands, however, was not
in this instance owing to his spirit of disobedience,
or the roaring of the water in the brook, mingled
with the dashing sound produced close to Carlo’s
ears by his plunges into it, prevented his hearing

Mary Bell at all.
Finally Mary gave up the
attempt to call the dog back, and she and Madeline walked along quietly together.
They scrambled along over the rocks, sometimes
not without considerable difficulty.
“There is a better road than this when the
water is not so high,” said Mary, “ but now all
she low places in it are overflowed. The bridge
8 overflowed.”
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“Then how can we get over?” asked Madeline.
“ Oh, we need not go over at all,” replied Mary.
“ My path goes across first by stepping-stones, and
then it comes back by the bridge: but we can keep
on this side all the way if we choose, and so not
cross the brook at all.

Only, we shall have some

scrambling to do over the rocks.”
“ No matter for that,” said Madeline; “I like
to scramble over rocks.”
Thus they walked along, keeping to the path
where

it was not overflowed, and

where

it was

overflowed finding some other way around or over
the rocks upon the bank, and sometimes among the
trees and bushes. They stopped very frequently to
admire the cascades and waterfalls which occurred
where the rocks were steep or the water shallow,
and the whirling eddies which were formed in the
deep places. At one place there was a great boiling whirlpool, where the water seemed to move
round and round in great circles, and finally to
escape in a great torrent between two rocks below.
Madeline and Mary Bell amused themselves for
some time-in throwing sticks in above this whirl- pool, each of them throwing in one at the same
instant, and then watching them as they sailed
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down into the whirlpool and revolved round and
round in it, in order to see which should first
make its escape through the outlet between the
two rocks, and go away down the stream. They
called these sticks their ships.
At last, the children reached the grotto. They
found Phonny seated inside it, upon one of the
stone seats. It was now a long time since these
seats had been placed there, and the moss which
Mary Bell had put in all around them had grown
so much that they seemed embedded in verdure,
and presented thus a very beautiful appearance.
Phonny had seen Madeline and Mary coming up
the brook, and he had been watching them from
the grotto for some time. Carlo, too, who had
become tired of swimming about, had come to the
grotto-door, and was now lying there at his ease,
with his fore-paws extended out straight before
him,
Phonny said that he had been up the brook a
great deal farther, and that he had found some
beautiful cascades and waterfalls; and that in one
place he had found an island. Madeline at once
wished to go and see these places; and as Phonny
said that there was no difficulty about the way, the
whole party set out to go up the brook, Phonny
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preceding them as guide. There was indeed, as
Phonny had said, no difficulty about the way; but
after they reached the island which Phonny had
discovered, they became involved in quite a serious
difficulty, and one, too, of a very singular charac-

ter. The circumstances were as follow :—
They found, when they arrived at the island,
that it was at a place where the shores of the brook
were comparatively flat and low, so that the island
was, in fact, in ordinary times a sort of rocky promontory, with trees and bushes upon it. This promontory was, however, so near the brook on one
side, and so surrounded on the other sides with
low land, that the water had now extended quite
round it, and thus had made it an island. It
was, however, easy to get to it by means of stepping-stones which Phonny had pointed out, and
so all the children went over upon the island, and
finding a pleasant place upon the rocks on the
side toward the brook, they all went and sat down
there. Carlo followed them, and sat down too.
They had not sat there long before they observed
that Carlo seemed to be watching the water with
a somewhat excited air, as if he saw something
unusual in it.
“ What is the matter, Carlo?” said Mary.
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“ He sees something in the water,” said Phonny,
“T expect it isa fish. A trout, perhaps.”
So saying, Phonny got up from his seat, and
began looking very intensely into the water, in
search of the trout.
~
Carlo rose also, and began to bark.

He looked

very wild, too, and moved to and fro very uneasily.
“ What can it be?” said Madeline.
“TI tell you,” said Phonny; “it must be a
mink, or an otter, or some kind of wild animal,
forced out of his hole by the torrent.”
Carlo ran off round behind the island, and presently came back again all covered with water, and,
standing directly in front of the children, he shook
himself with the utmost energy, as dogs do when
coming out of the water. This, of course, sprinkled
them all over, and they jumped up, with screams

and shouts of laughter, to run away. Carlo immee
diately ran off too, passing. round behind the island
again, and disappearing as he had done before.
Just then, Mary Bell happened to observe that
the water in the brook was much higher than it
was when they had first sat down. A stone upon
which she had put her feet at first was now entirely
covered.
“ Why, Phonny,” said she, “the brook is rising.

THE

INUNDATION.

47

What can that mean? Run! we must get off this
island as soon as we can.”
The whole party accordingly hurried along in the
direction which Carlo had taken, round to that side
of the island which was towards the land, but they
found that it was too late.

The water, from some

cause or other, had suddenly risen, and had spread
over all the low land of the shore, in such a manner

that it was not possible for them to escape. It
seemed to be rising higher and higher too, every
Carlo, apparently half distracted, was
minute.
swimming backward and forward from the land to
the:shore, barking, and expressing in every way the
extreme apprehension and distress that he felt for
the safety of the children.
Madeline and Phonny were thrown into a state
of absolute alarm at finding themselves, as they
thought, about to be overwhelmed by such an inundation, and began to cry and scream in the most
frightful manner. Even Mary Bell at first looked
She, however, soon recovered
somewhat alarmed.
her composure, and tried to quiet the children.
She rebuked them quite decidedly for the childish
folly of making such an outcry.
“Why, Mary,” said Phonny, in justification of
himself, as soon as he had so far recovered the uss
o
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of his faculties as to be able to speak, “we shall all
be drowned.”
“No matter,” said Mary; “ drowning is an
easy death. At any rate, it is as easy to drown
still, as it is to drown screaming.”
Phonny laughed. Madeline looked bewildered,
and they both became still.
“ But what shall we do?” asked Madeline, ina
tone of despair.
. “Tam sure I don’t know,” said Mary Bell. “I
have not had time to think yet. But there is one
thing I know, and that is, that we are not in any
real danger. The water cannot possibly come up
to the top of this island.”
Mary looked down at the shore again as she said
this. It was plain that the water was rising quite

fast. It had come up several inches within a very
few minutes.
“We'd

better scream,” said Phonny.

“Then,

perhaps, somebody will hear us and come and help
us to get off.”

“No,” said Mary, “Ill send Carlo home after
Joseph. Joseph often sends him home after things,
and he will go and get them if he is only in the
mood for it. I’ll send him for Joseph himself.”

So saying, Mary Bell turned to Carlo, who just
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then came up to her from the water, and said to
him, not in a loud or severe tone, but in the gentle
and quiet manner in which she had heard Joseph
give him such commands, pointing at the same
time with her finger in the proper direction—
“Go home, Carlo. Go home and bring Joseph.”
Carlo plunged into the stream and swam to the
shore. As soon as he had got out of the stream,
and had secured a firm footing on the land, he
stopped a moment to shake the water out of hig
hair, and then bounded away at the top of his speed,
down the brook. He went.on at a headlong rate,
leaping chasms, clambering up_ steep acclivities,
and swimming across the little bays and pools of
water from the brook which came in the way,
until at length he reached the gate which opened
from the lane.
He pushed this gate open, and
dashed through.
He ran then along the lane towards the house, where, by great good fortune, he
met Joseph just coming out of the door to go into
the garden. _ He ran up to him, barking very loud,
and when he saw that he had attracted his atten.
tion, he turned and ran towards the brook, looking
back to see if Joseph was following him.
But
Joseph, who had no idea that all this excitement
was anything more than one of the fits of playfulE
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ness which Carlo occasionally assumed of his own
Carlo then
accord, went on towards the garden.
came back, barking and leaping up to Joseph, and
Joseph
attempting to seize him by the arm.
ordered him down, and to enforce his orders, he
attempted to box Carlo’s ears. As Carlo was leaping
and jumping about him all the time, Joseph found
it difficult to hit him, and in his efforts to do this,
his hat fell off. Carlo seized the hat and ran,
looking round now and then to see if Joseph was
following. Joseph did follow, of course, in order to
recover his hat. He picked up a stone to throw at
Carlo, to compel him to give up the hat. But this
only made Carlo run the faster.
At length Carlo reached the gate, and pulled it
open with his paw, and then ran through, turning
his head a moment, as he entered, to see if Joseph
was still coming.
By this time Joseph began to think that there
must be some cause for such singular behaviour
on the part of the dog, and he determined to follow him without any more hesitation or delay.
Carlo led him down to the brook, and Joseph, the
moment that he saw the very unusual height of the
water, was immediately convinced that something
extraordinary had happened. He pressed on, ac-
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cordingly, after Carlo, as fast as he could go, and
was thus conducted to the place where his assistance was so much needed. Carlo dropped the hat
upon the ground the moment that Joseph came in
sight of the children.
Joseph had no difficulty in rescuing the children
from their unpleasant situation. He waded out to
the island, and brought them to the shore, in his
arms. In fact, as the water on that side of the
island was not more than a foot deep, they might
all have walked to the shore themselves, without
any other inconvenience than giving their feet a

bathing.
Mary Bell was very much surprised that the
water should have risen in the brook so rapidly and
so suddenly, when the rain had ceased to fall a day
or two before, and the waters had appeared to be
subsiding. The cause was, that a mill-dam, which
was situated upon the brook, about a mile above
her grotto, had been undermined. by the pressure of
the freshet, and finally gave way just about. the
time that she commenced ‘her walk, so.as to let all

the water in the mill-pond come'down in a.body.
The ‘inundation was just beginning to reach the
island at the time that the children:took their seats
upon it.
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CHAPTER

IV.

PLANNING.

Ir was a peculiar trait in the character of Mary
Bell, that in all her plans of amusement and occupation she looked forward more than most other girls
of her age would have done. She was not satisfied
m anything that she did, with mere present and
momentary pleasure, but almost always aimed at
something lasting and permanent in the results.
Other girls, when wandering with herin the woods,
would be contented to gather the wild flowers and
the pretty mosses which they found by the way,
to arrange in bouquets; but Mary always wished
to get the roots of the plants which pleased her,
and these roots, when she had brought them home,
she would plant among the stones around the wall,
or under the old stone walls, and among the bushes
which extended along the lane. In her garden
she took greater interest in raising little oaks and
apple-trees, and other such permanent plants, than
in. cultivating annual flowers, which, though sometimes very beautiful, were too frail and ephemeras
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in their nature for her to attach any great value to

them.
Mary Bell had a little grove of oaks in one
corner of the garden, which she had raised from’
the acorn. They were now four years old, and
higher than her head. She was going very soon
to have a seat made under them. She had several
apple and pear-trees growing in various parts of
the garden, which were now almost ready to bear,
and an orange-tree, and a lemon-tree, in pots,
which she had raised from the seed. In fact, her
long and patient labour upon her grotto, and upon
the road leading to it along the brook, was a
striking example of the interest which she felt in
operations of a permanent and lasting character.
She took a great interest, too, in learning
every little accomplishment and art that she
had the opportunity to acquire, which might by
any possibility ever be of use to her. Whenever
she witnessed the performance of any art with
which she was unacquainted, such as any new
mode of netting, or drawing, or new style of embroidery, or fancy work of any kind, she always
watched the process with very close and careful
attention, in order that she might be able to imitate it; while other young ladies would oftener be
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satisfied with begging a specimen of the work itself
from the one who was executing it. One day, for
instance, while Mary was visiting her friend Caroline, there was a lady there from New York, Caroline’s aunt Grace, who was netting a beautiful
silk purse, by a new and ingenious stitch, which
she had just learned at the city. Caroline and
Mary both sat by the side of Miss Grace for
some time, while she was at her work, both
very intently interested in it, but in very different

ways.

Caroline paid no attention to the process,

but was continually taking hold of that part of the
purse

which

was

finished,

and

expressing

her

admiration of the figure, and of the beautiful
arrangement: of the colours: while Mary, on the
other hand, watched the motion of Miss Grace’s
fingers, examined very closely the form of the
needle, and the manner in which the stitches were

made by it. Instead of asking Miss Grace to make
her a purse, her request would have been, if she
had made any request at all, that Miss Grace
would allow her to take the needle for a few
minutes, and some of.the silk, and teach her the
stitch, in order that she might make purses for herself. Miss Grace observed, after a time, how
deeply interested Mary Bell was in the process,
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and so she put her work: into Mary's hands,
saying—
“Try it, Mary Bell; you can do i very
easily.”
But Mary was afraid that she should spoil the
purse.
“Qh, no,” said Miss Grace; ‘‘and if you do
make the stitches wrong, it is of no

consequence,

for I can easily take them out again.”
So Mary took the work into her hands, and as
she had previously studied every part of the process so attentively, she knew exactly what to do;
and with a very little. additional instruction from
Miss Grace, she: soon succeeded pertectly well.
Miss Grace then proposed that Caroline should
make the attempt, but Caroline was rather unwilling to try.
“T cannot do it,” said she, “ I know.”
;
“ But why should not you do it, as well as
Mary Bell?” asked Miss Grace.
“You have been
looking over me and seeing me work as long as
she.”
It was true that Caroline had been looking over
as long as Mary Bell, but she had not been seeing
Miss Grace work at all. That was a part of the
spectacle to which she had paid no attention.
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However, as she did not quite like to be vutdone
by Mary Beil, sce took the netting into her hands;
‘out when she iad taken it, she had not the slightest
idez. what she was to do.
After making some awkward and blundering
attempts, in which her aunt Grace in vain attempted
to guide her by continual explanations, Caroline
gave it up, and put the work back into her aunt’s

hands, saying that she never could learn to do any
such thing, though somehow or other it was always
very easy to Mary Bell.
The reason why Mary succeeded so much better
than Caroline in such attempts, was simply because
she knew how, first to direct

her attention to the

points on which success depended, and then
patiently and perseveringly to pursue the course
which her observation had thus discovered. She
was assisted, it is true, in doing any new thing
which presented itself, by the habit of dexterity
which her fingers had acquired in learning how to
do so many other things before. For in respect
to progress in learning, it is the same with feats of
dexterity as with attainments more strictly intellectual. The more we have learned in times past
the more easy it is to learn in times to come. A boy

who has learned to play upon the flute, will after-
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wards learn to play upon the violoncello much more
easily, on account of the flexibility, and the habit
of obedience to his will, which his fingers will have
acquired. And it sometimes happens that when a
performer, skilled in playing on various instruments
of different kinds, is unexpectedly offered a new one
which he had never seen before, he will play upon
it quite respectably at once, without any previous
practice at all. This principle should operate as a
great encouragement to young persons, to be always

at work learning something, knowing that whatever
it is it will be certainly useful to them. For if what
they learn should prove to be of no special service
on its own account, it will be of advantage in enabling them to learn something else more easily.
Mary Bell had not only a great deal of personal
dexterity in such arts and accomplishments as we
have been describing, but she evinced also much
skill in devising and arranging extended plans of
amusement for the other children; though she
always did this in a very quiet and unobtrusive
manner, so as not to bring herself particularly into
notice in them, or to make herself in any way the
subject of observation. When she planned and
executed her grotto and the road leading to it, she
was quite young, and she then had no objection to
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working diligently in the open air, lifting and carrying stones, and digging in the ground. But when
she became eleven or twelve years old, her taste
changed in respect to such labours. She began to consider them too masculine, that is, too boyish, for her;
and though she still took great interest in such
improvements, she no longer nndertook to execute
them with her own hands. Still she would very
often plan and direct them; and even sometimes,
although always in a quiet and unassuming way,

superintend the execution of them by the hands of
others. One of these plans—the making of a road
up the Peak—it is necessary here to describe, on
account of certain occurrences

which

are to be

connected with

it,

narrated in a subsequent chap-

ter.

The Peak was a lofty rocky pinnacle, which
almost overhung the village. It was the termination of a spur or projection which branched from
arange of mountains that was near. The summit
of it was a very pleasant place when it was once
attained, as it afforded a magnificent point of view
for the survey of the whole surrounding country.
From a great flat rock, which was near the summit,
one could see the village, the pond, the outlet
stream, winding its way from the pond to the river,
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and the river itself, meandering down the valley,
looking down upon the whole as upona map. It
was, however, very difficult to get up to this rock.
There was indeed @ sort of pathway leading there,
but in some places this pathway was encumbered
with bushes and brambles; at other places, where
springs oozed from the mountains, it was wet and
miry.
In one part: of the way there was a little
brook which ran along for a considerable distance in
the middle of the path—at a place, too, where there
was no room to walk on either side. Near the top of
the ascent, moreover, there was quite a long way
where the track led over heaps of loose stones, which

sank down, more or less, whenever anybody stepped
upon them, and seemed sometimes as if they were
all upon the point of sliding down the hill together.
The plan of making a better road up.to the Peak
was first proposed ata launching. One of the boys
whose’ name was Parker had contrived, by the
help of a sailor that was straying through the
country, and had stopped to work for a while at his
father’s, to build and rig a little ship, about two

feet long. Parker was- now going to have a
launching of this ship. The launching was to take
place on the banks of a small brook which flowed
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through a pleasant field in the rear of his father’s
garden. Parker invited the girls and boys of his
acquaintance to come and see this launch. When
the afternoon

arrived the children

all assembled,

girls and boys, some young and some old; and
while Parker and his assistants were engaged in
fixing the ways, as they are called, in their places,
getting the rollers ready, and making the other
necessary preparations, the children sat on the
stones and grassy banks around, amusing themselves in watching the proceedings of the shipcarpenters, and in conversation. The Peak was
very near them, towering sublimely towards the
sky.
Parker met with some unexpected difficulties in
completing his arrangements.
This occasioned
delay.
The children began to be impatient.
Caroline, who was there with the rest, endeavoured
to hurry the preparations, saying—
“Come, Parker, make haste. We are all tired
of waiting.”
This only increased Parker’s agitation and perplexity, and hindered the work instead of hastening
it. . Caroline did not intend to produce any such
effect. She merely spoke without proper consider~
ation.
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Mary Bell, on the other hand, felt spontaneously
a desire rather to diminish than to increase the
pressure upon Parker’s mind; and this she thought
she could perhaps do, by turning the attention of
the party who were waiting away a little from the
launch, and amusing them with something else.
She concluded to begin with the younger children.
So she took Madeline, and another girl of about
Madeline’s age, by the hand, and led them away
a few steps to a place where the path was very
broad and smooth.
“Now,” said she, “let us see how many different
kinds of plants we can find growing about here,
and lay one specimen of each kind down in this
path, ina row. How many do you think we can
find?”
“Oh, I can find a great many,” said Madeline.
“T can find ten.”
“They must be all pretty specimens,” said Mary,
“and about as long as your thumb. And you
must not have two alike.”

So saying, Mary Bell took out from the grass
‘two little sprigs of different kinds, and yet both
pretty and graceful in form, and laid them down in
the path, about six inches apart. This was for the
beginning of the row.
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- “Now,” continued Mary, “go on and find as
many as youcan.
But before you put any down,
examine all that are already in the row very care-

fuily, so as to be sure and not put down two of the
same kind.”
Madeline and her playmate immediately began

the work thus assigned them with a great deal of
apparent interest and pleasure. The other younger
children soon came to see what was going on, and

began eagerly, one after another, to join in the
work : and at last, when Mary had got them all well
, engaged in it, she left them, saying that she would
return by-and-by and see how long a row they had
made. She then went back to the rest of the
party.

i

She sat down with them upon the grassy bank,
and began to listen to their conversation. They
were nearly all girls; all, in fact, excepting one.
The boys, excepting this one, whose name was
Arthur, were all around the ship, attending to the
preparations for the launching. Caroline was the
eldest of the girls who were present, though there
were others of nearly her age. The girls happened
just to have exhausted the subject. which they had

been talking about, when Mary joined them,
vhen there was a moment’s pause.

and
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“Oh dear me!” said Caroline. “TIow long
they are in getting their launch ready. I wish
they would begin. But, Mary Bell, what have
you been setting those little girls doing ?”
Mary laughed, but did not reply.
“How magnificent the Peak looks this afternoon!” continued Caroline.
“Yes,” ‘said Arthur.
“I wish we were up
there.
If I could fly, I would go right up
”
now
Here Arther suspended his sentence a moment,
while he picked up a stone from the ground near
him, and throwing it with all his force into the air,
in the. direction of the summit of the Peak, he
finished his speech by adding, as the stone flew
swiftly toward the sky—
“ Like that.”
“The path might be made a very good path,
quite easily, I think,” said Mary Bell.
“ Who could do it?” asked Caroline.
“ The boys,” said Mary.
“©The boys!” repeated Caroline, in a tone of
contémpt. “They are too fond of play to spend

their ‘time in such work as that)’ I can assure
you.” “T think they would like to do it,” rejoined
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Mary, “if there was a plan formed, and the work
was arranged for them.”
“Well, there is nobody to do that,” rephed

Caroline.
“Yes,” said Mary, “you could do it.”
“Oh no,” said Caroline. “I am not good at
forming plans. And, besides, I don’t believe that
the boys would do the work, if I should form the
plan. Vllask them. Boys!”
“No, stop,” said Mary. “Don’t ask them yet
Wait till you have formed the plan. Besides, they
are too much engaged about the ship now, to
attend to anything else.”
“ Well, what sort of a plan could I form?” asked
Caroline.
“Why you might divide the path into four or
five parts,” replied Mary, “and let two girls take
a part.”
“Two boys, you mean,” said Caroline. “ Girls
could not do the work.”
“True,” said Mary, “but girls might take the
responsibility. They could get their brothers to do
the work; and then they might carry up drink
and refreshments to them while they were doing it.”
“But some of us have not got any brothers,”
said Caroline.
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“Then we must get ourcousins,” replied Mary, “or
some other friends among the boys to do our share.”
“ Well,” said Caroline, “I think $13 a vary good
plan.”
“You might have each of the divisions of the
path marked at the beginning of it by a stone—a
large stone, with a smooth face to it—for a monument. The boys could easily set up such a stone.
The number of the division might be marked on it,
and the initial letters of the girls that had the care
:
of that division.”
“Yes,” said Caroline, “so we could.”
“ Only there must be a greater monument,” cone
tinued Mary, “at the top, for your name to be
marked upon,

alone;

because you would

have the

general charge and supervision of the whole work.”
“Oh, no!” said Caroline. “TI should not like
to have my.name in such a public place.”
“Why, it would not be your full name, you
know,” rejoined Mary, “only your initials; perhaps only C., for Caroline, or C. R., for Caroline
Regina, that is, Caroline the queen ; for you would
be queen of the whole affair. And besides, the
monument need not be in any very public place.
It might be a little secluded in some situation near
the end of the path.”
¥
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Caroline had now become very much interested
in the plan, and was quite eager to call the attention of the boys to it at once. But Mary Bell told
her that they seemed to be now almost ready for
the launching, and so persuaded her to wait until
the time of the collation, before bringing forward
the plan. Parker had arranged a collation in a
little grove close by, to which his company were to
be invited as soon as the launching should have
been accomplished.
After the collation, Mary
said, would be the very best possible time for proposing any new plan.
Very soon after this, the whole party heard the
very welcome call from Parker, oe Come, girls,
we are all ready.”
The place which had been chosen for the launching, was a point where the water, after flowing
smoothly in a straight channel for some length,
forming a sort of basin, turned suddenly to the
left, and fell over rocky cascades. The ways were
laid at this bend, and were pointed up the stream,
so that the vessel should be sent forward up the
basin; and as there was a long reach of smooth
water in this direction, the boys thought that the
ship would have space to shoot forward as far as it
pleased. In order, however, to prevent its striking
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the land at the upper end of the sheet of water,
and also for the purpose of bringing the launch to
a scientific and proper termination, Parker had
utranged an anchor at the bows of the vessel, which
was to be let go at the proper time, and was expected to bring the vessel to a state of rest.
Tt is obvious that as the vessel was too small to
allow of any living sailor being on board, some plan
different from the usual one must be devised for
letting go this anchor. The plan which Parker
;
contrived was this.
He stationed a boy upon the bank of the brook,

about mid-way of the space over which the vessel
was expected to glide, at a place where there was
a stone that he could sit upon at his ease, and gave
him the end of a black thread to hold in his hand.
The other end of the thread was passed to the
vessel, and there attached to a small stick, or little
bar of wood which was laid upon the bows. “The
anchor was laid across this little stick, and the
thread was fastened to the farthest end of it in such
a manner that when the thread was pulled, the
stick would be lifted up and the anchor hove overboard. All this arrangement was kept profoundly
secret from the girls,—as they were not on any
account to know by what means the anchor was
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The boy who held the end of the string ;

was to assume an unconcerned and indifferent air,

as if he had no active part to perform himself, but
was a mere spectator; and when the command
should be given by Parker to let go the anchor,
he was to give the thread a gentle pull, holding
the hand by which he did it in a concealed position
all the time, on the farther side of him. Then the
moment the anchor was free, he was to drop the
thread from his hand without attempting to pull it
to the shore, but to let it float away, unseen, in the
water.

The plan succeeded admirably. ' The whole party
of girls and boys gathered round the ship in a
semi-circle, so arranged that all could see. The
after-block was knocked away, and the vessel glided
The
beautifully down its ways into the water.
instant that Parker saw that the ship was safe in
the water, he called out—
“ Her name is the Caroline. Three cheers for
the Caroline.”
The three cheers were given in the most enthuboys shouting, and waving
siastic manner—the
their caps in the air, and the girls clapping theit
hands. The boat glided beautifully through the
water, going, however, more and more slowly, as
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the impulse which it had received in the launch was
gradually expended. At length Parker gave the
order to let go the anchor, when forthwith the
whole party heard a little plunge and saw the
anchor fall. The vessel was soon brought to a
stand, and then swinging round gracefully with the
current, it floated down a little way until it came to
a stand again in the middle of the water, at an
excellent roadstead, where it was held by its anchor
quite securely.
The launching being thus successfully accomplished, the children began to move in little detached parties toward the grove where the collation
had been spread. Caroline hurried them along,
saying—
“ Come,

girls, come.

Come

to the collation.

And after the collation I am going to tell you
about a plan that I have been forming for making
a good road up to the Peak.”
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CHAPTER
CARLO

V.

LOST.

Mrs. Bet’s dog Carlo was lost about this time,
and Beechnut and Mary had quite a series of adventures in attempting to find him again.
The way in which they lost Carlo, was this.
Joseph, the young man who lived at Mrs. Beil’s,
and with whom, perhaps, Carlo had more to do
than with any other person, was not particularly
fond of dogs, and took no special notice of Carlo,
and accordingly gained no great ascendancy over
him. When Joseph went away anywhere, Carlo
might go with him or not, just as he pleased.
Joseph himself had no wish about it, one way or
the other. He took no notice of Carlo if he went,
and he made no objection if the dog chose to stay
at home.
This. may have been owing in part to the fact,
that it would have done no good for Joseph to have
expressed any wishes of his own at any time, in
respect to Carlo’s accompanying him, for Carlo
would have paid no attention to them whatever, if
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he had expressed them. Whenever Joseph went
away from the house, to goon an errand into the
village, or to his work in the field, if Carlo took a

fancy to go with him, he would go, no matter how
authoritatively Joseph ordered him to remain at
home.
On the other hand, if he chose to remain
at home, no callings, or coaxings, or persuasions
whatever, could induce him to stir.

One time Joseph was going in the waggon on a
journey

to a large town

named

Haverhill, which

was situated so far off that it was not convenient to
go and return the same day. Joseph, accordingly,
formed his plan for spending the night at Haverhill, and setting out on his return on the day following. When the time arrived for his journey, he rose
and made his preparations for going quite early in
the morning, in order to set out immediately after
breakfast.
Carlo concluded. quietly, in his own
mind, that he would go too. It was plain to him
that some expedition was on foot; and although he
had no idea of the nature or object of it, except
that it was evident that the horse and waggon were
going, he determined to join it, whatever its destination might be. Accordingly, on the morning of
the journey, when Joseph drove the horse up to the

fastening-post behind the house, and tied him there,
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while he went in to breakfast, Carlo went to the

place, walked very deliberately under the waggon,
and lay down there. Joseph took no notice of this
movement,
In fact, he was thinking of something
else all the time, and therefore did not observe
Carlo.
After breakfast, Joseph, having received his last
directions from Mrs. Bell, and having bidden her and
Mary good-by, came out, unfastened the horse,

mounted the waggon, and drove away. He had
not gone many steps, before he heard Mary Bell’s
voice behind, calling out—
“Carlo, Carlo!
Come back, Carlo!”
Joseph looked round and saw Carlo trotting along
just behind the waggon. He was evidently determined to pay no attention to Mary Bell’s calls.
“ Carlo!” said Joseph, speaking in a very stern
and authoritative voice, “ Go home !”:
Carlo paid no heed to this command, but continued on his way, following the waggon.
Joseph, still looking back towards Carlo, reined in
his horse and stopped. Carlo stopped too. Joseph
looked at Carlo, and Carlo looked very steadily and
firmly at Joseph.
Joseph reached back as far as he could, and
struck at Carlo with his whip. Carlo did not move,
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for he knew that the whip-lash was not long enough
to reach him.
Joseph then turned his horse out to one side of
the road, in order that he might get out and drive
Carlo home. While he was doing this, Carlo, keeping still at the same distance from the waggon as
before, walked leisurely out to the side of the road,
and sat down. Joseph descended from his waggon
and advanced towards Carlo, brandishing his whip
Carlo retreated slowly,
and saying, “Go home!”
so as just to keep beyond the reach of the whip,
but with’his face turned towards Joseph all the times
Joseph then stooped down to pick up some stones,
and Carlo, who had expected this movement, and
was consequently prepared for it, sprang away
immediately, and retreated as far as he thought
was necessary to enable him to escape the missiles,
Joseph threw two or three stones. Carlo avoided
them by bounding when they came, first to one
side of the road, and then to the other, but he
evinced no disposition to go home.
Joseph did not know what to do next. Mary
Bell stood all this time at the great stone step before
the door, watching the contest.

“ Mary Bell,” said Joseph, “can’t you come and
get him home?”
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“T can come,” said Mary, “but how am I to get
him home?”
This question, it was obvious, admitted of no
satisfactory reply; and so Joseph, after standing
perplexed and uncertain for a moment, turned to-

wards his waggon again, saying to himself in a
fretful tone—
“Let him go then if he will. He'll get paid for
his obstinacy before he has trotted all the way to
Haverhill, I can assure him.”
Joseph mounted into his waggon and drove on,
Carlo following him as before. Joseph was still,
however, quite unwilling to have Carlo thus conquer in the contest, and after riding a short distance
further he thought of one other plan for getting
Carlo home, which was to persuade the dog to get
up into the waggon under pretence of letting him
ride, and then, when he had thus secured him,
Joseph thought that he could easily turn round and
take him home. He accordingly stopped, and changing his tone and manner altogether, he began with
great appearance of friendship and good-will to urge
But
Carlo to come and jump into the waggon.
Carlo, who suspected treachery, would not come.
He kept in fact as far behind the waggon as he had
done before, eyeing Joseph suspiciously, and paying
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“no heed to his calls. So Josep gave up the contest, and Carlo went to Haverhill.
Joseph finished h‘s business at Haverhill on the
evening of his arrival, and on the following morning set out on his return home. He did not once
think of Carlo until he had proceeded two or three
miles on his journey. Then suddenly remembering
him he looked round, but Carlo was not to be seen.
He stopped the horse and waited a few minutes,
supposing that the dog had fallen a little behind,
and that he should soon see him coming along the
road. But no Carlo appeared. Joseph then began
to consider whether it would be best to go back
and find him; and after doubting and hesitating on
this point for a short time, he finally concluded to
goon. It must be, he thought, that Carlo would
come along of his own accord.
But Carlo could not come along, for having gone
into what they called the grain-room, in the stable,

at the tavern where Joseph had spent the night, he
had got accidentally fastened in, and was accordingly
shut up there, a prisoner. He had slept during the
night under the waggon, considering it his duty to
watch it, but in the morning: just about the time

that Joseph was finishing his breakfast, having had
no breakfast of his own, he had gone hunting about
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the back-door for a bone, and having at length
found one he carricd it at first to his place under the
wageon, intending to gnaw it there; but another
smaller dog came and attempted to take it away
from him, and. Carlo, rather than quarrel, ran otf

with his bone, not observing particularly where he
went, but only desirous of finding some retreat
where he could make the best of his breakfast,
such ag it was, in peace. Chance led him into the
grain-room, the door of which happened to be open.
Chance also led the ostler to shut the door soon
after Carlo entered, he not knowing that Carlo was

there. When Carlo had disposed of the bone he
tried to get out of the grain-room, but could not.
The door was fastened, and though there was a
window, it was up very high in the wall, and entirely inaccessible. Carlo scratched at the door for
a time, and made piteous entreaties for somebody
outside to let him out; but nobody heard him. He
concluded then that he must wait patiently until
some one should open the door. So he lay down at
a little distance from the door, extended his paws
before him, reposed his chin upon his paws, and in
that position allowed himself to sink into a sort of
sleep. It was only a semi-sleep, for he opened one
eye from time to time to keep watch on the door.
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It was nearly noon before he was hberated, and
Joseph was then nearly half-way home. Carlo ran
immediately to the place where he had left the
waggon, but it-had disappeared. He went to the
stable and looked in the stall where Joseph’s horse
He
had been placed, but the horse was gone.
smelt all about the yard and about the doors of
the tavern, to find the traces of Joseph’s steps, but
there were no traces of them to be found. He tried
to remember the road by which he came into the
village, but he could not. It was dark in fact when
he came in the evening before, and besides that, he
was asleep in the waggon the last ten miles of the
way; for he made no objection to getting into the
waggon to ride when Joseph had got so far away
from home as to preclude the possibility of returning. Thus he had no means of knowing what way he should take in order to follow Joseph and find
him. He perceived at once that it was a hopeless
case, and as it was an essential characteristic of his
nature to take everything quietly and. philosophically, he dismissed the subject at once from his
mind, and went to amuse himself by playing at
tumble-over-and-over with another dog which just
then came, in attendance upon a farmer’s Waggon,
into the tavern yard.
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Thus Carlo was lost. Mary Bell and her mother
were both extremely sorry, when Joseph came back,
to find that he had not brought Carlo, and that he
did not even know what had become of him. Mrs..
Bell at first thought of sending Joseph back expressly to get him; but this would have been
inconvenient, and somewhat expensive.
It was
uncertain, too, whether this plan would succeed, if
adopted, since no one knew whether Carlo remained
at the tavern or had strayed away from Joseph
somewhere on the road. Finally, Mrs. Beil concluded to wait until she should hear of some one
going to Haverhill, and so send by him, as a messenger, to inquire for the dog, and to bring him
home if he could be found.
Such an opportunity did not occur for two

‘months.

A little after the expiration of that time,

however, a waggoner whom Joseph knew, was
going to Haverhill, and to him the commission was
entrusted. Joseph described the dog to the waggoner, gave him the name of the tavern where he
had put up when Carlo went with him, and asked
the waggoner to inquire for Carlo both at this
tavern and also at other places on the way, and to
bring him home if he could find him.
The waggoner very readily undertook the com-
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mission. He inquired along the road, as he went
to Haverhill, if anyone had seen such a dog, but he
could not hear any tidings of him. As soon, however, as he arrived at the tavern, he found Carlo
very comfortably established there, and quite as
well contented, apparently, at his new home, as he
had been at the old one.
The man immediately claimed the dog as belonging to Mrs. Bell, supposing, of course, that he would
be at once given up, in order that he might be restored to the proper owner.
But instead of this
an unexpected difficulty arose. The tavern-keeper
said that he must be paid for the trouble and
expense which he had incurred in taking care of
the dog, and feeding him so long. He had perceived, he said, that he was a valuable dog, and had
presumed that the owner would soon come after
him; and so he had taken great care of him; and
now he must be paid for his trouble before he could
let the dog go.
His demand was certainly not a great sum for
such a service; but the waggoner had not been
authorized to pay anything whatever. | In fact, it
had not occurred to Mrs. Bell that anything would
be demanded, so that the emergency was wholly
The waggoner endeavoured to
unprovided for.

&C

MARY

BELL.

persuade the tavern-keeper

to give up the dog

without receiving the money; but the tavernkeeper would not do so, and the waggoner was,
consequently, compelled to return without him.
‘When he came to make his report to Mrs. Bell,
Mrs. Bell told him that he did perfectly right not
to pay the money, since he had not received any
directions to do so. She said, however, that if she
had known that the tavern-keeper would have made
any such demand, she should certainly have sent
the money to meet it. It was right and proper,
she added, that the tavern-keeper should receive
something in compersation for his trouble and expense, and she admitted that it was a very reasonable demand.
It seemed to her, however, that he
might have had sufficient generosity to have sent
the dog home, trusting to the honesty and fairness
of the owner for the recovery of his money, rather
than to insist on keeping the dog as a sort of captive held for ransom. She told the waggoner, however, that he himself acted exactly right, and she
requested him to call upon her the next time that
he went to Haverhill, and she would give him the
money, and get him to redeem Carlo, and bring

him home.
It was more than three months after’ this before
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the waggoner went again. Mrs. Bell thought that
by this time Carlo would have forgotten all about
his former friends. Still she was very anxious to
recover him. She gave the waggoner a dollar,
thinking it probable that the tavern-keeper would
expect more than he had asked at first, having now
kept the dog for a double length of time. Mary
Bell also bought a collar in the village, and a long
chain, so that the man could chain the dog in his
wagegon, and thus prevent his jumping out and
running away on the road. She also sent a large
piece of meat, wrapped up in paper. This was for
Carlo’s dinner, coming home. Having taken all
these precautions, Mrs. Bell and Mary confidently
expected to see Carlo as soon as the waggoner
should return,
He returned in three days. Mary Bell watched
for him two hours, towards the latter part of the
third day, seated with her sewing, in a smali rocking chair, on the great flat stone step before the
door. At length she saw the white top of the
wagegon coming along the road. She laid down
her work and ran down the road to meet the
wageon, She saw nothing of Carlo. She supposed, however, that he was in the waggon, chained
down in some concealed place there. She began at
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leneth to fear that this might not be the case, and
her fears were confirmed by seeing the man, before
she got near enough to him to speak, begin to
shake his head. Mary Bell knew then that for
some reason or other, he had not brought Carlo.
When the waggon approached, Mary Bell stood
out at one side of the road. The driver reined in
his horses when he got near to Mary Bell, and
stopped.
‘What ’s the matter?” said Mary Bell.
“ Where ’s Carlo?”
,
“The man says,” replied the waggoner, “ that
he waited some time, and finding that your mother
did not send for the dog, and not wanting to keep
him any longer himself, he let another man have
him that was willing to pay the cost of his keep.”
“Who was the man?” asked Mary Bell.
“The tavern-keeper did not know what his name
was,” said the waggoner.
“Did he know where. he lived?” asked Mary
Bell.
“Yes,” said the waggoner, “ he said he lived in
Number Five.”
“ Number Five?” repeated Mary Bell.
“Yes,” said the waggoner. ‘That is one of the
back towns among the mountains, off to the north-
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ward and westward. And here’s the money; you
can give it to your mother, and tell her about it.
It is of no use to try to find the dog any more,

as we can’t find out the man’s name that bought
him.”
So saying, the waggoner started his weary team
again, and drove on, leaving Mary Bell by the side
of the road, holding tne money in her hand, and

saying with a deep sigh, as the waggoner drove
away—
“Oh, dear me! I’m very sorry. I liked Carlo
very much, though he wouldn’t ever mind me.”
Mary Bell went into the house, and communicated to her mother the report which the waggoner
had made. Mrs. Bell was sorry to receive such an
account, but she was now disposed to consider the
dog as irretrievably lost, and to dismiss the subject
wholly from her mind.
The subject would probably have thus been
finally and for ever dropped, had it not been that
Beechnut revived it once more, a week or two
after this ‘time, one day when he happened to be
at Mrs. Bell’s.
‘Beechnut had always taken a special interest in
Carlo, though he came so seldom to Mrs. Bell’s
that Carlo did not appear to know him very well.
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Beechnut was very sorry to hear that Carlo was
Jost, and while Mrs. Bell was making efforts to
recover him, he had made inquiries from time to
time, as he had opportunity, in regard to what was
done, and to the prospect of success. "When, at
last, a few weeks after the waggoner made his final
report, Mary Bell told Beechnut that the dog was
lost for ever, Beechnut said that he thought he
could find him.
“Why, what could you do?”, asked Mrs. Bell.
“Oh, I could form some plan or other,” said
Beechnut.
“What did the tavern-keeper say
about the man who took him?”
“He said,” replied Mary Bell, “that he did not
know what his name was, but that he lived in
Number Five. What did he mean by that?”
“Why he meant township Number Five,” said
Beechnut. “They call the townships back among
the mountains by a number, until they get inhabitants enough to have a name. I think I could
go to Number Five and find Carlo there.”
“Why it may be a very large township,” said
Mrs. Bell, “ five or six miles each way.”

“Yes,” said Beechnut, “but I could find Carlo
if he is there. Only I should want somebody to
go with me that he knows, or else perhaps I could
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“Well,” said Mrs. Bell, “I wish you would take
the waggon some day, and Joseph, and go and try.

Carlo knows Joseph.”
“T should rather have Mary go,” said Beechnut.
“He likes Mary better than he does Joseph.”
Here there was a little pause. Mary Bell did
not know exactly what to say about going.
“Could not you go?” asked Beechnut. “ Phonny
and Madeline might go too, to keep you company.”
“T don’t know,” said Mary Bell. “Could I,
mother ?”
“Would there be room for you all in the
wageon?” asked Mrs. Bell.
“Yes,” said Beechnut;

“I could put the prin-

cipal seat back a little, for Mary Bell and the
children to sit upon. Mary Bell could sit in the
middle, and Phonny and Madeline on each side.
Then I could make a driver’s seat for myself
before.”
“Well,” said Mrs. Bell, “I should like on the
whole to have you go.”
“And how much,” inquired Beechnut, “ may I
give for Carlo, in case I have to buy him back ?”

“Why,

you may

give——”

said

Mrs.

Bell,
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pausing to weigh Carlo’s value in her mind—“ I
would give three dollars rather than not get him
back.”
“ Five, mother,” said Mary Bell, “ do say five.’
“Well,” said Mrs. Bell, “I will say five. Or
rather you may take the waggon, and I will give
You must
you five dollars when you set out.
pay

your

expenses

out of the

money,

and

you

must not be gone more than one day ; and all the

money, except what you expend yourselves, you
may use to buy back the dog.”
The plan thus formed was duly executed. re
account of what occurred in the course of the
expedition,

and

the result of Beechnut’s. attempt

to recover
chapter.

the

dog, will be related in the next
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Brrcunvt easily obtained Mrs. Henry’s permission to go in search of Carlo, and to take Phonny
and Madeline with him. It was also decided that
instead of Mrs. Bell’s waggon, he should take his
own, or rather Mrs. Henry’s, as that was already
fitted up with the necessary means for changing
the position of the principal seat and putting in a
driver’s seat before, according to the plan which
Beechnut had suggested to Mrs. Bell. Besides it
was better to take Mrs. Henry’s waggon, because it
was more convenient to set off from her house in
the morning, in commencing the journey ; as Beechnut could take in Phonny and Madeline there, and
then call for Mary Bell by the way.
The day fixed upon for the expedition was the
first of September. Beechnut spent the afternoon
He
of the day before in making the preparations.
adjusted the seats in the waggon, according to the
He filled a large
plan which he had proposed.
basket with provisions of various kinds, such as were

sutable for an encampment, for he had determined
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not to stop at a tavern either in going or returning,
but to encamp instead, by the roadside, in order to
save as much of the money as possible, for the purchase of Carlo. He was fully resolved, it is true, not
to pay any more than he was absolutely compelled to
pay, since he considered the dog as still rightfully
belonging to Mrs. Bell. He wished, however, to
have the means in his hands to make whatever payment should be demanded, in case he could not
obtain the dog by any other means.
Besides
making provision for himself and his fellow-passengers, Beechnut took a small bag of oats for the
horse. He intended to tie the horse to a tree, at
the place of his encampment, and let him eat his
oats there, while he himself and the rest of the
party were eating their dinner.
Beechnut arose very early on the morning of the
appointed day, as soon in fact as it was light, and
gave the horse his morning’s provender. He then
opened the great barn-doors and backed the wagon
out. The children were already up, and the girl in
the kitchen was preparing their breakfast. When
the breakfast was ready, however, it was found that
Phonny and Madeline were both too much excited
with the thoughts of their expedition to have much
appetite for eating it. They got into the waggon
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at length just as the sun was peeping above the
horizon. They were so impatient to have the journey begin, that they climbed up themselves before
Beechnut had unfastened the horse.
“Come, Beechnut!” said Phonny, “ we are all
ready.”
“Yes,” said Beechnut, “and I am all ready
excepting the axe; I must go and get the mountain-axe.”
This “mountain-axe” was a small and light axe, which Beechnut kept expressly for the purpose of
taking with him on his excursions. He had a place
fitted for it in the waggon. There was a sort of
cleat fastened to the side of the waggon, with a
space just large enough to receive the blade of the
axe and hold it firmly. By being thus secured, the
axe was kept from either injuring other things, or
getting injured itself by the jolting, on the road.
Beechnut had forgotten to put in the mountain-axe,
in the preparations which he had made the aay before, and so he went to get it now.
But Phonny was impatient to go, and so he called
out to Beechnut as he was walking towards the shop
where the tools were kept—
“Oh, never mind the axe, Beechnute We shall
not want it,”

MARY

90

BELL.

But Beechnut, paying no attention to this call,
went on.

“JT think it is nonsense,” said Phonny to Madeline, “to stop for an axe.”
Madeline thought that Beechnut knew best, but
she did not like to contradict Phonny,

so she said

that Beechnut would be gone but a minute.

He was, indeed, gone but a very short time.
When he returned, he put the axe in its place, unfastened the horse, mounted into the driver’s seat,
and turning the horse towards the road he fairly
commenced the journey.
“ Now,”

“Yes,”

said Phonny,

“we ’re off.”

said Madeline,—“ only we have got to

stop once more, for Mary Bell.”
They found Mary Bell all ready when they
arrived at her mother’s house, so that they were
detained only a very few minutes at the door. Mrs.
She gave
Bell was there to bid them good-by.
Beechnut the money. The money being received,
in her seat, the
and Mary Bell being established
whole party bade Mrs. Bell good-by, and went
away from the door.
“ Now we’re off, really and truly,” said Phonny.
“Yes,” said Madeline, “ and we’ve got some
provisions, Mary Bell. We’re going to encamp.”
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“Yes,” said Phonny.
“ We’ve got every thing
that we need, and one thing that I think we don’tneed, and that is an axe.”
“Oh, we may need the axe,” said Beechnut,
“ before we come back.”
“What for?’ asked Phonny.
“Oh, I could think of half a dozen purposes,”
said Beechnut, “ that we may have occasion to us
the axe for, on such an expedition.”
“Oh, no,” said Phonny, “not half a dozen.
You might, perhaps, think of one or two— such,

for example, as to cut sticks to build a fire at our
camp.”
“ Yes,” said Beechnut, “that is one. And then
there may come a shower of rain when we are in
the middle of a long road through the woods, se

that there would be no place to go, to, and we
should have to cut down small trees and branches,
and make a hut for shelter.”
“ Well, that is two,” said Phonny.

“There may be a tree blown down across the
road,” added Beechnut,” so that we should have to
cut it away before we could get by.”
“ Yes,” said Phonny, “I did not think of that.
But then in that case we might borrow an axe of
some farmer close by.”
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“ But there might not be a farmer,” said Beech-

nut, “within two miles of the place. Trees gene
rally blow down across the road in wild and solitary
places, and not near farmers’ houses.”
“Well,” said Phonny, “ that makes three.”
“Then there may be some bridge broken down,”
said Beechnut, “and I might want to cut some
poles to mend it with.”
“Four,” said Phonny; “two more; you said
half a dozen.”
“Well,” said Beechnut, pausing a moment to
think, “perhaps we shall see some curious stick
growing by the road-side, that you will want for
acane; and then you will ask me to cut it for you
with the axe.”
“No,” said Phonny, shaking his head. “No;
I shall not want any canes. And, besides, if I
do, I will cut them with my knife. You can’t have
that to count. There are only four.”
“Well, let me think,” said Beechnut.
“ J’ll tell
you: the waggon may break down, and I may need
the

axe to mend it; for instance, to make

a new

shaft or axletree, or a wedge to drive in somewhere.”
“T don’t believe you could make an axletree,”
said Phonny, pausing to think about it a little
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“However, I am willing,” he added at length, “to

call that, five.”
“Now there is only one more wanted, to make
six,” said Mary Bell.

“Then,” said Beechnut,
obstruction

or other

“there may be some

in the road, that we

cannot

possibly remove, and so we may have to drive round
it through the woods a little way, and I may have
to clear a passage by cutting up the logs and
bushes.”
“No,” said Phonny, “ you have had that once.
That is the same thing as cutting away the tree
that had blown across the road.”
“Why, that wonld be cutting off the trank of a
fallen tree,” said Beechnut, “ whereas this would be
principally cutting down small trees and bushes
that were standing.”
“Tt is all clearing the road,” said Phonny: “I
don’t think that that ought to count more than one.
You can’t think of any sixth case.”
“Well, I have thought of five,” said Beechnut,
“at any rate; and it seems to me that all the
otherimaginable and possible disasters which might
happen, ought to count as much as one, and to make
out my half-dozen, even if I cannot tell beforee
hand precisely what they are.”
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“No,” replied Phonny, “I cannot count any,
unless you tell me precisely what they are.”
“Then I must give it up,” said Beechnut, “ and
acknowledge that I am beaten.”
It was one of Beechnut’s favourite modes of
amusing himself and the children that he played
with or talked with, to get into contests of this kind
with persons younger than himself, and then allow
them to beat him.
In this particular case, although Phonny refused
to permit Beechnut to reckon the possible occurrence of some wholly unforeseen and unexpected
accident among the six occasions for the use of the
axe, it turned out in the end, as will hereafter
appear, that Beechnut was right in anticipating
such a possibility. A case actually did occur,
which required the use of an axe, and which was
entirely different. from either of the five possible
emergencies which he had enumerated.
Talking in this way about the various subjects
connected with their expedition, and about the
scenes and incidents which occurred upon the road,
vs they travelled along, the party journeyed on
through a very picturesque and pleasant country,
which, however, grew more and more wild and
solitary as they proceeded. They gradually ap-

CARLO

FOUND.

95

proached the mountainous country, and at length
they entered a broad and fertile, but very secluded
valley, which was bordered by mountains and forests
on either hand. There was a large stream flowing
through the midst of this valley, and the road followed the banks of the stream, now on this side,
and now on that, crossing it by means of rude
bridges floored over with logs, upon which the
waggon jolted frightfully in passing. At length
Beechnut judged that it was nearly noon, and he
began to look out for a place of encampment. He
easily found one. It was ata point where a cool
stream came running down from the mountains,
over a bed of moss-covered stones. There was a
level place near the road, where the waggon could
stand. Beechnut drive the horse out of the road
to this level place, and then descending from the
waggon, he helped Mary Bell and the children to
get out.

“Now,”

said Beechnut, “we have got to stay

here an hour and a half, so you will have plenty of
time: . There is the basket of provisions.

You may

set your table where you please, and have the
dinner when you please; I have nothing to do but
to take care.of the horse. If you wish to ramble
sbout, either alone or together, you can go. up and
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down the brook, or along the road either way ; but
you must keep in sight of one or the other, either
the road or the brook, so as to be sure that you can
find your way back again. And remember that
we shall have to stay here an hour anda half, You
will be tired enough of staying long before the
¢ime has expired, but that cannot be helped.
“Why must we stay so long?” asked Mary
“We can eat our dinner in half an
Bell.
hour.”
“For the sake of the horse,” said Beechnut.
The horse must have an hour and a half to rest, and

to eat his oats leisurely. “ Besides,” continued
Beechnut in conclusion, “J am going to lie down
and go to sleep, and I advise you all to do the
same.”
“Oh!” said Phonny.
The hour and a half passed away very pleasantly at
the encampment, though we cannot give a particular
account of what occurred.

At the end of the time,

Beechnut and Phonny harnessed the horse again,
for Beechnut had taken him entirely out of harness
when they first arrived, in order that he might.rest
and refresh himself more perfectly, by being fully at
liberty. The party then all got into the waggon, and
set out upon their journey again. Beechnut said
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that he thought that they should get into Number
Five in the course of an hour.
After riding nearly an hour, they met a man
coming along the road, driving a yoke of oxen.
The oxen were drawing a huge log, one end of
which rested upon the axletree of a pair of heavy
wheels, and the other dragged upon the ground.
The man drove out to one side of the road alittle
way when he saw Beechnut’s waggon coming, in
order to make room for it to go by. As Beechnut
advanced towards him, the man stood leaning
against the neck of one of his oxen, looking at the
party in the waggon with a countenance expressive
of curiosity and surprise. When Beechnut arrived
opposite to the team, he stopped his horse, and
asked the stranger how far it was to Number
Five.
“To Number Five?” repeated the teamster.
“You are in Number Five now. You have been
in Number Five for three miles back.”
While saying this, the man was very busily engaged in scrutinizing the waggon and the party
which

it contained,

with

very

earnest

attention.

He looked first at the children, then at the horse,
and then at the waggon, which last he surveyed
carefully in every part, above and below, and beH
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hind and before. He wondered what could have
brought such a party, in such an equipage, back
among’ the mountains.
“What part of Number Five is it that you want
to go to?”
“Oh, I don’t know,” said Beechnut in a careless
manner. We are only riding about a little. We
want to see the town. Where do the inhabitants
live—or are there no inhabitants?”
“Oh, yes, there are plenty of farmers scattered
about among the mountains.
“Do you happen to know of anybody hereabouts,” said Beechnut, “that has got a good dog
that he would like to sell? I want to buy a good
dog.”
“A dog?” repeated the man, still more surprised.
“Yes,” said Beechnut.
“What kind of a dog do you want?”
“Oh, I want a good-natured dog,” replied
Beechnut—“ pretty good size.”
“ For a watch-dog?” asked the man.
“We
“Why, not exactly,” said Beechnut.
want him to stay about the house and play with
the children, rather than to do much watching.”
“There’s a man over here, on the other side of a
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pond that you will come to pretty soon, that’s vot
a first-rate watch-dog. But I think it probable he
would be too savage for you. They have to keep
him chained all the day-time.”
“That can’t be Carlo,” said Mary Bell, in a
whisper to Madeline.
Beechnut, however, not knowing how far Carlo
might have acquired a savage character, through
the influence of hard treatment among his new
keepers, thought that he would make sure of the
fact, by asking further questions.
“What colour is the dog?” asked Beechnut.
“ He’s of a very dark colour,” said the man.
“How long has that man had him?” asked
Beechnut.
“Oh, he has had hima great many years; I have
known him five or six years.”
“And you don’t know of anybody else about
here that has got a good dog?” said Beechnut.
The man said that he did not; and then Beechnut, thanking

him

for

his information,

bade

him

good-by, and drove on.
A short time after this, they came in sight of the
pond, and just beyond it was a small and plain
farm-house.
Just before the waggon reached
this house, the children were startled by the sud-
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den leaping up of a great and ferocious-looking
dog, that was chained to a tree by the side of the
house. The clanking of his heavy chain, as he
sprang forward to the utmost length of it, and the
frightful sound of his hoarse and heavy barking,
was really terrific.
“Mercy!” said Mary Bell. “What a dreadful
dog!”
“You are a little too savage for us, old fellow,
I think myself,” said Beechnut, waving his whip
towards the dog, “Lie down and go to sleep
again.”
“Yes,” said Phonny ; “do you think that Mary

Bell and I look like thieves and robbers?”
So they went on.
Beechnut stopped several times as he travelled
along, to talk with the people that he met by the
way, or saw at work in their fields, and made

in-

quiries of them. The people told him of various
dogs owned in the township, but the descriptions
which they gave of them, did not correspond with
the appearance and character of Carlo. At last,
however, a man whom they found at work by the
side of the road, near his house, making a frame
for a shed, said that there was a man who lived
about two miles away, over on another road, who
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had a very knowing dog—the most knowing dog,
he thought, in town.
“ That’s Carlo,” whispered Mary Bell to Madeline, “I verily believe.” *
“Ts he kind?” asked Beechnut.
“Yes,” said the man; “TI believe he is rather
too kind. He is not good for much for a watchdog, but he’s very knowing. When Uncle Jerry
is out a-haying, I’ve heard say that he would give
his dog a tin pail and send him down to the spring
to get a pail of water.”
Mary Bell touched Madeline with her elbow, but
did not say a word.
“The. dog,” continued the farmer, “ would take
the handle of the pail in his mouth, and go to the
spring and dip the pail up full of cool water, and
then bring it back to Uncle Jerry. That’s what
I’ve heard say, but I never saw him do it.”
“Ts the man’s name Uncle Jerry?” asked
Phonny.
“We call him Uncle Jerry,” replied the farmer;
“his real name is Golding.”
The farmer told Beechnut, moreover, in answer
to further questions, that the dog was of a dark
colour and of rather large size, and that Mr. Golding
had brought him home from one of his journeys
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two or three months before. Beechnut concluded
that this must be Carlo, and so, after inquiring particularly where Mr. Golding lived, he thanked the
farmer for his information, and drove on.
Mr. Golding’s house was a rude sort of cabin,
situated

under

a hill,

near

a stream

of water.

Beechnut, before he came in sight of the house,
charged Phonny very distinctly not to say a word,
or to take any part whatever in the proceedings at
the house, nor to take any notice of Carlo, in case
he should see him. Beechnut did not give any
charges of this kind to Mary Bell and Madeline,
for he knew that they would hear and obey whatever directions he gave to Phonny.
At length, the party came suddenly into sight
of Mr. Golding’s house, at a turn of the road.
Beechnut drove directly by. Phonny asked him
if he was not going to stop.
“You must not speak,” said Beechnut, “ or ask
any questions.”
After Beechnut had passed the house, he went
on until he came to a broad place in the road, and
there he turned his waggon round and then came
back. He stopped before the house, and got out of
the waggon.
A very rough-looking man, with
black shaggy hair and beard, and with an axe in
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his hand, came out from a shed at the side of the
house to see who it was that stopped, and what they
wanted.

“Ts this Mr. Golding?” asked Beechnut.
“My name is Golding,” said the man.
“T understand,” said Beechnut, “that you have
got a pretty knowing dog, that you would be
willing to sell, and I should like to see him, and

perhaps to buy him.”
“Well,” said Mr. Golding, doubtfully—“TI don’t
know. The dog is a first-rate dog. I don’t care
particularly about selling him. I could not take
less than five dollars for him, at any rate. He
is a

first-rate

dog.

Here,

Jock!”

he

added,

turning round towards the shed and speaking
“Here, Jock! Come
as if calling to the dog.
here!”
“Oh,” said Madeline, in a whisper to Mary Bell,
“his name is Jock. It’s another dog. I was in
hopes it was Carlo.”
“ Hush!” said Mary Bell.
“T call him Jock,” said Mr. Golding, “but 1
don’t know what his real name is. I have not had
him very long.”
‘Just then Jock appeared, walking very doliberately round the corner of the house. It was really
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Carlo. The sight made it extremely difficult for
Mary Bell and Phonny to sit still.
“Yes,” said Beechnut, as if talking to himself,
but yet intending that Mr. Golding should hear.
“'That’s the dog.” Then turning to Mr. Golding,
he said—
“The fact is, Mr. Golding, that we lost a dog

some months ago at Haverhill, and I thought from
the description that yours must: be the one. I did
not come, however, to take him away from you, but

to buy him; and I am willing to pay you what you
gave for him, though as a matter of right, I suppose we are entitled to take away our dog whenever
we can find him.”
“But how do I know that he is your dog?”
asked Mr. Golding, speaking in rather a surly tone.
“You claim him, but what proof is there that he
yours?”
“ Call him, Mary Bell,” said Beechnut.
Mary Bell was very glad to hear this order.
She turned round eagerly towards Carlo and called
him.
The instant that Carlo heard the sound of -her
voice his whole appearance changed. He pricked
up his ears, wagged his tail, and looked excited.
In a moment he ran towards the waggon, leaped up
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into it at a bound, overwhelmed Mary Bell with hi
caresses, frightened Madeline, and in fact almo.
upset her in her seat, and then leaping down again
he began to race round and round the waggon,
first this way and then that, as if he were distracted.
“ Drive on, Mary Bell,” said Beechnut, “ up the
hill. I will overtake you presently.”
Mary Bell, who had the reins in her hand all the
time, began to drive on. The instant that Carlo
saw that the waggon was in motion he set off upon
the full run along the road, and was soon lost to
view. Mr. Golding called “Jock! Here, Jock!”
as loud as he could call ; and Beechnut vociferated
But Carlo
“Carlo! Here, Carlo!” in concert.
had got the idea of going home again fairly into his
head, and away he bounded along the road, like the
wind.
Beechnut took out one of his half-dollars, and
holding it in his hand, he told Mr. Golding that he
would give him that, but that he did not think he
ought to give any more.
“Well,” said Mr. Golding, with a sort of a sigh,
“the dog is well worth five dollars, any man’s money.
But since you say he is yours, I suppose I must let
him go. And, besides, I expect it would be rather
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hard to get him back again, now he has got a
notion into his head of going home.”
“Yes,” said Beechnut, “ I expect it would.”
So Beechnut gave Mr. Golding the half-dollar, and
the affair was settled.

Before he went away, how-

ever, he asked Mr. Golding if it was true that-he
could send Carlo to a spring and make him dip up
a, pail of water.
“Oh, yes,” said Mr. Golding, “he will do that.
And once he saved my house from burning, by
putting it out when it got on fire.”
“ How was that?” asked Beechnut.
“Why, he came into the kitchen one day,” said
Mr. Golding, “ and he found that a coal had snapped
out into the middle of the floor, and the boards were

all in a blaze. Carlo began
the room, and presently he
mat that was laying at the
' with his teeth, and dragged
was burning, and so stifled

to bark, and run round
found an old woollen
door. He seized this
it over the place that
the fire.. We were all

out in the field at the time, but we heard him bark-

ing, and thought that something was the matter,
and so we came in—and there we found Carlo,
jumping about the mat in the middle of the room,
and barking at the smoke that was coming up
through it.”
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Beechnut laughed at this story, and then bidding
Mr, Golding good-by, he walked on up the hill.
He found Mary Bell waiting for him at the top of
it, and as for Carlo, he was just in sight, as far
along the road as they could see, standing in the
middle of the road, and watching the waggon.
The moment he saw Beechnut get: into it, he
bounded on again, and though Beechnut drove very
fast, and he and Mary Bell and Phonny were all
continually’ calling him, they could not get any
nearer to him than just to keep him in sight, for
nearly ten miles.
The party got home late that night, meeting
with no special adventures by the way, except that
when they stopped at their encampment going
home, Phonny, in giving three cheers of exultation
for the recovery of Carlo, threw his cap so high into
the air, that in coming down it lodged upon the top
of a tall and slender tree, which it was impossible
to climb, because it had no branches near the
ground. So Phonny had to ask Beechnut to bring
his axe and cut the tree down. This proved the
wisdom of providing, as Beechnut had suggested,
for the possibility that other contingencies might
occur, requiring the use of the axe, besides the five
which he had enumerated.
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The whole party arrived at Mrs. Bell’s just before
dark. Beechnut left Mary Bell on the great stone
step of the door, with Carlo by her side and nine of
Mrs. Bell’s half-dollars in her hand, and then
hastened home himself with Madeline and Phonny.

CHAPTER

VII.

CORDELIA.

Durine the interval which elapsed between the
losing and the finding of Carlo, the boys and girls
of the village had made considerable progress in the
work of the new path up to the Peak. When the
plan was first formed, it was intended to finish the
work in one day: but this was found impracticable.
The young workmen found a great deal more to do
than they had expected; or rather, as they became
interested in the work, they extended their plans,
and undertook more than they had at first intended,
They assembled in small companies, each on its
own section of the road, on several successive Satur-

days, and thus made a slow, but yet very decided
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At length, however, they began to grow
progress
tired of the work. They had undertaken, in fact,
more extensive improvements than they had strength
and perseverance to execute, and thus had begun to
get somewhat tired and discouraged; so that it
happened that at the time when Beechnut and
Mary Bell went in pursuit of Carlo, with Phonny
and Madeline, as described in the last chapter, the
operations on the road had been for two or three
weeks almost entirely suspended. Mary Bell asked
Beechnut, as they were riding home from Number
Five, what they could de. to get the work completed.
“Why you must have a plan for some sort of
grand celebration,” said Beechnut, “ to take place
‘as soon as the path is done. Then the boys will
work hard to finish the path, so as to have the celebration.”
“Yes,” said Mary Bell. “That will be an exI will talk with Caroline
cellent plan, I think.
about it.” *
Caroline, when she came to be consulted by Mary
Bell, liked the plan of the celebration very much.
She immediately made it known among the boys,
and it infused into their minds a new stimulus, and
made them all very eager for the completion of the
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work. She asked some of the older boys, how soon
they thought it would be safe to appoint the time for
the celebration. They said, the next week. But
Phonny, when he heard of the affair, begged Caroline to put off the celebration till the week after the
next, for then he expected his cousin Wallace in
town, and he was very desirous that Wallace should
be present at the celebration., Besides, Wallace
would help them to finish the road, if anything
should remain to be done after he arrived. So
Caroline very willingly postponed the day. In fact,
she thought herself that it would be very pleasant
to have Wallace at the celebration.
Wallace was a young college student. He had
often been at Franconia in his vacations, and he was
well acquainted with Caroline and Mary Bell, as
well as with most of the other girls and boys of the
village. He was very young, although he was a
college student, being between thirteen and fourteen
years of age.
Wallace arrived on Saturday evening. The day
fixed upon for the celebration was on the following
On Monday, Wallace went about the
Tuesday.
neighbourhood to make calls upon his old friends.
He began at the village, and went first to see
several of the boys who had been his playmates in
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former years. He found some of them at home,
and some at stores and other places of business
where they were beginning to be employed as young
men. He called next at Caroline’s. She lived in
a large and handsome white house, in the centre of
the village. Wallace entered a gate and walked up
a paved walk, with beautiful trees and shrubbery on
each side of it, all of which were kept in fine order
He rang at the door of the
by the gardener.
house, and was received by a domestic, who ushered
him into a very handsomely-furnished parlour. It
was rather dark when Wallace first went in, but the

girl opened the shutters and that made it lighter.
Wallace took a seat upon a splendid sofa, and the
girl went away, saying that she would speak to
Miss Caroline.
It was some time before Caroline appeared, and
Wallace amused himself by looking round the room.
Some of the furniture was new, and some he recol-

lected to have seen there before.

There was a cen-

tre-table in the middle of the room, with beautifui

books upon it, and also a large and splendid lamp,
with a large globe of ground glass at the top. Then
there were carvéd chairs’ and sofas, and a magnificent piano, and handsome curtains at the windows,

and paintings upon the walls, and great mirrors.
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Everything

was

very
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splendid,

but Wallace

6e-

came tired of looking at them long before Caroline
came.
“T suppose she is waiting to dress herself prettily,” said Wallace, “but I would rather that she
would come quickly.”
Caroline appeared after a time, and she was
dressed very prettily indeed.
She was naturally
very beautiful, and she had a great deal of taste, so
that her appearance was extremely prepossessing.
She shook hands very cordially with Wallace, when
she came in, and said that she was extremely pleased
to see him.
“T heard,” said she, “that you were coming
about this time, and I was very glad, for I want to
invite you to attend the celebration of the opening
of our new road to the Peak to-morrow.”
Wallace said that he should be very happy to be
of the party. He conversed with Caroline some
time longer in respect to the.celebration and the
road to the Peak, and said that he was sorry that
he had not been in town so as to do his share in the
construction of the work. At the proper time he
rose and took his leave.
After making all his other calls, he went round, om
dis way home, by the road which led by Mrs. Bell’s,
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to call and see Mary.
As he walked up into the
yard, he saw Mrs. Bell sitting at the window, in
an easy chair; but she looked pale and sick. Her
eye brightened up, however, at once when she saw
Wallace. She accosted him with great cordiality,

and asked him to walk in.

“Come

and see mea

few minutes first,” said she, “and then you may

go and find Mary Bell. She is in the garden.”
It may seem strange that Mrs. Bell should
always call her daughter by her full name, Mary
Bell, instead of simply Mary.
She acquired the
habit of so doing in former years to distinguish her.
from a certain Mary Erskine who lived for a long
time in her family.
So Wallace walked into the room where Mrs.
Bell was. sitting, and began to talk with her about
his coming home from college, and how long he was
going to stay, and how his father and mother were,
in New York, when suddenly Mary herself came in

from the garden.
She was dressed very plainly,
and neatly, and she had a sun-bonnet upon her head,
the cape to which hung down over her shoulders.
Beneath this bonnet her happy face beamed with
an expression of excitement and pleasure, which
was called forth by <he gratification it gave her to
see Wallace again.
Wallace went up to her to
t
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shake hands with her, and said that he was very
glad to see her. She gave him her hand, saying at
the same time, timidly—
“T was out in the garden, and I saw you coming,
and so I came in.”
“What are you doing in the garden,” asked
Wallace, “at this time of the year?”
“Oh, I am gathering my mother’s seeds,” said
Mary.
After a little time, Wallace went out into the
‘garden with Mary to see what she was doing.
The seeds that she was gathering were the seeds
of’ common garden vegetables. Mary was accustomed to gather them, and lay them in the sun to”
dry, and afterwards to rub them out of their various
husks and capsules, and finaily to put them up
neatly in papers, to be used the next spring.

“Are they really good for anything?” asked
Wallace, as he saw the seeds all arranged along a
bench in the garden.
“Certainly,” said Mary Beil.
“My snicthan
says that the seeds which I gather for her, save
her money every spring.”
Wallace

assisted

Mary Bell for a little time. in,

putting up her seeds, and then they went together
to find Carlo. Mary Bell had told Wallace the
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story of the dog’s getting lost, and of the adventures which she had had in going with Beechnut to
find him; and so Wallace was curious to see the dog.
As they walked along, Wallace spoke of the celebration which was to take place the next day, and
said he hoped that Mary Bell would be there. Mary
said that she did not know whether she should go
or not, for her mother was not well.

“Oh, she will let you go,” said Wallace.
“Yes. I suppose she would,” said Mary Bell,
“if I should ask her; but I am not going to ask
her until I see how she is to-night.”
“Why, you might tell her about it now,” said
Wallace, “and ask her if you can 8, in case she is
well enough.”
“But I don’t wish to have her know anything
about it,” said Mary, “unless she is well enough to
have me go; for if she knows there is to be a celebration, she will think that I wish to go, and so she
will be uneasy all day, in having me stay at home.”
Wallace did not reply to this, but he thought
that Mary Bell was very considerate and kind:
He said, finally, that he hoped that she would go,
and after some farther conversation, he bade Mary
good-by, and went home.
The next morning, Wallace sent Phonny very
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early to Mrs. Bell’s, to ask Mary if she was going.
He charged Phonny to ask her privately. In due
time Phonny came back, saying that Mary Bell had
told him that her mother was a little better, but
that she was not well enough to be left alone, and
that Mary accordingly could not go. Wallace was
very sorry. Madeline was very sorry, too. She
said that she hada great mind not to go to the
celebration herself, but to go and keep Mary
Bell company at home with her mother. She concluded finally, however, to go to the celebration,
as Mrs. Henry thought it was not well for her to
go to see Mary Bell while her mother was sick.
The celebration party met at one o’clock in the
afternoon, at a gateway which opened into a path
in a field leading to the Peak. The field was a
narrow, but beautiful, meadow, very green, and
bordered on the side opposite to the road by a

grove of trees, which was in fact the margin of the
forest. The path led along under these trees for a
short distance, and presently turned down into a
little dell towards a brook. It was at this brook
that the work of the boys had commenced, in making their road.
The work done here was the placing of some
stepping-stones, so as to make a way for getting
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across the brook easily. There had only been a
fording-place before, made by the cows in walking
through the water. The children had always had
great trouble in jumping across this brook, and
often got their feet wet or their shoes muddy.
Now there were three heavy and solid stones—all
smooth and flat upon the upper surface—placed at
equal distances from each other, one in the middle
of the brook, and the others near the banks. It
was very easy to step from one of these stones to
the other. In fact, it was so safe, that several of the
little girls, when the party had passed over, ran
backwards and forwards over the stepping-stones
several times. On the side of a large stone half
embedded in the bank, very near the spot, the
letters S. and L. were painted with black paint.
These letters were not very large, but they were
very distinct.
There was a circle round them.
The letters stood for Sarah and Louisa, the girls
who had had charge of this section of the road.
From the stepping-stones the path passed up
through the woods, in a gently ascending course.
The boys had cut down the bushes that were
in the way, and dragged off the old logs, roots,
stones, and dead branches, which had previously
encumbered the path.
At length the road
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emerged from the wood, and came out upon the
steep side of a hill overgrown with ferns and
mosses, and with a surface sadly disfigured with
cradle-holes and hummocks.
Here there was
another stone, marked A. A. One of the letters
was for Anna, and the other for Augusta.
A good
deal of digging was required to make the path good
across this land, but the work had been effectually
accomplished, and the whole party went on over
this part of the road with great satisfaction and
pleasure.
The next section of the road led over a tract
which was covered with loose stones. The boys
had contrived to arrange the stones along the path
in this section so as to make quite a respectable
pavement.

Thus the party continued to advance over one
section after another of the road, stopping sometimes. to admire the improvements which had been
made, and at. others to examine the monuments,
and to call over the names which the initials denoted.
At length, somewhat tired, from the labour of the
ascent, which was,,after all, pretty arduous, notwithstanding the improved condition of the way,
they reached the summit, and putting the various
baskets and bags with which they were loaded on @
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great flat stone, they sat down themselves upon the
rocks and upon mossy banks to rest.
The place which had been fixed upon for the
collation was round on the shady side of the Peak,
a little below the summit, where there was a spring
of cool water in a little sequestered dell, with steep
precipices overhung with mosses and climbing vines,
and dark evergreens, behind it. Here the party
assembled, and after spending half an hour in opening their stores and spreading their tables, they
began the feast, for which their exertions in climbing had given them an excellent appetite. Caroline
was, as usual, the leader and directress of every-

thing, and she made everybody happy by her good
humour, her playful wit, and the adroitness and
dexterity with which she performed the duties of
management. She kept everybody and everything
under her direction and control, and yet she accomplished her ends by means so graceful and so winning, that everybody was pleased. Wallace admired her very much, and yet he was, after all,
very sorry that Mary Bell was not there.
After the collation was over, Caroline proposed
that the whole party, except the little children,
should make an excursion along the rocks to see
8 waterfall about a quarter of a mile distant. The
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little children, she said, could not go very well, it
was so far; and besides, they could not climb over
the rocks. They might stay, therefore, Caroline
said, and play about the Peak until the rest came
back. There were about six whom Carcline considered little. Some of them were willing to stay,
others did not like the plan at all. They wished
very much to go and see the waterfall; and then,
more than that, they did not like to be called little.

Wallace concluded on the whole that he would
stay with this party that was to be left behind.
There were, without him, enough boys to wait
upon all the girls that were to go. As for Caroline
herself, she had had, he thought, abundance of attention all the day. She always contrived to have
several of the boys in close attendance upon her,
and she had that day managed in such a manner
-as to have Wallace generally among them. On the
whole, Wallace

concluded that somehow

or other,

though he scarcely knew why, he would rather
remain with the little girls. Caroline was somewhat displeased at this. She could not, however,
decidedly object to it, for, as Wallace said, it might
not be quite safe to leave the little girls at the
Peak

alone.

She

seemed, however, notwithstand-

ing this reasoning, to consider Wallace’s remain-
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ing behind, as in some sense a personal slight, and
in setting out for the waterfall she went away at
the head of the company that were to go, with
an air of offended and haughty dignity.
The children left behind were somewhat tired,
and after rambling about the rocks a little while,
gathering mosses and flowers, they found a very
good place to sit down. After establishing themselves pleasantly here, they called to Wallace and
asked

him

if he would not come and

tell them

a

story. Wallace came and sat down beside them,
saying—
“Yes, I will tell you a story. What shall it be
‘
about?”
“About

girls.

New

York,”

said one of the younger

She had never been at New

York, and so

she wished to hear something about the manners
and customs of the city.
“Well,” said Wallace, “I will tell you about
an excursion we took from New York up the Hudson-river to the Palisades.
“The Palisades, you must know,” continued
Wallace, “are a long range of precipices as high as
the Peak, and perfectly perpendicular, that is, steep
like a wall, towards the river. They extend along
the river a great many miles, and nobody could
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possibly climb up to the top of them from the side
towards the water, it is so steep.
“ At the lower end of the Palisades,” continued
Wallace, “ that.is, where they begin, there is a sort
of gap or valley, very green and pleasant, opening
from the river to the country beyond, and. here
there is a path that leads up to the top of the Palisades. At the bottom ‘of this valley, on the bank
of the river, there is a good landing where there is
a ferry that comes from across the river. They
call it Bull’s Ferry.”

“Ts it because they ferry the bulls across there ?”
asked one of the little children.
“No,” said Wallace, “I presume not. Perliaps
the man that first established the ferry was named
Mr. Bull. I don’t know how that may be. I only
know it is always called Bull’s Ferry; and as it is
only a short and pleasant sail up the river from
New York, and inasmuch as when you get there
you can climb to the top of the Palisades, it makes
it a very pleasant excursion to go to Bull’s Ferry.
A little while agc, when I was at New York, there
was to be an excursion to this Bull’s Ferry, and I

was invited. The gentleman who had charge of the
excursion was named Mr. James, and there were
several girls and boys in the party, all older than you.
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“T was not much. acquainted with the girls or
the boys myself,” continued Wallace, “and so I
did not talk with them a great deal. I sat and
observed them to see which I shouid like the best.
I thought I would watch their actions and see
which of them would make me the best wife, in case
I were old enough to be married.”
Wallace felt some little curiosity to observe whether the

children

would

smile-at

the

oddity of

this supposition, but they did not. They all sat
still and listened with an air of the most serious and
profound attention.
“There was one girl,” continued Wallace,
“named Cordelia. Her countenance wore a very
animated and beaming expression, and the tones of
her voice, and her laugh, were so full of joyousness,
that it was a constant pleasure to hear her.
I thought she must have a very contented and
happy disposition. I determed to watch her and
see what she would do.
“The wind biew very fresh when the steamboat
moved from the wharf, and as it was early in the
morning, 1t was rather cold. Mr. James found a
place where he could pin up his cloak upon some
awning-posts, and so make a sort of shelter. It
was very dificult to pin up the cloak, on account of
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the force of the wind, but finally, he accomplished it,
and when it was done, a great many of the girls came
eagerly and gathered behind it, to enjoy the shelter.
Cordelia, however, was not there. There was not
room for ail, so she took a seat upon a camp-stool,
in the best place that she could find. By-and-by,
when the steamboat came pretty near to the end of
the voyage, all the girls who had been behind the
cloak, jumped up and ran forward to see the landing.
Mr. James then tried to take down the cloak, but
the wind flapped it in his face, and he could not
find the pins. Cordelia, seeing this, came over to

‘Why, Mr. James,’ said she, ‘ you took
help him.
all these pains to make a shelter for them, and now
they have every one gone off and left you to take
down the cloak alone!’ ”
“Why did you not go and help him, Mr. Wallace?” asked one of the little girls who was listening to Wallace’s story.
“T did,” said Wallace, “and got there just in
time to hear what Cordelia was saying to Mr.
James. I then said to myself, ‘Yes, she would
make a good wife. She is considerate, grateful,
and kind-hearted.’
“Some time after this,” continued Wallace,
“after we had been up to the top of the Palisades,
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and had come down again to the shore, we were all
amusing ourselves in a little cove by the bank of
the river. Two of the boys were standing on the
edge of the water, building a pier with small flat
stones. One of them stood where the rippling
waves dashed up over his feet, so as to wet his
shoes and stockings. The ‘girls were sitting in
various places on the rocks around, looking on with

interest and
pier.

pleasure, while

the boys built their

They seemed to be amused at seeing Thomas

get his feet so wet. Cordelia, however, looked
anxious and distressed. ‘He ought not to do so,’

said she, speaking to herself; ‘his shoes will be
spoiled, and they are new ones that his mother
bought for him yesterday.’ I heard her say this,
for I was near by, although she did not know it;
so I said, to myself, ‘Yes, she will make a good
wife. She is thoughtful and considerate, and careful of property.’
“By-and-by we got through our visit at the
We sat
Ferry, and set out on our return home.
upon the deck of the steamboat, looking at the
beautiful scenery on the shores of the river. The

wind had gone down, and the weather was delightful. The beams of the sun, however, were very
powerful, and the girls of the party seemed all very
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tanned. They were covering their faces very carefully with their veils. Cordelia had a bouquet of
beautiful wild flowers, which she had collected on
the Palisades, and she took her green veil off from
her bonnet, and covered her flowers with it, hoping
by that means to protect them from the sun till she
could get them home. I observed her and said to
myself, ‘Yes; I like Cordelia. She values and enjoys the beauty which she sees around her, and
thinks but little of her own.’”
Just then Madeline started up suddenly, and
clapping her hands, called out—
“Why here comes Mary Bell!” The party all
turned in the direction where Madeline was looking,
and there they saw Mary Bell and another girl
coming up the path together. Mrs. Bell had become very much.better, and having accidentally
heard of the celebration, had urged her daughter to
go up to the Peak, and enjoy at least a part of the
Thus a very important accession was
pleasure.
made to Wallace’s party. He enjoyed himself very
much in talking with them all, and in rambling
about and telling more stories, for about an hour,
till Caroline returned with her company from the
waterfall, and then they all went down the hill.
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Asout a week after the celebration at the Peak,
Wallace formed a plan for a ride. He procured
two large covered waggons, and with Beechnut’s
assistance, he arranged three comfortable seats in
them. Each of these seats would accommodate
three passengers, so that the whole party was to
consist of eighteen persons. It was expected that
by means of this arrangement, so many could be
together in one vehicle, that they would have very
merry times as they rode along.
The whole party set off in the afternoon, immediately after dinner. Beechnut was to go, and he
had charge of one waggon, while Wallace had
charge of the other. The day was delightful, as
the sky was clear and the air was cool. The country, too, was very beautiful, though robed, of course,

at this season of the year, in brown, autumnal
colours. The party took a road which led along
the bank of the river, up the stream. The road
conducted them through a wild and romantic valley,
which presented everywhere a great variety of en-
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chanting prospects.
Sometimes lofty precipices
were seen towering over the road upon one hand,
while the river meandered in a foaming torrent
along its rocky bed on the other. Then, perhaps,
after going on amid such scenery as this for atime,
they would suddenly enter a wood, dark, sombre,
and solitary, with birds singing in prolonged and
varied notes, on the tops of distant trees. After a
short time again, the party would emerge from the
wood as suddenly as they had entered it, and find
themselves in the midst of fertile fields of ripened
corn, or of orchards, with vast multitudes of rosecoloured or golden coloured apples, adorning the
trees. Whenever among these orchards the children observed a tree upon which the apples appeared
to be particularly sweet and juicy, they stopped to
eather some of them. The farmers would always
allow them as many as they wished to take.
They went on thus very pleasantly, all the party
enjoying the ride very much, until they had reached
the end of their excursion, and were about setting
out on their return; and then a difficulty occurred
of a somewhat singular character, which resulted,
in part, at least, from what had taken place at the
celebration on the Peak. At the time when this
difficulty occurred, the party were, in fact, only
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about two miles from home.in a straight line—and
yet they could not get home without riding ten or
twelve miles. The reason of this was, that after
going up the river five or six miles, they had crossed
the river by a bridge in a lonely place among the
mountains, and had then come

down on the other

side, until they were nearly opposite to the place
from whence they had started. As, however, the
river was between, and as there was no bridge nearer
than the one that they had come over, they could
not get home without going back by the way that
they came. It is true, there was a ferry across the
river, as well asa bridge ; but the ferry was several
miles below where they were, so that the best way
to return was undoubtedly by the bridge. Thus the
party were now, by the road, ten or twelve miles

from home.

\

The object of the excursion had been to ascend a
high hill which was situated in this region, and
which commanded a very extensive view. The
party ascended the hill, and enjoyed the prospect,
and were now on their return.
Beechnut, with the waggon which he was driving, was in advance. The two waggons were accustomed to keep at some distance apart, in order
that the one which was behind, might not be incomK

1380

MARY BELL.

moded by any dust that might be raised by the
other. Beechnut and his party were, accordingly,
so far in advance that they only appeared in view
from time to time, at a distance, along the road.
The waggon in which Wallace was riding, followed.
Parker was driving it. He sat, of course, on the
front seat. Caroline sat upon one side of him, and
Augusta upon the other. Mary Bell and Madeline
were upon the middle seat, and Wallace sat behind.
The curtains of the waggon were rolled up, so that
all the party had an unobstructed view on every side.
At length, in passing by a farm-house, Caroline
said that she was thirsty, and she proposed to Pare
ker to stop in order that they might all get a drink
of water.
“Wallace will get us the water,” said she, “ for
he can get out most easily.”
“ Yes,” said Wallace; “I can get out very
easily, indeed.”
So saying, and, in fact, before Parker had wholly
stopped the horses, Wallace got out at a sort of
side-door, which was between the second and third
seats, where there was an izon step leading to the
ground. He walked up towards the farm-house,
which was at a little distance from the road, to ask

for some water.
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He knocked at the door, and a little girl came
to see who was there. Wallace asked her if she
_ would be good enough to give him a mug of water.
She answered with much alacrity that she would
go and get some. She then went into the house
again, leaving Wallace at the door.
Wallace turned round and looked towards the
waggon, which remained all this time standing in
the road. It was too far off for him to speak, but
he waved his handkerchief to indicate to the party
that things were in proper train for getting some
water. He remained standing in this position at
the door for some time, until at length he began to
wonder what the girl in the house was doing.
The fact was, that the girl found, on looking at
the water-pail, in'the house, that the water in it
had been standing for some time; and not wishing
to offer any but good cool and fresh water to so
genteel-looking a stranger as Wallace, she had con. cluded to go to the spring and get some more. It
was this that occasioned the delay.
While she was gone, and Wallace remained
standing at the step, Madeline saw a flower growing by the roadside, and she asked Mary Bell to
let her get out.and gather it.
_“Oh-no, child,” said Caroline, “ sit still; Wal-
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lace will be back very soon, and then we shall want
to proceed directly.”
“Oh, let her get out,” said Parker; “ after
Wallace brings the water, and we have all drank,
he will have to go back to the farm-house with the
mug’, so that there will be plenty of time.”
“Yes,” said Mary Bell, “and I will get out
with her, and so help her to get back again.”
Accordingly, Mary Bell and Madeline got out
together. Madeline climbed very slowly down the
step; and just as she reached the ground, she saw
Wallace coming down the farmer’s yard, with the .
mug of water in one hand, and a tumbler in the
‘other.
Madeline found several flowers, one after another,
growing in the grass; and she remained gathering

them until all in the waggon had had their drink.
Wallace then offered some water to Mary Bell, and
finally, after she had drank, he began to go back
towards the house with the mug and the tumbler.
Madeline did not wish for any water; she was too
much occupied with her flowers to be thirsty.
“ Come, Madeline,” said Mary Bell, “ we mus‘
get in.”
“ Yes,” said Madeline, “in one minute, here is
one more flower that I want to get.”

THE

WAGGON

RIDE.

183

“We shall have to wait for her,” said Caroline;
“TI knew we should.” Then suddenly, as if a new
thought just struck her, she added, “ Drive on,
Parker; let us run away from them a. little
way.”
So Parker began to drive on. Caroline looked
round to see what Mary Bell and Madeline appeared to think of being thus left behind. Madeline, she observed, looked a little frightened; but
Mary Bell stood quietly by the roadside, smiling,
and seeming to be entirely at her ease.
Caroline, seeing that Mary Bell appeared so unconcerned, directed Parker to drive forward, saying,
“We will go on far enough to frighten her a little,
~ at any rate.”
Besides she just then saw Wallace coming down ~
from the farm-house, and she determined at once
that it would be good fun to teaze him and Mary
Bell a little, together.
She was good-natured
about it, it is true, intending only a little harmless
pleasantry; and yet there was, after all, a slight
tinge of jealousy and ill-will in the state of her
feelings. She could not help fancying that Wallace liked Mary Bell better than he did her, and
she had not entirely forgiven his coolness in not
vishing to accompany her on the excursion to the
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waterfall, at the day of the celebration upon the
Peak. When she came back from the waterfall,
and found that Mary Bell had come up the mountain and joined Wallace and his party during her
absence, she could not help suspecting that there
had been some secret understanding between them
She was, howin respect to Mary Bell’s coming.
ever, wrong about this. Mary had not had the

least idea of coming up until half an hour before
she left home, and Wallace had no thought what-

ever of seeing her. The meeting was wholly accidental.
The occurrences, however, left a trace of dissatisfaction and displeasure upon Caroline’s mind, and
caused her to be more willing to make some amusement for her party now, at Mary’s expense.
“ Drive on,” said she to Parker; “let us see
what they will do.”
Mary began to feel a little troubled. Just then
Wallace came to the place where she was standing.
“They are going to run away from us,” said
she.
“ Never mind that,” said Wallace, “ they will
not run very far, I think.”

And then, in order to

show to Caroline’s party that he was not very
much concerned at being thus left behind, he began
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to examine Madeline’s bouquet, assuming all the
time a very unconcerned and contented air.
“ What pretty flowers !” said he.
“Yes,” said Madeline; “but they are leaving
us behind.

Come, let us run.”

“Oh, no,” said Wallace; “ we will walk along
quietly. They will stop for us pretty soon.”
So Wallace began to walk along the road very
composedly, following the waggon and talking with
Mary Bell. The horses were walking along slowly,
too. The company in the waggon were looking
back at them, laughing and making burlesque bows
of salutation.
Wallace took off his hat, and made very polite
‘ bows in return.

“ We had better run,” said Mary Bell; “ they
will not stop for us, unless we run and overtake
them. That is what they want to make us do.”
“ Well,” said Wallace, “ if you wish it.”
So they began to run.
“They are coming, Parker,” said the children
“ Whip up;
in the back part of the waggon.
they are coming, and they will catch us.”
“Yes, whip up, Parker,” said Caroline, “ or they
will catch us.”
So Parker whipped up his horses, and soon got
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them into a canter, which, of course, carried them
forward much faster than Wallace and Mary Bell

could run.

So Wallace stopped.

“ You see it is of no use to run,” said Wallace.

“We will walk along quietly, until they get tired
of their nonsense, and then they will stop.”
“T hope you are having a very pleasant walk,”
said Caroline, calling out from the waggon. This
call was responded to by all, with long and loud
peals of laughter. Wallace waved his handkerchief,
as if in acknowledgment of Caroline's kind wishes,
and sauntered slowly along by the side of Mary
Bell.
“Tll pay her for laughing at us, sometime or
other,” said Madeline.
“They are walking along together as if they
enjoyed it,” said Caroline, in the waggon.
“ But
we will make them alter their opinion before we let
them get in again, won’t we, Parker?”

“Yes,” replied Parker, “that we will.’
“Whip up,” said Caroline; “let us make them

run a little.”

2

Parker whipped the horses and made them trot
on for a considerable distance.
Wallace and his
party were left very far behind.
“Well,” said Wallace, “I don’t see but that we
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shall be obliged to give it up. Let us sit down on
this stone and consider what to do.”
There was a large stone by the side of the road
at this point, and Wallace leading the way, they all
three went and sat down upon it. Mary Bell and
Madeline both began to look tired and anxious.
“There!” said Mary Bell, as soon as they were
seated on the rock, “they have stopped. They are
going to let us get in. Let us go.”
Wallace and his company accordingly all rose
from their seats, went into the road again, and
began to hurry along towards the waggon.
Butas
soon as Parker and Caroline saw them coming, they
whipped up the horses again, and went on as fast
as ever.
Wallace and his party then slackened their pace,
knowing well that they could not overtake the
horses by running after them, and began to consider
what to do.
“They have made us walk now,” said Wallace,
“about half a mile, and that is far enough for any
reasonable allowance of joking. I think that the
best plan for us is to give it up and not to try to
overtake them any more.”
“ But then how shall we get home?” asked
Mary Bell. “It must be ten miles or more.”
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“Tt is ten miles round by the road,” replied
Wallace, “but we might go the other way, and get
across the river by some means or other. It cannot be more than two or three miles in a straight
course.”
“ But we cannot get across the river,” said Mary
Bell.
“Qh yes,” said Wallace.

:

“I can get you across

in some way or other. Or if I cannot do that, I
can get another waggon of some of the farmers
here, and take you home round by the ferry.”
Mary Bell did not know what to say to this proposal.
She was silent, and seemed much perplexed.
“There is one other plan,” said Wallace, after a
short pause. “I think it possible that Caroline and
Parker will allow you and Madeline to get into the
waggon, if Z will keep back. Which should you
rather do—get into the waggon without me, or
stay with me and get home in some other way ?”
Mary Bell hesitated. Presently she said that
she would rather stay with Wallace, if she could
choose; but she thought that perhaps it would be
better for her to get into the waggon, if they would
allow her to do so.
“Very well,” said Wallace, “we will try.”
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So saying, Wallace took out his white pockethandkerchief and tied it by one corner to the end
of his cane, as a signal that he wished to communicate with the party in the wageon. He waved
it in the air, and then gave it to Madeline that she
might go forward a little way, while he and Mary
Bell remained stationary. He hoped that Caroline
would understand that this was a signal that Madeline had a message to communicate to her. Wale
lace also gave Madeline her message, with directions to go forward and communicate it in case the
waggon should stop.
“What is that?” said Caroline, in the waggon.
“Tt isa flag of truce, I verily believe. I thought
that we could bring them to terms. Madeline is
bringing it. Stop, Parker, and let us hear what
they have to say.”
So Parker reined in the horses, and in due time
Madeline reached the waggon. As soon as she was
near enough to speak, she addressed Caroline as
follows :—
“Wallace says he wants to know if you are not
willing to let Mary Bell and me getin? and he says
that he will stay back, and that then you may make
him walk three times as far as you were going to

make us all walk; and that will be the same thing.”
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Caroline and all her party laughed very heartily
at this proposal. The whole affair was to them
nothing but amusement

and pleasure;

and,

as i¢

usually the case with those who amuse themselves
at the expense of other people, they were entirely
unconscious how much pain and distress they occasioned to the sufferers. They held a short consultation on the proposal which Madeline had

offered,

and then sent back word to Wallace, that they
were willing to let Madeline get in, but not Mary
Bell. Madeline, accordingly, returned with the
flag of truce, and delivered it back to Wallace with
Caroline’s reply.
“ Well,” said Wallace, “then you may go and
get in, Madeline, or you may stay with us, whichever you please.”
“Stay with us, Madeline,” said Mary Bell.
“Well,” said Madeline, “TI will.”
So Wallace put his handkerchief back into his
pocket, and then took Madeline by the hand and
walked along with her leisurely, by the side of
Mary Bell. He did this to indicate to the party in
the waggon, that he concluded not to accept their
offer to admit Madeline into the wageon alone.
“Well,” said Wallace, after going on in this
manner a few minutes longer, “I think that we
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have followed them long enough; and now if they
do not stop before they pass that next bend in the
road, I shall then turn round and walk the other way.
“ Well,” said Mary Bell, “Tam willing. Only,”
continued she, after a short pause, “they will stop

pretty soon when they find that we are not coming,
and wonder what has become of us.”
“Yes,” said Wallace.
“And after they have waited some time,” said
Mary Bell, “(and we don’t come, they will be very
much frightened.”
“Yes,” said Wallace, “they deserve to be.”
“ And they won’t know what to do,” said Mary
Bell; “ they won’t dare to go back without us,
and leave us here ten miles from home. What will
they do?”
“T don’t know,” said Wallace. “They must contrive a way themselves to get out of their own perplexities. It is as much as we can do to get out of
ours. I don’t think it is worth while for three persons on foot, who have been deserted ten miles from
home, to trouble themselves much about how those
who deserted them, and who have a waggon and a
yood pair of horses, dre to get home.”
By this time the waggon began to disappear
round a turn in the road, at a little distance from
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the place where Wallace and his party were walk=
ing.
As soon as it had fairly gone out of view,
Wallace

immediately

turned

round,

with

Mary

Bell and Madeline, and began to walk the other
way.
Mary Bell began to feel very seriously troubled
and distressed. She knew very well that the responsibility and the duty of extricating them all
from the unpleasant situation in which they were
placed, devolved upon Wallace, and consequently,
that it was very reasonable that his judgment
should be allowed to determine what was to be
done. She was, however, extremely unwilling to
give up yet all hope of getting back into the waggon. She thought, too, that Parker and Caroline
would certainly stop for them very soon. So she
ventured timidly to ask Wallace if he was not
willing to go on a little further.
“Why, Mary Bell,” replied Wallace, “I am extremely unwilling to refuse anything you ask of
me; but I think we have followed them long
enough.
Besides,” he continued, after pausing a
moment, “I think, on the whole, it is actually

better for you that I should act contrary to your
wishes in such a case as this; for then you do not
incur any part of the responsibility. You can tell
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your mother when you get home, that you went on
following the waggon as long as I was willing to
go; and that you wished to go on longer, but that
I would not consent. And so, if there is any blame,
it will come wholly upon me.”
Mary Bell, finding that she could do no more,
resigned herself to her fate, which was to be wholly
dependant upon Wallace’s ingenuity and energy
for the means of getting home. She began to find,
in fact, that it was very pleasant to be in such a
situation, now that her mind was relieved from all
sense of responsibility in respect to it. So she
walked along with a very light and happy heart,
not knowing, and not carmg much what Wallace
was going to do.

CHAPTER

IX.

GETTING HOME.

Iw justice to Caroline, it must be admitted that,
in inducing Parker to drive on as she had done,
thus compelling Wallace and Mary Bell to walk
behind for so great a distance, she was wholly unaware of the degree of pain whick she was occa‘
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sioning them. The running away from them was,
of course, quite amusing to herself, and to all who
were comfortably seated with her in the waggon,
and they did not consider how much solicitude and
mortification it caused to those who were the sufferers by it. There are a great many circumstances
which combine to make such an affair seem very
different to the two parties that are concerned in it,
and to prevent the one from understanding how it
really affects the other.
There was, for example, in this case, a kind of
suspense and solicitude, weighing all the time
upon the minds of Wallace and Mary Bell, which
Caroline, since she did not share it, did not consider.
She herself had the power to put an end to the
affair at any time. She was, in fact, almost every
minute intending to stop the waggon ; and, therefore,
although she did not thus stop, yet the thought that
it was in her power to do so, gave a sort of compo-

sure to her mind, which was in strong contrast with
the uncertainty, and the consequent solicitude and
anxiety, which Mary Bell suffered, who was wholly
in the dark in respect to the termination of the diffi- »
culty, and could not tell at all when her troubles
would end.
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from the place where Wallace and his party were
walking, Caroline asked Parker to stop and wait
till they came in sight again.
“ And, in fact,” she continued, “ we may as well
L
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stop and let them get in now. We will not make
.
them walk too far.”
So Parker stopped the waggon. Caroline and
the party waited in it a few minutes, talking together at their ease, and looking for Wallace anc
the two girls to appear. They all sat with their
heads turned back, watching for some time in vain,
when Parker said, at length,
“Why don’t they come?”
“T don’t know,” said Caroline. “Perhaps they
have got tired, and are sitting down to rest. They
will come pretty soon.”
So they waited in the waggon some time longer,
but nothing appeared.
“ Jump down, Parker,” said Caroline, “and run
back to the turn of the road, and see what has become of them.”
Parker did so. When he reached the turn of the
road, he stood there a minute or two looking earnestly along the road beyond, and then turned and
eame slowly back, saying, as he approached the
waggon—
“T cannot see anything of them.”
“They have gone to hide somewhere in the
bushes,” said Caroline, “to teaze us and frighten us.
But they will find they are mistaken. We will
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wait here a little while, and then if they don’t come,
e will go home without them.”
So Caroline and her party waited ten minutes,
ut Wallace did not come.
“How provoking it is!” said Caroline. “It is
four o'clock, and time that we were on our way
home. Ihave a great mind to go on, and leave
them altogether.”
“Then

how

could

they

get

home?”

asked

Parker.
“T don’t know,” said Caroline, “ and I don’t care.
They have no business to keep us waiting so long.
Suppose you go back and call for them,” she added,
after a moment’s pause: “perhaps they will hear
you, and answer.”
“Tet us turn the waggon round and ride back,”
said Parker.
“Very well,” replied Caroline, “that will be
better.”
So Parker drove on a short distance until he
came to a broad place where he could turn the
wageon. He then drove ‘back slowly along the ©
road, all the party looking, intently, and eagerly
into the forests
on either. hand, and calling out,
sometimes one, and sometimes the other,
“ Wal—lace! Wal—lace!”
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And then again,
“Ma—ty Bell! Ma—ry Bell!”
The sounds of their voices were echoed back
from the mountain sides, but there was no other
responding.
They now began to be, in their turn, quite seriously troubled. It was getting late, and it was
obviously imprudent to remain there much longer,

as they had now but little more than the necessary
time to get home before dark. But then, on the
other hand, the idea of going away and leaving
Wallace and Mary Bell, and especially such a child
as Madeline, in so lonely a place, and so far from
home—ten

miles at least, measured on any practi-

cable road—seemed wholly out of the question.
They even thought it possible that the missing
party might have strayed away into some by-road,
and so got lost in the woods. Thus, they began to
be very seriously anxious and concerned, and were
utterly at a loss to know what to do. They finally .
concluded that they must not remain any longer
where they were, and Caroline proposed that they
should drive on homeward as fast as possible in
hopes of overtaking the other waggon, so as to tell
the story to Beechnut, and procure his aid; for it
was to Beechnut’s judgment and sagacity that the
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ultimate appeal was made in all desperate emergencies. The parties in the waggon all approved of
this plan, and so Parker, turning his horses’ heads
in the direction of home, drove forward as fast as

possible.
In the mean time, Wallace and Mary Bell, accompanied by Madeline, walked at their ease
along the road down by the river. It was a very
pleasant afternoon, and the road soon leaving the
woods, led them along the bank of the stream,
where they had upon one side a beautiful view of
the water, while upon the other there was a green
field, bounded at a little distance by the margin of a
grove. The place was very beautiful, though very
wild and solitary, and Mary Bell and Madeline,
having now given up all thoughts of rejoining the
party in the waggon, and having full confidence
that Wallace would contrive some safe way or other
for getting them home, enjoyed their walk very
highly, talking with each other and with Wallace
as they rambled along.
Madeline sometimes
stopped to watch the fishes, swimming in the
water: she could see them very distinctly as she
looked down from the top of the bank into the
clear stream, which was rendered doubly transparant now by the brilliant rays of the autumnal
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sun reflected from the yellow sands at the bottom,
Sometimes she gathered new flowers to add to her
bouquet; and once she went down the bank to the
margin of the water to get a round smooth stone
which she saw there, and which she thought would
make an excellent “ warming-stone.” What Madeline meant by a warming-stone, was a sort of round
smooth stone, which she was accustomed to have in

the winter to heat before the fire, and carry, wrapped
in a flannel, in her lap, to keep her hands warm
when she went to take a sleieh-ride.
The river was not very wide, but the water was
pretty deep, though it flowed, in this part of its
course, in a smooth

and tranquil

current.

There

were distant farm-houses to be seen among the hills
across the river, some of which Mary Bell soon
began to recognize as houses situated not far from
the: place where Mrs. Henry lived.
She told
Wallace and Madeline that they were getting
neatly opposite Mrs. Henry’s. If they were only
upon the other side of the river, she said, they
could go directly home, and be there in a quarter
of an hour: but she did not see, she added, how
they were going to get across the stream.
“Oh, we shall have no difficulty in getting

across,” said Wallace,

“I have got the plan. all

GETTING

HOME.

151

formed. I am going to take you over in a
boat.”
“Tn a boat?” asked Mary Bell. “ How are you
going to get a boat?”
“T am going to take ours,” said Wallace.
He meant Mrs. Henry’s. There was a brook
which flowed into the river near Mrs. Henry’s house,
where Phonny and Madeline lived, and the mouth
of this brook formed alittle harbour, where there
was a boat-house and a boat. There was a very
pleasant beach along the river, near this place, the
same that Phonny and Madeline built a fire upon,
when they made maple sugar. Between the beach,
upon the shore of the river, and the brook, there

was a point of land where there was a great flat
stone, called the May-stone. The May-stone was
a famous landing-place for the boat, and the boat
itself was often left there, tied to a strong post
which Beechnut had set up upon the shore for this
very purpose. It was this boat which Wallace referred to.
“But our boat is upon the other side of the
river,” said Madeline.

“Yes,” said Wallace, “and I am going to get it.”
“But how are you going to get across?” asked
Mary Bell.
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“T am going to swim across,” replied Wallace.
“To swim!” repeated Mary Bell, somewhat
alarmed.
“Yes,” replied Wallace, “I can swim across
very easily, by taking off my jacket and my shoes.
I am going to find a good seat here somewhere for
you and Madeline, and then I am going down the
bank of the river a little way, until I find a-slab,
or a piece of drift wood of some kind or other, to
take over with me. Then I shall take off my shoes,
my cap, and my jacket, and tie them up in a bun-

dle, and fasten them upon the slab, up above the
water. Then I shall swim over the river, pushing
the slab before me. When I land, I shall put on
my

jacket, my cap, and

my shoes again, and walk

up to the house. There I shall take off my wet
cloths, and put on dry ones. Then I shall come
back to the shore, and take the boat and come over
here. Then you and Madeline can get in, and we
can all go across the river together.”
“That is a good plan,” said Madeline.
Mary Bell said nothing. She was, in fact, a
little afraid to have Wallace attempt to swim across
so broad a river.
Ina few minutes after this, the party came to a
rocky point upon the bank, and when they got to
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the lower side of it, they found that Mrs. Henry’s
house, and the mouth of the brook, and the May-

stone itself, were all in view.
“There ’s the boat,” said Madeline, clapping her

hands,
They all looked and saw that the boat was there,
upon the farther side of the May-stone, being
fastened, apparently, by the painter to the post
upon the shore.
The rope by which a boat is tied is called the
painter.
“ Now you must sit down upon the rocks here,”

said Wallace to Mary Bell and Madeline, “ while
I go down the bank a little way to find my slab.
Presently you will see me swimming out from the
shore, pushing the slab before me.”
“But you must keep my watch for me, Mary
Bell,” he continued, “ It would spoil my watch to

get it wet.”

So he took his watch out of his pocket, taking
the guard over his head at the same time. It was
a small gold watch, and very pretty.
Wallace
placed the guard round Mary Bell’s neck, and put
the watch into her hands; and she, after looking
at it attentively a moment, placed it securely within

her belt-ribbon.

She had never had a gold watch
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in her hands before, and was very much pleased to
be entrusted with, such a charge. Wallace then
took out his pencil-case, and gave her that also.
Madeline then wished to have something entrusted to her keeping, so Wallace gave her his
pocket-book, and also some silver money and some
keys. The money and the keys Madeline put into
her pocket, but the pocket-book she held in her
hand.
Just as these arrangements were completed,
Mary Bell seemed to observe something which
attracted

her

attention, on the other

side

of the

river.

“Who is that boy standing there?” she asked
at length, after a little pause. “ He has got a
dog, too. The dog looks like Carlo. I believe
it is Carlo: and if it is, the boy must be John
He is one of our neighbour’s boys, and
Thomas.
Carlo goes off with him sometimes to play.”
“ Then he can bring the boat over for us,” said
Wallace.
“Qh no,” said Mary Bell, “he is not large
He is a very small boy, no bigger than
enough.
Madeline.

It would

not be safe to trust him in

the boat.”
Then, after a moment’s

hesitation,

she added
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“T should rather trust Carlo. Carlo might perhaps bring the boat over.”
Wallace laughed outright at this idea. He supposed, in fact, that Mary Bell was joking.

“Tf Carlo only knew that I was over here,” said
Mary Bell, “and that I wanted the boat, to get
home, and if Thomas would put the end of the rope
in his mouth, he would swim across and pull the
boat after him. He is very strong.”
Mary Bell then standing up upon the rocks, and
perceiving that the boy on the other side had observed them, and was looking at them, called out
with a loud voice.
“John Thom—as!”
There came back in reply a prolonged and distant
“ Hal—loo!”
;
“Ts that you?” called Mary Bell.
The voice answered “ Yes,” ina tone loud, though
distant, and long drawn out.
“Shall I try to make Carlo come over?” said
Mary Bell to Wallace.
“Yes,” replied Wallace. “You may try, but I
do not think you can do it.”
Mary Bell then began to call Carlo by name
many times, in the tone and manner which she was
accustomed to use to him whenever she wished him
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to come—though it must be confessed that such
callings were usually in vain. In this case, however, her voice seemed to have a different effect.
Carlo had, in fact, a great contempt for play of
every kind, and he knew very well when children
called him merely out of idle caprice. When, on
the other hand, any real emergency occurred, and
there was any actual service to be rendered, he felt,
at once, the dignity of the occasion, and all his energies were immediately aroused. In this case, accordingly, as soon as he heard Mary Bell’s voice,
and perceived that she was separated from him by
the broad surface of the river, he supposed that it
was not a case of mere play. He looked wildly
across

the water,

barked,

ran this way

and that

along the edge of the May-stone, stopped suddenly
and looked at Mary Bell again, and then seemed on
the point of leaping into the water.
Mary Bell then called out again to John
Thomas—
“Untie the boat, John, and give Carlo the end of
the rope in his mouth.”
John Thomas obeyed, called to Carlo continually
while he did so, in order to keep him back from the
water until the rope was ready.
Carlo was very
much excited and very much perplexed. He ran

GETTING

HOME.

157

first to John Thomas and the boat, and then back

to the edze of the May-stone to take a look at
Mary Bell, darting continually from one place to
the other, and barking all the time. At length,
John Thomas got the boat untied. He brought it
round to the river side of the May-stone.
He then
offered the end of the rope to Carlo, saying, “Seize
it, Carlo!” pointing, at the same time, to the water.
Carlo seemed at once to understand. He seized the
end of the rope in his mouth and leaped into the
river. Mary Bell at the same instant began to encourage him by calling to him from the opposite
shore, while Madeline clapped her hands with delight, saying, “He is coming with the boat! He
iscoming! He is coming!”
As Carlo came on, aiming, as he did, directly
across the river, the current began to carry him
down the stream. Wallace and his party immediately began to move down too, so as to keep opposite to him all the time, in order to encourage and
cheer him, and also to prevent his wasting his
strength by attempting to swim up against the
stream. He came on very slowly, but in due time
he reached the shore. Wallace stood ready at the
margin of the water to take the rope. Carlo dee
ivered the rope to him as soon as he reached the
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land, and then scrambling up upon the beach he ran

to Mary Bell, and standing directly before her he
stopped and shook himself with such prodigious
energy that he sprinkled her all over.
“Why, Carlo!” exclaimed Mary Bell, running
back. “What adog you are! Who would think
that you had sense enough to bring a boat
over the river, and not have too anuch sense to
sprinkle your drippings all over me.’
The rest of the story is, of course, soon tala
The party crossed the river readily in the boat, with
Carlo in the bow. When they landed, Mary Bell
asked John Thomas how he came to be there.
He said that he had come to get a ride home with
her when the party should have returned from their
He did not expect, he said,
ride in the waggons.
that she would come home in a boat across the
river. He, of course, lost his expected ride, for
Mary Bell walked home. Wallace went with her,
and she gave him back his watch and pencil-case at
the door.
That evening, just after sunset, Madeline was
swinging upon the front-gate at Mrs. Henry’s house,
waiting for the waggons to come. We left Caroline, it will be recollected, very much perplexed. to
know what to do, and determined to ride on as fast
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as possible to overtake Beechnut in order to refer
the difficulty to him. Beechnut was, however, so
far in advance that it was very hard to overtake
him.
Parker drove as fast as he could, but he
reached the bridge, which was about half-way home,
before he saw anything of the foremost waggon.
At length, it came into view at some distance before
them. As soon as Parker was near enough to be
heard, he called out to Beechnut to stop, and Caroline then, without waiting to get nearer, called out
too, to tell him that they had lost some of their
party.

“How did you lose them?” asked Beechnut.
“Why they strayed away from us,” replied Caroline, “and did not come back. We waited until we
thought it was not worth while to wait any longer,
and then we came along.”
“How came they to stray away ?” asked Beechnut.
“Why, to tell the truth,” said Caroline, “we be-

gan it by running away from them.”
“Oh, aye!” said Beechnut, “that was the case
was it.”
“What had we better do?” asked Caroline.
“Who are they?” asked Beechnut.
The heads were so numerous in the two wag
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could

not tell

who

were

“Why, there was Wallace,” said Caroline,
“ and ——”
“Oh, Mr. Wallace was one, was he?” said
Beechnut.
“Yes,” replied Caroline.
“Oh, very well, then,” said Beechnut, “we have
nothing more to do about it. We will go on.”
“Why, what do you mean by that?” asked
Caroline.
“ Why, I mean,” said Beechnut, “that there is
no possible situation in which you can place Mr.
Wallace, but that he will take much better care of
himself, than you and I can take of him.”
So saying, Beechnut started his horses and drove
on.
‘When the waggons arrived near to Mrs. Henry’s
house,

Beechnut

turned off into another

road, to

take those who were in his waggon to their respective homes.
The other waggon was to go
directly by Mrs. Henry’s.
Caroline felt very
anxious and unhappy, though she could not help
hoping to hear something of her missing friends,
when she should get to the house.
Madeline saw them coming. “Now,” said she
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to herself, ‘I mean to pay them for hoping that we
were having a pleasant walk.”
The moment, therefore, that the waggon came
within hearing, and before, in fact, Caroline could
see who it was that was swinging on the gate,
Madeline called out, mimicking Caroline’s manner—

“T hope, ladies and gentlemen, that you are
having a very pleasant ride.”
“Why, Madeline,” exclaimed Caroline. “ How
did you get home? And have Wallace and Mary
Bell got home too?”
“Yes,” said Madeline, “long ago.”
“T am so glad,” said Caroline; “ but how did you
get home?”
“Guess!” said Madeline. She said this, however,
ina tone which plainly indicated that she did not

intend to tell.

So Parker drove on.

Early the next morning, a boy came to Mrs.
Bell’s with a note for Mary. She opened it and

found it was from Caroline.

It was as follows :—

“My pEar Mary Beii,—
“Tam so ashamed of myself for running away
from you yesterday, that I do not know what to say
ordc.
It was so ungrateful, when Wallace took
M
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so much pains to plan the excursion for us, and to
And then, too, to
get the waggons and the horses.
take advantage of his going away to get some water
for me. I cannot write a note to him, and I am
ashamed to speak to him about it, but I wish you
would tell him how badly I feel.
“ Your true friend,
“CaRoLINE KEEP.”

Mary Bell sent the note itselfto Wallace. When
Wallace had read it, he put it carefully into his
pocket-book, and said—
“ Well, Caroline is a noble girl after all.”

CHAPTER

X.

THE DRAWING-SCHOOL.

Ar one tume Mary Bell had a little drawing-school.
There were six scholars in her class, and they met
once a week in Mary Bell’s chamber.
stances which led to the eeunc
were these :-—

The circumof this class,
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One day when Beechnut was at work in Mrs.
Henry’s garden, Phonny and Madeline were playing keep-school in a corner of the yard. After continuing their play for some time, they proposed to
go out into the garden and see what Beechnut was
doing.
Phonny had been the teacher in the school, and
Madeline the scholar. They got tired of their play
' partly because Phonny compelled Madeline to sit
rather too long, by herself, upon a certain stone step
which was near at hand, as a punishment for some
imaginary offence against the rules of his school.
He forgot, as children very often do in such cases,
that though it was very good amusement for him to
send Madeline there, it was not very amusing for
her to stay there so long. Madeline became tired
after a little time, and as Phonny did not call her
back, she rose from her seat at length, of her own
accord, and walked away, saying that she did not
wish to play school any more. She said that she
was going out into the garden to see Beechnut.
So they both went out into the garden together.
Madeline happened to have her slate under her arm.
She had been using it in playing school.
Beechnut was at work in the garden putting a
little walk in order, by smoothing the surface of it,
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trimming the edges, and raking away the grass and
weeds. The walk led down towards a little brook
which flowed through the back part of the garden.
There was a smooth stone among, the shrubbery
near that part of the path where Beechnut was
working, which the children were accustomed to
use as a seat. Madeline sat down upon this stone.
As her eyes fell upon her slate she saw a little
drawing there, one which she had made for her
drawing lesson in the school. She thought that
she would go and show it to Beechnut, and ask
him if he did not think that it was pretty well done.
So she walked to the place where Beechnut
was at work, and holding the slate out to him, she
said,
aa
“See Beechnut!” °
Beechnut turned his eyes toward the drawing,
going on, however, all the time with his raking, and
said—
“Yes, I see. Did you do that?”
“Yes,” replied Madeline; “in Phonny’s school.
did it all myself—alone.”
“Tt is not every pupil that can say that of the
drawings that she shows,” said Beechnut, going on
with his work.
“What do you think it is?” asked Madeline.
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She wished to obtain from Beechnut some more
decided expression of his opinion in respect to her
drawing.
“A pair of tongs?” said Beechnut, speaking in
the tone of one making a guess.
“No,” said Madeline. And so saying, she began
to look at her drawing

again,

to see whether it

resembled a pair of tongs. “No,” she continued,
after thus looking at it a moment, “no, not that.
Look at it again.”
Beechnut stopped raking, looked at the drawing
@ moment again, and then said in the same inquiring tone.
“A tavern-sign between two tall posts ?”
No,” said Madeline, “not that.”
“A round-table on two legs, then,” said Beech~ nut, in'a tone of satisfaction, as if he thought that
now he had got it.
“No,” replied Madeline, “nothing like that.”
“Then I can’t guess,” said Beechnut despondingly.
“Tt is aman,” said Madeline. “There is his
head, and there are his legs,” she added, pointing,
as she spoke to the different parts of the drawing.
“Only I forgot his eyes, and nose, and mouth,”
continued Madeline, after a moment’s pause; and
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so saying, she sat down upon her stone again, and
began to work very industriously to put in these
features, so essential to the proper representation. of
a man.
“T forgot his face entirely,” said Madeline.
“You forgot something more important than
that,” said Beechnut.
“ What?” inquired Madeline.
“ His body,” replied Beechnut.
Madeline looked at her drawing again, and found
it true, as Beechnut had represented, that the body
was wholly omitted in her drawing. The legs grew
out directly from the head.
“Yes,” said she, “soTI have. Well, now Beechnut,” said she again, looking at her work a moment
with a very disconsolate expression of countenance,
“T wish you would draw me a man, and then I can
see how it ought to be done.”
Beechnut said that he would, and so taking
Madeline’s slate and pencil, he made, in a few
minutes, a very simple but spirited sketch of two
boys running.
One was running after the other
to get his cap. The foremost boy, who was running away with the cap, carried it upon the top of
a long pole which he held in the air. The drawing
was made in a very bold and free manner, and with
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_ very few strokes; but there was so much spirit and
expression in the figures and in the action, that
Madeline was very much amused with the work,
and ran off to show it to Phonny.
He
Beechnut could draw very well indeed.
had learned, as has already been stated, in France,
before he came to America.
After a little time, Phonny and Madeline came
back to Beechnut again, bringing the slate with
They came for the purpose of asking
them.
Beechnut whether he would not teach them to
draw.
“Oh, no!” said Beechnut, “I can’t do that;
but I'll tell you what I will do for you.”
“What?” asked Phonny.
“T will show you how that boy got his cap ;”
replied Beechnut.
“Well!” exclaimed Phonny and Madeline together, in a tone of great satisfaction.
So Beechnut took the slate and made another
picture on the other side of it, representing the re‘covery of the cap. The boy who was running
‘away with it had tumbled down, and. lay now extended on the ground. The pole was of course
down too, and the cap had fallen off from the end
of it—and the boy to whom the cap belonged, was
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in the act of picking it up. The boy who was get~
ting his cap again, was laughing, while the countenance of the one who lay extended upon the ground,
exhibited a most ludicrous expression of vexation
and distress.

Beechnut

gave the slate to Phonny when the

picture was finished, and returned to his work.
The picture amused the children for some time. At
length they put the slate down upon the stone, and
came to Beechnut to ask him why he was not willing to teach them to draw.
“Oh, there are two things lacking,” said Beechnut,
“What

are they?” asked Phonny.

“Why, I have not time, and you have not
patience,” replied Beechnut.
Phonny and Madeline both insisted that they
had a great deal of patience, or at least that they
would have, if he would teach them to draw.
But
Beechnut said that he could not undertake any
such thing.
“ But,” said he, “there is Mary Bell to teach
you to draw. She has gottime. You must form
a class of half-a-dozen, and go to her house on
Saturday afternoons.”

“Well,” said Phonny, “let us do it, Madeline.”
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“T think it would really be a good plan,” continued Beechnut, “if Mary Bell will consent;
and then I can do something myself, perhaps, to
help.”
“What could you do?” asked Phonny.
“Why I will sharpen the pencils; and then, on
rainy days, I will go round after the class, in the
great wageon, and carry them to the school.”
“Well!” said Madeline, “and come and get
us again at the end of the school?”
“Then, besides,” he
“Yes,” said Beechnut.
continued, “perhaps I would draw you some patterns. I would agree: to draw you patterns for the
tenth lesson.”
“Why not for the first?” asked Phonny.
“Oh, I should rather agree to draw them for the
tenth,” said Beechnut, “for by that plan I should
expect not to have to draw them at all.”
“Why not?” asked Madeline.
“Why, because,” rejoined Beechnut, “I don’t
suppose that you would have perseverance enough
to get to the tenth lesson. I suppose you would
draw two or three lessons, and that would be
the end of it.”
Phonny and Madeline were very earnest in assuring Beechnut that they certainly should have .
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perseverance enough to draw ten lessons, and more
too; and Beechnut said that he would agree to
draw a set of patterns, one for each of the class, to
be used for the tenth lesson, if the class should ever

get so far. He said, besides, that he would draw
up some rules for the class, if Mary Bell should
wish it.
“Oh, no!” said Phonny.
“Mary Bell would
rather make her own rules.”
“Very well,” replied Beechnut. “Just as she
pleases about that.”
Phonny and Madeline went immediately in, and
explained the plan to Mrs. Henry,

who

said that

she had no objection to it at all—but considered it,
on the other hand, a very excellent plan, if Mary
Bell was willing to have such aclass. Phonny and
Madeline went that very afternoon to ask her.
She laughed at hearing the proposal at first, and
said that she could not be a teacher; she knew too
little about drawing herself, she said, to attempt to
teach any other person.
Mary Bell could, in fact, draw very prettily.
She began to learn a number of years before
at Mary Erskine’s.
Mary Erskine was a girl
who lived at Mrs. Bell’s when Mary Bell was a
child, and who afterwards married a young farmer,
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and lived a mile or two from Mrs. Bell’s. It was
there that Mary Bell had begun to learn to draw,
and though she had had very little instruction, she
had continued to practise in a very careful and
attentive manner ever since,

and had made

great

progress.
In fact, patience and perseverance,
directed by good taste and sound judgment, will
enable a person to make great progress in almost
any attempted attainment, with very little aid from
others.
Still Mary Bell, though she would have liked
very well to have had such a class as Beechnut
proposed, was distrustful of her powers, and she
seemed very

reluctant

to undertake

the

charge,

until at length Phonny, in givmg an account of
Beechnut’s conversation, came to mention the: proposal that Beechnut had made, to write some rules
for the guidance of the class.
“Well,” said Mary Bell, when she heard that,
“perhaps I will take the class, if Beechnut will
make the rules.”

“But I told him,” replied Phonny, “that you
would wish to make your own rules.”
“Qh,

no,”

said Mary

Bell.

rather that he should make them.
Madeline must find scholars.”

“I

would

much

And you and

172

MARY

BELL

So Phonny and Madeline came home and told
Beechnut that the plan was all agreed to, and that
Mary Bell wished to have him make the rules, and
that they were to find the scholars.
“Very well,” replied Beechnut; “I will make
the rules this evening, and give them to you tomorrow. I will write them all down upon a piece
of paper.”
When Beechnut made this promise, he fully intended to have kept it, but he found in the evening
that it would be difficult to write all that he wished
to say, and so the next morning he told Phonny
and Madeline that he had thought of a better plan,
which was for them to invite Mary Bell to come
and take tea with them that afternoon, and then
for her to come out with them, after tea, into the
garden, where he was at work, and he would
explain fully, in words, to her the plan and arrangments which he proposed that they should
adopt.
He could explain everything, he said,
so much better in words than he could in writing.
This plan appeared very reasonable to Phonny
and Madeline, and it was accordingly adopted.
Mary Bell came and took tea at Mrs. Henry’s, and
after tea she went out with Phonny and Madeline
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into the garden to find Beechnut. The following
;
conversation occurred there :—
“Tn the first place,” said Beechnut, “I would
have only six in the class. Six are as many as
can stand together round you to see you draw;
and it is very important that they should see you
draw.”
“Yes,” said Mary Bell, “I think that six will be
enough.”

“ When they come together the first time,” continued Beechnut, “spend half an hour drawing six
patterns for them. These patterns must be some

little landscapes suitable for beginners. You can
draw six in half an hour—such simple lessons as
they need. You must talk to them a great deal
while you are drawing, explaining everything that
you do, and the reasons for it, so as to give them
as many directions as possible to guide them in their
own work.
“Then,” continued Beechnut, “give them all
pieces of paper of the same size, and also pencils
and everything else that they need, and set them
up at the table. It is very important to get them
seated high enough, so that their arms will rest
properly upon the table. They cannot do anything
without that.”
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“Then I shall have to get some cushions for the
younger ones,” said Mary Bell. _
“Yes,” said Beechnut, “ and big books; or perhaps you may find some low table in the house.
When they are all ready to begin,” continued
Beechnut, “you must tell them that they cannot
have but one paper for each lesson, and, therefore,
they must be careful in all they do upon it; and
that their work, when it is finished, must belong to
you.”
“To me?” said Mary Bell.
“Yes, to you,” replied Beechnut. “You must
claim all the drawings that they make, as your
property. Tell the scholars that you are going to
paste them into a big book, and keep them to look
at as long as you live.”
“Oh, no,” said Madeline, who was standing by
all the time, and listening to the conversation, “we
shall want, our drawings ourselves.”
“Well,” said Beechnut, “ Mary Bell can do as
she pleases. . I advise her, however, to let you draw
a picture for yourselves the last day, but to tell the
class that. the rest of the drawings that they make,
are tobe her’s. She can give them to you afterwards, if she pleases ; but if you know that they are

all to be at her disposal, you will be a great deal
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more careful in your work, and so make twice as
much progress in learning.
Then,”, continued
Beechnut, speaking again to Mary Bell, “when
the class are all ready to begin their drawing, tell
them that they are to draw one hour, all in silence,

unless you speak to them. In that case, of course,
they may answer. Otherwise they must not speak
a word.”
“Must not they ask me any questions?” said
Mary Bell.
Nobody
“No,” replied Beechnut, “not one.
can learn to draw until they can learn to work
industriously and patiently by themselves, without
having somebody looking over them all the time,
and encouraging them, and helping them, and coax-

ing them along.

They must learn to act inde-

pendently, and you may as well begin with them
at the beginning. You may speak to them, if you
please, if you see them doing anything wrong,
especially for one or two of the first lessons; but
the sooner you begin to leave them entirely to
themselves for the whole hour, the better it will be
.
for them.”
“Your six patterns,” continued Beechnut, “ will
. last your class six lessons, that is, six weeks, for you

will only have one lesson a week.”
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“Why, no,” replied Mary Bell, “ for there are
to be six scholars, and so all the six patterns will
be needed the first day.”
“That is true,” replied Beechnut, “ but by letting
the class change them among each other, they will
all have a new pattern the second day, and so on
for six days, without your having to draw any new
ones. Atthe end of that time, each of the class wil!

have drawn all the six patterns which you made at
first. But then, by that time you will have been able
to draw six more, for a second set, by drawing half
an hour at the beginning of every lesson. This second
set will be much more advanced than the first set,
for you will have had half an hour for each of the
patterns. The scholars will want to begin the
second set before they have finished the first, but
you must not allow them todoso. You must only
let them have one pattern for each day, and require
them to take pains with it, and to draw it as well
as they possibly can. Thus the first set of lessons
will last six weeks, and the second set six weeks,
which will make twelve weeks; and that is as long
as the class ought to be continued.”
“ Well,” said Mary Bell, when Beechnut paused,
“T am sure the plan is a very good one.”
“ And it is very easily executed,” said Beechnut.
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“Ifyou will carry it straight through just,as Thave
planned it for you, you will have a fine olass; and
they will learn a great deal about drawing.”
“T don’t think that I shall succeed very well,”
said Mary Bell, “but I mean to try.”
Mary Bell did try, and she succeeded admirably
well, She encountered, it is true, various difficulties,

many of which were entirely unforeseen; butas she
was patient and persevering, and also very firm and
decided, as well as good-natured and gentle, sho
overcame all the obstacles that appeared in the way,
and the class went on in a very pleasant and prosperous manner, ‘The lessons continued during the
whole twelve weeks.

The children understood that

the drawings that they made all belonged to Mary
Bell, to be disposed of, at the end of the class, just
as she should please; and thus they all took great.
pains with every lesson. Mary Bell concluded, on
the whole, however, at the end of the course, to

give back the drawings to the pupils themselves
again. So she numbered them all inorder, and pul
them up in neat envelopes, and gave each one het
own set to carry home and show to her father and
mother, ‘The parents were all very much surprised
indeed to see what excellent progress the children
had made,
x
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In fact, Mary Bell received, about two weeks
after the close of her class, a proof of the value

which the parents of her pupils attached to the instractions that she had given them, which afforded

hor a great gratification, She had been out one
afternoon just before tea, to take a walk, Tt was a
cold but still day in December.

When she came

in, she went up-stairs to put away her bonnet and
cloak, She found her mother up-stairs, sitting by a

fire in one of the chambers.

Her mother asked her

ifshe had found her parcel.

Mary Bell asked what

parcel.

Her mother

told her that there was a

parcel for her down in the sitting-room, Phonny
had left it there for her, she said.
“What is it?” asked Mary Bell.

“Ido not know,” replied her mother. “ Phonny

just came to the door and said that there was

something for you, and then he went directly away

“ How big is the parcel?” asked Mary Bell.
“Not very lange,” replied her mother. “Tt feels
pretty hard, but it is not very heavy.”

“T will go down,” said Mary Bell, “ and see what
itis.”
So saying, she ran down-stairs in search of her
parcel. She found, on opening it, that the article
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within, whatever it might be, was very carefully
put in several envelopes, one within the other. The

innermost of these envelopes was formed of a very
delicate kind of paper, called silk paper, on removing which there appeared to view a beautiful little
silver tumbler, very elegant in its form, and highly
ornamented with engraved borders and designs.
On examining these engravings, Mary Bell was
equally astonished and delighted. At the top there
was a beautiful wreath of flowers passing entirely
round the margin, except that on one side there
was an open space, in the middle of which there
was carved in ornamental letters the name “Mary
Bex.”
Below this there was a series of six small
landscapes extending around the tumbler, in the
centre of it, which, on examination, Mary Bell found
to be the very landscapes which she had drawn for
her class for their first set of lessons, only now, being
elegantly cut in the silver, they appeared extremely
beautiful. Below these landscapes, and passing
round the tumbler, near the bottom, was another
double wreath of flowers, or rather,two, connected
wreaths, the'lower one of which hung in six festoons,
leaving six small spaces, in which the names of
Mary Bell’s pupils were inserted in small and delicate letters. These names were—Alphonso, William,~
Augusta, Emma, Lucy, and Madeline.
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Within the tumbler was a little slip of paper, on
which was written—
“From the parents of Mary Bell’s pupils in
drawing.”
Mary Bell liked her tumbler very much indeed;
she, however, told her mother that she thought
Beechnut deserved it more than she.
“Why?” asked her mother.
“ Because,” said Mary Bell, “the drawing-class
was his plan, and he contrived all the arrangements
for me, and told me exactly what to do.”
“ Then I think,” replied her mother, “that you
had better show your silver tumbler to him, that he
may see what.a beautiful present he was the means
of procuring for you.”
Mary Bell did accordingly carry the silver tumbler, and showed it to Beechnut the next day.
Beechnut was very much pleased to see it. It
gave him, in fact, adouble pleasure. He was glad,
in the first place, that Mary Bell had received such
a present, and then he was still more gratified at
her coming: to show it to him.
THE

END.
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Playfellow.

ie

=

Books, continued.

S1x-SHILLING

By HARRIET MARTINEAU.

The English at the North Pole.

With

By JuLEs VERNE,

129 Illustrations by Rrov.

The
:

Field of Ice.

By JuLEs VeRN¥.

129 Illustra.

tions by Riov.

Phe Adventures of Johnny

ROUTLEDGE’S

Ironsides.

BRITISH

115 Plates.

POETS.

EpITEepD By Rey. R. A. WILLMOTT.
Illustrated by BirkeT

Chaucer’s

Foster, Sir Joun

Canterbury

CorBouLp.

Tales.

Gitpert, &c.

Illustrated

,

by § 0

Kirke White.
Illustrated by BrrKET Foster.
Southey’s Joan of Arc, and Minor Poems.
Herbert.
With Life and Notes by the Rey. R. A.
WIL-moTT.

Longfellow’s
Illustrations.

Burns’

Complete
Fcap. 8vo.

Poetical

Poetical

Works.

GILBERT.

Fairfax’s

Tasso’s

Works.

[Illustrated

Jerusalem

by

With
JouNn

Delivered.

Illus-

trated by CorBouLp.

Crabbe.

Illustrated by BrrKET FOSTER.

Moore’s

Poems.

Byron’s

Poems.

Foster,

&c.

Campbell’s
HARVEY.

Illustrated by CorsouLp,

JIlustrated by GiLBERT,

Poetical

Works.

&c.

WoLr,

[Illustrated by W.

Lover’s Poetical Works.
With a Portrait.
Rogers’ Poetical Works. With a Portrait.
Dryden’s Poetical Works, With a Portrait, &c.
Mrs. Hemans’ Poems.
Lord Lytton’s Poetical Works.
Lord Lytton’s Dramatic Works.

GEORGE

ROUTLEDGE’S

& SONS’

FIVE-SHILLING JUVENILE

BOOKS.

In fcap. 8vo and post 8vo, gilt, Illustrated by G1LBERT,
Harvey, Foster, and ZwEcKER.
\

s. d.

5

ROUTLEDGE

oO Children

of

Forest.

the

New

By Marryat.

Little Savage. By Marryat.
History of British India.
Lilian’s Golden Hours. By
Silverpen.

Sports

Boy’s Treasury of
and Pastimes.

of

Society.

and

Men

Women.

Dora and her Papa. Author
of “ Lilian’s Golden Hours.”

Great Battles of the British
Army.

The

Prince of the

House

of David.

Popular

Astronomy

Orbs of Heaven.

Once

upon

a Time.

and
By

Charles Knight.

White sHistoryof England.
The Winborough
Boys.
By Rev. H. C. Adams.

The Prairie Bird. By Hon.
C. Murray.

The Great Sieges

of His-

tory. With Coloured Plates.

Cooper's
Tales.

manders.
Plates.

The

With

Coloured

Family

Nights.

Com-

Arabian

Coloured Plates.

The Adventures of Robin

Holiday Stories. By Lady
Barker.

Letter
Knight.

Writers.

By

C.

Characteristics of Women,
By Mrs. fameson.

Memoirs

of

Celebrated

Female Sovereigns. By Mrs.
Fameson.

What Men have said about
‘Woman.

Wars.
By Y¥ames Grant.
With Coloured Plates.

The Story of the ReformaBy D’ Aubigné.

of Great

British Heroes in Foreign

The Pillar of Fire.
The Throne of David.
tion.

Memoirs

Half Hours with the Best

Entertaining Knowledge.

Extraordinary

Navy. WithColoured Plates.

Hood. With ColouredPlates.

The Queens of Society.
The Wits and Beaux
Pleasant Tales.

Great Battles of the British

Leatherstocking

Don

Quixote

With Coloured
Kronheim.

for

Boys.

Plates

by

Wroxby College. By Rev.
H.C. Adams.

By Lady Barker.
Boys.
Sunday Evenings at Home
By Rev.H.C. Adams,M.A.
First Series.
——
Second Series.

Memoirs
Women.

Nine

of

Celebrated

By G.P.R. fames.

Little

Goslings.

By Susan Coolidge.
Illustrations.

With

.

ae)
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ROUTLEDGE’S FIVE-SHILLING BOOKS
Little Wide-Awake
Barker.

for

I876.

By

Mrs.

5 a.

SALE

5

With 4oo Illustrations and Coloured Frontispiece.

Grimm’s

Fairy

Tales.

With

Coloured

Plates,

Crown 8vo, gilt.

Hans Andersen’s

Stories

and Tales.

80 Illustra-

tions, and Coloured Plates.

Walter

Crane’s

Picture Book.

Coloured Plates.

With 64 pages of

Cloth, gilt edges.

Country Life.
. by BirxetT

3

Illustrated by Poetry, and 40 Pictures

Foster.

What the Moon
ANDERSEN.

Saw, and other Tales.

By Hans C.

With 8o Illustrations,and Coloured Plates.

and Rhymes for Youthful Times. | With

Chimes

Coloured Plates.

(Uniform with ‘ Schnick-Schnack.”)

Buds and Flowers.

<A Coloured Book for Children.

(Uniform with “ Schnick-Schnack.”)
Small 4to, cloth.

A new Coloured Book for

Buttercups and Daisies.
Children.

With

Trifles for the Little Ones.

Schnick-Schnack.
Coloured Plates.

Small 4to, cloth,

(Uniform with ‘‘ Schnick-Schnack.”)

Small 4to, cloth,

With 108 Wood-

Watts’ Divine and Moral Songs.
cuts, engraved by CooPER.

Poems

Original

for Infant Minds. By JANE and

With Original Illustrations by the Best Artists, enA. Taytor.
graved by J. D. Coopsr.

Little

for

Lays

Little

Selected by J. G.

Folk.

With Original Illustrations by the best living Artists,
Warts.
engraved by J. D. COOPER.
4to, cloth, gilt edges.

Fishes, and

‘The Picture Book of Reptiles,
sects.

By the Rev J.G. Woop,

4to, cloth.

—____—_—___——_Woop, M.A.

G. Woop, M.A.

Day

ape
DULCKEN,

Birds.

With 242 Illustrations.

——_—_—__—_____———

Ha

M.A,

With

the

Rev.

J. G,

4to, cloth.

Mammalia.

for

250 Illustrations.

By the

With 250 Illustrations.

Stories

In-

By the Rev. J.
4to, cloth.

Young.

With full-page Plates by A, B. Houcuton.

By

Dr

°
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GEORGE ROUTLEDGE & SONS’
ROUTLEDCE’S FIVE-SHILLING BOOKS.
Aa supersroyat fey cloth gilt, price $e
bCourke
y Watts
"Old, i chatting,”
NessieandwaeJacktos”in
Anite
ia Rhyme, "The Multiplication Table
Waltercof Hctnres,
Crane's
New
ToyWave
Book,Cra: Containi 6ict4
:
s
designed
by
ert” One,Aly Mther™°"
Themy Shoe”
Farry teven,
thie LatTo
Beans
vo,
yee
Paty.”
"This
Pig Nols Ark'A BG.
Goody

Two-Shoes

Picture

Book.

Containing,

ogCHTeiicron
Ppai Wastin
aot coven
Rag SABC
Pas ion cobead
The Henny-Penny Picture Book. Containing
Bs anor: Reno Picture, Book Cotte
TheTag,Poll allParrot
Picture
Book, Conlae
Containing
Pazret.
Clete
Badke
pee te ro oe
Rouledge's
Coloured
ABOO Book,
Cosstng
aledasts
Colcured
ATE
Bodk
caer fey iene
am ech ACet
My Mother's

Pieture Book. , Contsining “My

and "The White Cat." Large 4to, cloth.

Containinge
os ad
shoe
aed
Pitre
atk
Coat
i
ae
et
is
aac
Our Nurse's Picture Book. Containing “Tom
z Maraty see
sure
Beans
tanceBeek.
cae ClgTo

‘The Red Riding-Hood Picture Book.

The Childs

Picture Book of Dome:

A

vals.

he, Onli. icturd Boo of Wad Aina

The

Child's

Picture

Pictures from Enj
Plates ov Knonatat

Book

of

History,
40, cloth.

Wild

Animals.

63 Coloured

JUVENILE BOOKS.
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FIVE-SHILLING Books, continued.

sid.

Containing ‘‘The 50

Routledge’s Scripture Gift Book.

Old Testament Alphabet,” ‘The New Testament Alphabet,”
So
ae
Huey of Moses,” and ‘‘ The History of Joseph.” Demy

4to, cloth.

Routledge’s

Picture

Containing

Book.

Gift

“ Nursery Songs,” “ Alphabet of Trades,” ‘‘ Nursery Tales,”
and ‘* This Little Pig.”’.

The Pet

Lamb

Picture

Book.

Toy Primer,” ‘“‘ The Pet Lamb,”

“The

Locks,” and “‘ Jack the Giant Killer.”

The Robinson

Containing ‘* The

Fair One with Golden

Crusoe Picture Book.

“Robinson Crusoe,” ‘‘Cock
and ‘‘ sop’s Fables.”

Sparrow,”

Containing

‘‘ Queer

Characters,”

ROUTLEDGE’S FOUR-AND-SIXPENNY JUVENILES.
A New

Series of Fuvenile

All well Illustrated, and bound

Works.
Binding,

in an entirely New

expressly designed for them.

LisT OF THE SERIES,

By WY.

Life of Richelieu.
Robson.

the

of

“Monarchs
By Walter

Main.

Thornbury.

Roger Kyffyn’s Ward.
G. Kingston.

W.H.

The

o’ War’s

Man

By

Bell.

By Lieut. C. R. Low.

The Orville College Boys.
Henry

By Mrs.

Wood.

Wonderful Inventions. By
Sohn

ZEsop’s

Timbs,

Fables.

Plates by H.

.

With

Weir.

The Illustrated Girl’s Own

The

Boy’s

Book.

The

Own

Country 4 6

By Miller.

Forest

Ranger.

Major Campbell.

By

°

Pleasures of Old Age.
Tales upon Texts. By the
Rev. H. C. Adams.

Pictures from Nature.
Mary Howitt.

Stephen

Younger.

Hunting

Scudamore
By A. Locker.

Grounds

Old World,

Watch

the-

End.

of

By

the
the

By

Thomas Miller.

Treasury.

:

In fcap. 8vo, cloth, gilt edges, price 4s. each,

Every Girl's Book.

By Miss LAwrorp.

Illustrations.

Every Little Boy’s Book.
With many Illustrations.

With many 40°

By EpmMunD RoutLepcsE.

0

2|2 GEORGE ROUTLEDGE & SONS?
r
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ROUTLEDCE’S THREE-AND-SIXPENNY REWARD BOOKS.
With Coloured Illustrations, gilt sides.
sods

36

Robinson Crusoe.
Sandford and Merton
Evenings at Home.
Swiss Family Robinson.

Edgeworth’s

Popular

Tales.

Moral

——
sistant.

Tales.

Parent’s

As-

——FEarly Lessons.

The Old Helmet.

By the

Auth
ofor
“The Wide, Wide
World.”

The Wide,

Wide World.

Edgar Clifton.

The Lamplighter.
Melbourne House.
Queechy.

Ellen Montgomery’s Bookshelf,

The Two Schoolgirls.
The Pilgrim’s Progress.
Gulliver’s Travels.
Andersen’s Fairy Tales.
The Arabian Nights.
The Adventures of Robin
Hood,

:

Don Quixote for Boys.
Captain Cook’s Voyages,

All the above have Coloured Plates.

MAYNE

REID'S

JUVENILE

BOOKS.

In fcap. 8vo, cloth gilt, with Illustrations.

36

Bruin.
The Boy Tar.
The Desert Home.
Odd People.
Ran away to Sea.
The Forest Exiles.
The Young YVagers.

The Young Voyageurs.
The
The
The
The
The

Plant Hunters.
Quadroon.
War Trail.
Bush Boys.
Boy Hunters,

ANNE BOWMAN'S JUVENILE BOOKS.
With Plates, fcap. 8vo, cloth gilt.

36

The Boy Voyagers.
The Castaways.
The Young Nile Voyagers.
The Boy Pilgrims,

The Boy Foresters. ,

Tom and the Crocodiles,
Esperanza.

The Young Exiles.

The Bear Hunters.
The Kangaroo Hunters.
Young Yachtsmen.

Among the Tartar Tents,
Clarissa. .
* Howtomake the Bestof It,

JUVENILE

Il

BOOKS.

ROUTLEDGE’S

THREE-AND-SIXPENNY JUVENILE BOOKS.
With

Sketches

and

Engravings, cloth gilt,

Anecdotes

of Animal Life.
. G. Wood.

By

Rev.

Grimm’s Home Stories.
Animal Traits and Characteristics,

By

Rev.

Wood,

My

F.

Friends.

Feathered

By Rev. ¥. G. Wood.

Schoolboy

G.

Honour.

By

Rev. H. C. Adams.

Red Eric.

By &. AZ Bal-

lantyne,

Man

of the

By Ballantyne.

Dashwood Priory.

~

By

Shak-

Tales. By Rev. H.C. Adams.

Rob Roy. By Yames Grant.
By dis.
Johnny Jordan.
Eiloart.

Ernie Elton, at Home and
at School.

Lost Among the Wild Men.
Percy’s Tales of the Kings
“of England.

Boys of Beechwood.

By

Mrs. Eiloart.

Papa’s Wise Dogs.
Digby Heathcote.

By

Wonder

Will Adams.
By Dalton.
Little Ladders to Learning.
B":to,

By ¥. G. Edgar.

kev. F. G. Wood's Boy’s
Own

Natural History Book.

Tales of Charlton School.
By the Rev. H. C. Adams.

Our Domestic Pets.

By

Rev. ¥. G. Wood.

History

for

Boys.

By

Boy

Life

Among

the

Old Saws new Set.

By

Indians.

the Author of “A Trap to
Catch a Sunbeam.”

Hollowdeil Grange.

Mayhew’s

Wonders

Science.

————.

of

Peasant - Boy

Philosopher.

Barford

Bridge.

By the

kev.

H. C. Adams.

The White Brunswickers,
By Rev. H.C.

Adams.

A Boy’s Adventures in the
Wilds of Australia.

By W.

Fowttt.

Tales of Walter’s Schooi

Book.

Ist ser’ 3s,

Men.

By Z.

Balderscourt; or, Holiday

Hawthorne’s

| Boyhood of Great Men.
Footprints
of
Famous

Harry Hope’s Holiday.

speare.

Kingston.

Cuts.

West.

Freaks on the Fells.

“Lamb’s Tales from

200 3 6

Saxelford. ByZ. ¥. May.
Old Tales for the Young.

. May.

R. M. Ballantyne.

Selborne.

¥. G. Edgar.

Louis’ School-Days.
Wild

| White's

Z

2nd series,

Days.
Adams.

By

Rev.

H.C.

The Path She Chose.

By

F.M.S.

The Gates Ajar.
A Country Life.
Howitt.

By W.

Stories for Sundays.
Rev. H.C. Adams,

By

°

' 2

GEORGE

as. d.

ROUTLEDGE

THREE-AND-SIXPENNY

JUVENILE Books,

3 6 The Child’s Country Book.
By
7.
Plates.

The

Miller.

By
7.
Plates.

Miller.

Coloured

By Mrs. Eiloart.

The Young Marooners.
Influence.
By the Author
of “A Trap to Catch a Sunbeast”?

Jack of the Mill.

By Ww

Howitt.

Manly.

Friend.

By

Florence Marryat.

Brigade.

By R. M. Ballantyne.

Edgar Clifton.
Stepping _ Heavenward,
and Aunt Jane’s Hero.

Valentin.

By

Henry

Kingsley.

With a Stout. Heart.

Opening a Chestnut Burr.
By the Rev. C. P. Roe.

What

By: Fame:

Tales of Nethercourt.

Grant.

By

Mrs. Sale Barker.

By Yames

Grant.

“Jack

continued.

Life in the Red

Book.

Uncle Tom’s Cabin.
Tom Dunstone’s Troubles.

Dick Rodney.

Sybil’s

Coloured

Child’s Story

& SONS’

Might Have

been

Expected.

By

fev. H. C. Adams,

THE GOLDEN RULE LIBRARY FOR YOUNG. LADIES.
Th cloth gilt, post 8vo, with full-page Illustrations,
price 3s. 6d. each.

3 6 The Four Sisters.
The Golden Rule.
Lillieslea.

Heroines of History.
Heroines of Domestic
Life.

The Village Idol.
The Doctor’s Ward.

Through Life and for Life.
Tell Mamma.

. Little Women.

What Can She Do?
Barriers Burned Away.
The Girls’ BirthdayBook.
Blanche and Beryl.
Miss Roberts’ Fortune.

In post 8vo, cloth, 3s. 6d. each.

THE

FOUQUE

FAIRY

LIBRARY.

A Collection of Dz ta Morte Fougu#’s most Popular Fairy Tales
Illustrated by TENNIEL, SELous, and others.

3 6 The Four Seasons,
Romantic Fiction.

| The Magic Ring,
Other Vols. to follow.

—_

=
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ROUTLEDCE'S ALBUM SERIES.
In cloth gilt, price 3s. 6d., beautifully

With roo Coloured Plates. 3 6

Otto Speckter’s Fables.

4to, cloth, gilt edges.

With

Sunday Album for Children.

Sir Joun GiLgBertT, and others.

With

The Boys’ and Girls’ Illustrated Gift-Book.

With 60 Plates

Book.

Fable

Picture

The Child’s

and others.

Wer,

many Illustrations by McConnett,

ri

by Harrison WEIR.

The Coloured Album for Children. With 72 Pages
of the Sagacity

Book

Picture

The

a

of Coloured Plates.
With 60 Plates by HARRISON WEIR.

of Animals.
18

le

‘‘ The Alphabet of

Containing ‘‘ The Farm

a

Containing

Child.

For a Good

Trades,” ‘The Cats’ Tea-Party,” and “Cinderella.”
Pages of Coloured Plates.

Routledge’s Picture Book.

With

i

Yard Alphabet,” ‘‘ The Alphabet of Flowers,’ and “‘ The Pretty
Name Alphabet.” With 18 Pages of Coloured Plates.

A

My

Darling.

Child’s

Album.

for

Present

‘‘ This

Containing

Little Pig went to Market,” ‘Nursery Tales,” and ‘‘Tom
Thumb’s Alphabet.”” With 18 Pages of Coloured Plates.

The

Good

‘‘ Red

Containing

Riding-Hood,” ‘‘ Mother Hubbard and Cock Robin,” and ‘‘ The
Three Kittens.” With 18 Pages of Coloured Plates.

With Plates by H. S. Marks.
Nursery Rhymes.
With Plates by H. S. Marks.
Nursery Songs.
With 72
Gift-Book.
Child’s Coloured
The
Coloured Plates.

Coloured Scripture Book.

The Child’s

With 72

Coloured Plates.

The Nursery
The Golden
Happy Child
Album for

72 Pages of Coloured Plates.
Album.
With 400 Illustrations.
Harp Album.
Life. With 24 Pages of Coloured Plates.
With 180 page Plates by
Children.

Mitrais, Sir JoHN GILBERT, and others.

Nursery

Popular

Tales.

J. D. Watson and others.

Child’s

Picture

Imp. 16mo,

Picture

A

With 180 Illustrations by

Imp. 16mo, cloth.

Book.

Story

Book.

cracker,” and other Tales.

The

Imp. 16mo, cloth,

With

180 Plates,

cloth.

Story

i

80 Plates by J. D. Watson,

Book of Trades.

t

A New Edition.

Routledge’s

s.d.

printed on toned paper.

Containing

300 Illustrations.

‘‘King NutImp. 16mo, cloth.

By THomMAs ARCHER.

14

GEORGE

ROUTLEDGE

s. a.

& SONS’
5

A Complete Manual of Manners.

3 6 Mixing in Society.

With 100 Illustrations,

Book.

The Children’s Bible
engraved by DauzigL.

A

Histcry

Handy

England

of

for the Young.

With 120 Illustrations, engraved by Dauz1EL.

With Rhymes by Tom Hoop.

Griset’s Grotesques.
Fancy boards.

The

Children’s

Plates.

Poetry

With 16 Coloured

Book.

Square, cloth.

Out of the Heart:
Hans ANDERSEN.

Spoken to the Little Ones.

With 16 Coloured Plates.

The Nursery Picture Book.

By

Cloth.

With 630 Illustrations.

Folio, boards.

- -ROUTLEDGE’S COLOURED PICTURE BOOKS.
In super-royal 8vo, cloth gilt, price 3s. 6d. each,
on linen, 5s. each.

THIRD

SERIES,

or mounted

containing

Happy Days of Childhood. | Hop o’ My Thumb.
Wide-Mouthed,
Gaping,
Sing a Song of Sixpence.
This is not kept on Linen.

j

ANIMALS

AND

Waddling Frog.

BIRDS,

containing

British Animals.
Singing Birds.

Wild Animals.
Parrots.

BooK OF ALPHABETS, containing
The Sea-Side Alphabet.
The Railroad Alphabet.
The Good Boys’ and Girls’ | The Farm-Yard Alphabet.
Alphabet.

KING LuCKIBBOY’S PICTURE BOOK, containing
The Old Courtier.
King Luckieboy’s Party.
Picture Book of Horses,
This Little Pig went to
Market.

Our PETS’ PICTURE

OF CARABAS’

by WALTER
Puss in Boots.
The Absurd A BC,

containing

Aladdin.
Noah’s Ark A BC.

The History of Our Pets.
Nursery Rhymes,
THE MARQUIS

BOOK,

PICTURE BOOK, with Designs

CRANE, containing
Old Mother Hubbard.
Valentine and Orson.

ee

SS
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BOOKS.

POETS.

BRITISH

(3s. 6d. Editions.)
Elegantly printed on tinted paper, crown 8vo, gilt edges,
with Illustrations.
Those marked * can be had elegantly bound in Ivor1neE, price 7s. 6d.

Longfellow.

(Complete.)

Cowper.
Milton.

sd.

* Lover’s Poems.
Book of Familiar

36

Quota-

tions.

Bret Harte.

Wordsworth.
Southey.
Goldsmith.
*® Kirke White.

* Leigh Hunt.
* Dryden.
Ainsworth.

* Spenser.
*® Rogers.

Burns.
Moore.
Byron.

Mrs. Hemans.

* Pope.
* James MOnSOHe
Scott.
Herbert.
Campbell.
Bloomfield.
Shakspere.

.* Chaucer.
Sacred Poems.
Choice Poems.
Shakspeare Gems.
Wit and Humour.
:
Wise Sayings.

Longfellow’s

Dante—

Paradiso.

Purgatorio.
Inferno.

Shelley.
Keats.

Coleridge.
L. E. L.
* Percy’s Reliques.
* Dodd’s Beauties of Shakesp eare.

The Christian Year.
Keble.
E. Allan Poe.
Longfellow’s Tales

a

(Complete

Inn.

Wayside

of

edition.)

The

Prose Works.
Mind of Shakespeare,

The

Comic

as Exhibited in his Works.

Poets

of the

Nineteenth Century.

ROUTLEDGE’S STANDARD LIBRARY.
In post 8vo, toned paper, cloth, 3s. 6d. each.

The Arabian Nights.
Don Quixote
Gil Blas.
Curiosities of

1,001
Poetry.

The
Literature.

By Isaac D’ Israeli.

Gems

spere.

of

Blackfriars

British 3 6
Shak-

Charles Knight.

Cruden’s Concordance.

GEORGE

16

STANDARD
s. a,

36

ROUTLEDGE

LIBRARY,

continued.

Boswell’s Life of Johnson.

Pope’s Homer’s

The Works of Oliver Goldsmith.

Routledge’s

Odyssey.

Book

Pronouncing

Modern

Anec-

English, Irish, Scotch.

Quotations, and Mottoes.

The

Things.

Sterne’s Works.

Book

of

Modern

Anecdotes—Theatrical,
gal, and American.

Extraordinary Popular DeFamiliar

Iliad and

Josephus
Book of Proverbs, Phrases,

The Family Doctor.
Ten Thousand Wonderful

Bartlett’s

of

dotes.

Dictionary.

lusions.

& SONS’

Le-

The Book of Table Talk.
By

Quota-

W.C.

Junius,

tions.

The Spectator.
Routledge’s
Modern

Russell.

(Woodfall’s edi-

tion,

Froissart’s Chronicles.
Charles Lamb’s Works.

Speaker.

(Centenary edition.)

1,001 Gems of Prose.

ROUTLEDGE’S THREE-SHILLING JUVENILES.
Under the above title Messrs. G. RouTLEDGE & Sons offer <x New

Series of Fuvenile Books, all well Illustrated, and well bound ina
New and Elegant Binding.

List

Dogs and their Ways.
Williams.

The

Holiday

Helen Mordaunt.

By

By the

Author of “‘ Naomi.”

Hours

and

Half

By Rev.

Walks ond

F.C.

Talks of Two

Schoolboys.

T. Miller.

Frank

Wildman’s

Guizot’s Moral Tales.
Voyage and Venture.
The Young Whaler.
By
Great Cities of the Middle
Ages.

Dawnings of Genius.
Celebrated Children.
Seven Wonders of the

Faery Gold.

By Henry

Chorley.

By

Adven-

The Travels of Rolando.
Great Cities of the Ancient
World.

Uncle

Tom’s

Cabin

for

Children.

tures,

The

in the J’ar

West.

World.

The Isiand Home.
Hildred the Daughter.
Hardy and Hunter.

Fred and the Gorillas.

Sports

Gerstaecker.

Romance of Adventure.

Play

Wild

By

Camp.

St. Fohn Corbet.

SERIES.

OF THE

Little Wide-Awake

for

I876.

By Mrs. SALE

Barker, with 400 Illustrations, fancy boards, 3s.

BOOKS,

ee ae

ger

~

at

JUVENILE

ROUTLEDGE’S ONE-SYLLABLE SERIES.
By Mary

Gopo.ruin,

In 16mo, cloth gilt, with Coloured Plates, price 2s. 6d. each.

Bunyan’s

Pilgrim’s

Pro-

gress.

Evenings at Home,

s. @.

Swiss Family Robinson. 2 6
Child’s First Lesson Book.

ROUTLEDGE’S HALF-CROWN JUVENILES.

ee

a

Feap. 8vo, Illustrated by the Best Artists, gilt, 2s. 6d. each.

Eda

By M. M. Bell.

Cousins.

Gilbert the Adventurer.
The Lucky Penny, and

other Tales. By Mrs. S. C.
Hall,

Minna
enema

her

and_

Morton

Raymond. — Illus-

trated by B. FosTER.

By the

Helena Bertram.

Four

“The

of
Author
Sisters.”?

Heroes of the Workshop,
&e.

By £. L. Brightwell.

By

Sunshine and Cloud.
Miss Bowman.

The Maze

By

of Life.

Four

the Author of “The
Sisters.”?

The Wide, Wide World. The

Lamplighter.

Cummins.

The

Rector’s

By

Daughter.

By Miss Bowman.

The

Old

By

Helmet.

a

Miss Wetherell.

The Secret of a Life.
userhy: By Miss Wethe-

Sir Roland

Ashton.

By

Lady C. Long.

Sir

Wilfred’s
Flights.
By
Chatelain,

Seven

Madame

de }

Pilgrim’s

Progress.

By 2 6

Offor.

Friend or Foe:
Sedgmoor.
.

A Tale of

By the Rev. A.

Adams.

Tales of Naval Adventure.
Matilda Lonsdale.
The Life of Wellington.
The Glen Luna Family.
Uncle Tom’s Cabin.
Mabel Vaughan.

The

Boy’s

Book

about

Indians.

Christian Melville.
The Letter of Marque.

The Swiss Family Robinson.

Evenings
Sandford
Stepping
Kaloolah.
Patience

at Home.
and Merton.
Heavenward.
ByW. S. Mayo.
Strong.
By the

Author’
of
worthys.”?

Gulliver’s

“The

Travels.

Coloured Plates.

The

With

Life of Nelson.

Allen.

The Young

Gold

By Gerstaecker.

Robinson Crusoe,

Gay-

By

Digger.

a
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HALF-CROWN JUVENILES, continued.

EllenMontgomery
Book’s
shelf.

With Coloured Illus-

trations.

The

Two

School

Girls.

With Coloured Illustrations.

Melbourne
Miss

The

House.

Wetherell.

Medwins

ham.

By

of Wyke-

the Author

of

“ Marian.”

The Young Artists.
The Boy Cavalier.
the Rev. H. C. Adams.

Lamb’s Tales.

Stories of Old Daniel.

Extraordinary Men,

Life of Napoleon
Popular Astronomy.
The Orbs of Heaven.

The Gayworthys.
Author of

By the

“ Faith Gariney.”

Andersen’s Fairy Tales.
The Arabian Nights.

Grimm’s Home Stories.
The Arctic Regions.
By
P. L. Simmonds.

Stepping Heavenward, and
Aunt Jane’s Hero.

Footprints on Life’s Pathway.

Sceptres and Crowns, and
the Flag of Truce.

Captain

Cook’s

Coloured Plates.

Don

Quixote

Voyages.

for

Boys.

Coloured Plates.

Adventures of Robin Hood.
Coloured Plates.

ROUTLEDGE’S HALF-CROWN WIDE-WORLD SERIES.
In small post, 8vo, cloth gilt, weil Illustrated.

2 6 The Wide, Wide World.
The Lamplighter.
The Old Helmet.
Queechy.
EllenMontgomery’s Bookshelf.

The Two School Girls.
Melbourne House.
Glen Luna; or, Speculation,

Mabel Vaughan.
Patience Strong.

Most of the above are by Miss Wetherell,

JUVENILE

ie a

Bae

ee ee
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ROUTLEDGE’S BOOKS FOR YOUNG READERS.
Illustrated by ABSoLoN, GitBERT, Harrison WEIR, &c.,
square royal, gilt, 2s. each.

Amusing Tales for Young
People.

The

By Mrs. Myrtle.

Broken

other Stories.

The

Little

Pitcher,

and

Lychetts.

By

the Author of “ Olive,” & ec.

Historical Tales.
The Great Wonders of the
World.

My First Picture Book, 36
A

The Story ofa Nutcracker
Old

Mother

Hubbard’s

Picture Book.
36 pages of
Coloured Plates.

Cock

Robin’s

Picture

Book, with 36
Coloured Plates.

pages

of
:

Aunt Mary’s Sunday Picture Book,

Sunday Reading for Good

Visit to the Zoological

The Punch and Judy Pic-

Gardens.

Aunt

Bessie’s

Book.

With

Picture

96

Pages.

of

Plates.

Little Lily’s Picture Book.
With 96 Pages of Plates.

TWO-SHILLING

20

With 224 Pictures.

Plates.

pages of Coloured
r6mo, cloth.

s. &

Children.

Book, with 36 pages
ture
of Coloured Plates.

36

Pussy’s Picture Book,
pages of ditto.

Book,

Picture

Birdie’s

of Coloured

with 36 pages
Plates.

GIFT-BOOKS.

With Illustrations, strongly bound in cloth.

Juvenile Tales for all Seasons.

Evenings
Manor.

Grace

at

Donaldson

The

Rev. H.C. Adams.

The

Isabel.

By

M'Intosh.

Gertrude and Eulalie.
Robert and Harold.

Dundas;

Glimpses of
Home.

Mrs.

By

Story for Girls.

Geldaré.

Robinson Crusoe.
Laura Temple.
Harry and his Homes.
Our Native Land.
The Solitary Hunter.
Bundle of Sticks.
Hester and I; or, Beware
By

A

By 20

C. Adams,

or,

Force ofExample.

Robinson the Younger.
Amy Carlton.

of Worldliness.
Manners.

Rosa:
May

of June.

First

Rev. H.

and

Stones.

Cherry

Our

The
By Jlrs.

Island

By Mrs. Geldart.

The Indian Boy.
HT. C. Adams.

By Rev.
;

Ernie Elton at Home.
The
Standard
Poetry
Book for Schools.

Try and Trust.

By Author

of “* Arthur Morland.”

Swiss Family Robinson.
Evenings at Home.

4
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continued.

S.

20

Adventures among the In-

Ernie Elton at School.

John Hartley.
Jack of all Trades.

dians.

By

Miller.

The Wonder Book.

Cousin Aleck.
The Doctor’s Birthday.
the Rev. H. C. Adams.

Tanglewood Tales.

Walter's

Archie Blake.
Inez and Emmeline.

Sweet

Maum Guinea.
Todd’s Lectures to Chil-

Ragged Robin,

dren.

ist

Chil-

dren.

By

Coloured

Emma. By Fane Austen.
Mansfield Park. By Fane
Northanger

Abbey.

By

Fane Austen,

Village Sketches.

By the

Rev. C.T. Whitehead.

Spider Spinnings.
Stories for Sundays.
the Rev. H.
1st Series.

C.

the

and

other

Friends.

By

Sunday Evenings at Home.

Mr.

Austen.

By

G. Kingston.

By the

Fern,

the

Trap to Catch

School

Anecdotes of Dogs.
The Play-Day Book.

By

Tales. By the Author of “A
Trap to Catch a Sunbeam.”

WH.

By

Mrs. Stowe.

Violets.

Author of ‘A
a Sunbeam.”

The

Marooner’s Island,
The
Mayflower.
Rutherford’s

Friend.

Rev. H. C. Adams.

The Orphan of Waterloo.

Fanny
Plates.

By

Adams.

C. Adams.

—_—_—— 2nd series.
Wild Rose. By the Azthor
of“* A Trap to Catch a Sunbeam.”

Snowdrop.
of

By the Author

“A Trap

to Catcha

Sum

beam.

The Ocean Child. By Ars.
Myrtle.

Gulliver’s
Lost

Rifle.

Divine

Songs.
With

with
By

Rev. H.C, Adams.

Watts’

:

Travels,

Coloured Plates.

‘Captain

and Series.

H.

series.

The
By

Rev.

and

the

Moral

60 Cuts.

Cook’s Voyages.

Coloured

Frontispiece.

ROUTLEDGE’S EIGHTEENPENNY JUVENILES.
In square 16mo, cloth, with Illustrations by GitgeRT, ApsoLon,

1 6 Peasant

and

Prince.

Harriet Martineau.

By

Crofton, Boys.
By ditto.
Feats on the Fiord. By do.
Settlersat Home. By ditto.
Holiday Rambles ; or, The
School Vacation.

Emilie
By

Truth

&e.

the Peacemaker.

Mrs.

Geldart.

is Everything.

Mrs. Geldart.

By

Rainbows in Springtide.
Christmas Holidays.
By
Miss Fane Strickland.

BOOKS.

JUVENILE

Tale

A

Little

Drummer:

of

the Russian War.

Edge-

By Maria

Frank.

worth,

Edgeworth.

»

and

Harry

Maria

By

Rosamond.

Little

The

Cherry

A Hero ; or, Philip’s Book.
By

of

Author

the

Halifax.”

By

Lady Canepoell.

The Cabin by tae Wayside.
By
Memoirs of a Doll.
Black Princess.
Laura and Ellen ; or, Time
Works Wonders.

Emigrant’s

G. H, Hall.

Runaways

By

Son.

Lost

the

and

(The)

Gipsies.

By

Daddy Dacre’s School.
Mrs.

Hall.

British Wolf
'

Thomas Miller.

Bow

of

By

Hunters.

Faith

(The); or,

Old Testament Lessons.
Maria Wright.

By

Lessons.
Testament
Maria Wright.

By

; or, New

Anchor of Hope

Mrs.

Loudon’s

‘Naturalist.

Think

Before

Young
Act.

you

thor of “ Roseand Kate.”

Maitland ; or, The

Lesson of Life.
mond.

By D. Rich-

Lucy Elton ; or, Home and
School. By the Author
“ The Twins.”

Daily

dren.

Thoughts

for

By Mrs.

Geldart.

of

Chil-

Holidays at Limewood.

Rain-

of the

bow. By Mr. Newton Crossland.

Return

or,

Frere;

Max

Good for Evil.

The Child’s First Book of
By A. Z.

History.

Naiural
Bond.

Florence the Orphan.
The Castle and Cottage.
By Perring.

Histories.

Fabulous

By

Trimmer.

Mrs. Barbauld’s Lessons.
Traditions of Palestine.
By Martineau.

the

On

Sea.

By Jfiss

¢

Campbell.

Games and Sports.
The Young Angler.

Athletic

Sports.*

Games of Skill.
Scientific Amusements.
Miriam and Rosette.
The Picture Book of Anii

mals and Birds.

Boy Life on the Water.
ComOriginal Poems.

plete. By A. and ¥. Taylor.

Home and Foreign Birds.
150 Plates.

Wild

Stories for Heedless Children.

Annie

By the, 4u-

Aunt Emma.

Mrs.

Mrs. Bisset.

1 6

Little Howards.

“‘ Fohn

Apple.

Story of an

sod.

or, The

Rose and Kate;

The Island

Lucy,

Trusty,
Dog
Orchard, &c.

continued,

JUVENILES,

EIGHTEENPENNY

21

and Domestic Ani150 Plates.

mals,

Arnold

How Paul

Made

His Fortune.

The Billow and the Rock.

A

By Miss Martineau.

Year

Tom

at

Brown.

School.

ZEsop’s Fables.
Plates.

By

With 50

Honour and Glory.
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THE SHILLING ONE-SYLLABLE SERIES.
s. ad.

Square 161no, cloth.

1 0 TheBook of OneSyllable.
Coloured Plates.

The

New

Syllable.

Little

Book

|

of One

Sunday

for

Little

Coloured Plates.

Book

of

By

the

One Syllable.

| Susy’s

Coloured Plates.

Helps

Readers.

| The

Teachers.

heres “‘ Stepping Heaven-

|

ward,

| Susy’s ‘Servants,

By ditto.

Price 1s. each.

Youens’

Ball-Room

Guide.

With Rules and Music.”

Cloth, gilt edges.

The Nursery Library.
12 Books in a Packet.
Routledge’s British Reading-Book. Plate on every
page, demy 8vo, cloth.

Routledge’s
cloth,

British

Spelling-Book.

Demy 8vo,

300 Plates,

Routledge’s Comic Reciter. Fcap. 8vo, boards.
Popular Reciter.
Fcap. 8vo, boards.
Temperance Reciter.
Ready-Made Speeches.
Fcap. 8vo, boards.
The

lilustrated

Language

of Flowers.

By Mrs.

BuRKE,

THE MASTER JACK SERIES.
In small 4to, cloth, each with 48 pages of Plates, 1s. each.

‘Master Jack.

| Nursery Rhymes,

Mamma’s Return.

The Tiger Lily.

Nellie and Bertha.
The Cousins.

Dame |Mitchell
Cat.

The Lent Jewels.
Bible Stories.

and

her | My Best Frock.

Prince Hempseed.

With Coloured Plates, fancy boards.

My A BC
Nursery
Songs.

Book.
Rhymes

Old ‘Testament
Little Stories

and

| Animals and Birds.

ABC,
The Three Envious Men.
for Good | The Two Neighbours.

Children.
The History of Moses.
Joseph.

r|

| The Farmyard A BC.
| TheChild’s Book of Trades.

For Want of a Nail.
The Canary Bird,

JUVENILE

BOOKS.

ROUTLEDGE’S ONE-SHILLING JUVENILES.
x8mo, price 1s., well printed, with Illustrations,
Ss.

Grace Greenwood’s Stories
for her Nephews and Nieces.

the

By

Fault.

Helen’s

Author of “ Adelaide Lind-

say.”

The

Afiss

By

Cousins.

M ‘Intosh.

Truth

Howard ; or,

Ben

:

By C. Adams.

and Honesty.

: A

Bessie and Tom

Book

for Boys and Girls.

Franconian

: A

Beechnut

By ¥acod Abbott.

Story.

Franconian

A

Wallace:

By ¥acob Abbott.

Story.

Madeline. By Yacob Abbott.
By $¥acod
Mary Erskine.
Abbott.

By Yacod Ab-

Mary Bell.

;

bott.

Visit to my Birth-place. By
Miss Bunbury.

Carl

Krinken ; or,

The

Stocking. By AZiss

Christmas
Wetherell.

Mr. Rutherford’s Children.
Wetherell.

By Miss

Mr. Rutherford’s Children,
endseries. By Miss Wetherell.

By Mss

Emily Herbert.
M‘Intosh.

Rose and Lillie Stanhope.
By Miss M‘Intosh.

Casper. By Miss Wetherell.
The Brave Boy ; or, Christian Heroism.

Magdalene and Raphael.
The Story ofa Mouse.
Mrs. Perring.

Our

By

Charlie.

Stowe.

Uncle
Stories.

By

Js.

Frank’s . Home
si

School-feast.

Village
Mrs.

Perring.

Miss

Wetherell

By

Nelly, the Gipsy Girl.
The Birthday Visit.
By
Stories for Week Days and
Sundays.

By

Emma.

and

Maggie

Miss M‘Intosh.

Georgie ; or,

Charlie and

The Children at Gibraltar.

By Ais.

Story ofaPenny.
Perring.

Aunt Maddy’s Diamonds.
By Harriet

Myrtle.

School

Two

Girls.

By

and_

her

Wetherell.

Miss

Widow

The

By Miss Wethe-

Daughter.
” vell.

Gertrude and her Bible. By
Wetherell.

Miss

Thé
By

Desert.

Rose

in the

Aliss

Wetherell.

The Little Black Hen. By
Wetherell,

Miss

and

Martha
By

Rachael.

Wetherell.

Miss

The Carpenter’s Daughter.
By Miss Wetherell.

The

Story

a

of

Cat.

By Mrs. Perring.

Easy Poetry for Children.
Witha Coloured Frontispiece
and Vignette.

The Basket

of

Flowers.

With a Coloured Frontispiece
and Vignette.

The

Story

By Mrs.

of

a

Dog.

Perring.

Ashgrove Farm. By drs.
Myrtle.

Aunt Margaret’s Visit.

1
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ONE-SHILLING JUVENILES, continued.
© The

Angel of the Iceberg.

By the Rev. 'Yohn Todd.

{| Our Poor Neighbours.
Tales in Short Words.

Todd’s Lectures for Chil- | Watts’ Songs.
dren.

st series.

Little

d

2nd series.
for Little

Poems

Readers.

Cabin,

gee :
N

Silanes Cees Taylor.
The Babes in the Basket..

By

W. Denzey Burton.

Uncle Tom’s
Children.

ane

Susan Gray.

Little Oxleys.

Mrs.

Langage

f

Stuyvesant.

Minnie’s Legacy.
Kitty’s Victory.
Elise and her Rabbits.
Happy Charlie.
Annie Price.

The

ZEsop’ 's Fables.

for

The Three Sisters.
Mrs. Perring.

Marian

Ellis.

By

Windle.
A Kiss for a Blow.

By
Mrs.

Keeper’s Travelsin Search | Robert Dawson.
of His Master.

eau

Chili's

Boole

Annals of the

Illustrated Poetry

Blanche

and

Agnes.

The Lost ChamoisHunter.

The Gates Ajar.

.

meee
igi
OE,

eg

H

Pues

A

pee

let
(Comprete

Lily’s Home. By Mrs. Sale
pit

Ellen

120 Hiusnadone

and

Frank.

Mrs. Perring.

By

Mrs. Sedgwick’s Pleasant | Aunt Effie’s Rhyne, With
Tales.

many new Poems,

CHRISTMAS BOOKS.
Fcap. 8vo, boards, 1s. each, with fancy covers.

1 O Riddles and Jokes.
The

Dream

Book

Fortune Teller.
Acting Proverbs ‘for
Drawing Room.

Acting
and

the

Fly Notes on Conjuring.
A Shilling’s-worth of Fun.
Sensational Dramas.
By
WR.

Snow.

Family Theatricals.

Charades.

Anne Bowman,

By

:

Pippins and Pies.
By
Stirling Coyne.
Shilling Manual of Modern
Etiquette.

Plays

Miss

for

Walker.

Christmas
Mark

Children.
Hamper.

Lemon,

By

By

JUVENILE BOOKS.
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THE HANS ANDERSEN LIBRARY.
Fcap. 8yo, gilt, 1s. each,

The Red Shoes.

Under the Willow Tree.

The Silver Shilling.

The Old Church Bell.

The Little Match-Girl.

The Ice Maiden.

The Darning Needle.

The Will o’ the Wisp.

s.d.

I 0

The Tinder Box.
Poultry Meg’s Family.
The Goloshes of Fortune. | Put off is Not Done with.

The Marsh King’s
Daughter.

The Snow Man.
In Sweden.

The

The

Wild

Swans.

Everything

in

its

Right

Snow Queen.

Hardy Tin Soldier.

Place.
Each Volume contains a variety of _ Tales,
colours, and an average of 16 other Pictures,
Brothers DauzrE.,

a Frontispiece in
engraved by the

ROUTLEDGE'S NINEPENNY JUVENILES.
With Coloured Plates, 18mo, cloth, gilt.

Ally and her Schoolfellow.
Loyal Charlie Bentham.
Simple Stories for Children
A Child’s First Book.
Story of Henrietta.
Stories from
English
History.
Life of Robinson Crusoe.
Little Paul and the Moss
Wreaths.
[Songs.

Watts’ Divine and Moral
Cobwebs to Catch Flies.

| Barbauld’s Hymnsin Prose. 0 9
Prince Arthur.
| A Winter’s Wreath.
.
| Twelve Links,
Easy Talks,
Susan and the Doll.
Juvenile Tales.
Six Short Stories.
| The Captive Skylark.
| aylor’s
Origi
|

:

i oe roa
and Series,

ROUTLEDGE’S MINIATURE LIBRARY.
In 64mo, 6d. each, cloth gilt, with Ccloured Frontispiece.

| Ball Room Manual.
Language of Flowers.
Handbook of Carving.
Etiquette for Gentlemen.
Etiquette of Courtship and | Toasts and Sentiments.
How to Dress well.
Matrimony.
Etiquette for Ladies.

06
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ROUTLEDGE’S SIXPENNY STORY BOOKS.
on
°

Royal 32mo, with YWustrations.
These are also kept in Paper Covers, price 4a. each.

History of My Pets.

Hubert Lee.
Ellen Leslie.
Jessie Graham.
Florence Arnott.
Blind Alice.
Grace and Clara.

Egerton

Flora Mortimer.
Charles Hamilton.

Story of a Drop of Water.

The False Key.
The Bracelets.

—[hood.

Recollections of MyChildLazy

Lawrence,

and the

White Pigeon.

The Barring Out.
The Orphans and Old Poz.
The Mimic.
The
Purple Jar,
and
other Tales.

The

Birthday

Present,

and the Basket Woman.

Simple Susan.
The Little Merchants,
Tale of the Universe,
Kate Campbell.
Basket of Flowers.
Babes in the Basket.
The Jewish Twins.
Children on the Plains.
Little Henry
and
his
Bearer.

Learning

better

Houses and Lands,

Maud’s

than

First Visit to her

Aunt.

|
|

Easy Poems. Plain edges.
The Boy Captive.
By
Peter Parley.

Stories of Child Life.

The Dairyman’s Daughter.
Arthur’s

ee

Tales

Roscoe.

for

the

Young.

Hawthorne’ s Gentle Boy.

Pleasant and Profitable.

Parley’s Poetry and Prose.

Book about: ‘Boys. [Boys.
Arthur’s Stories for Little

Waste Not, Want Not.

Tarlton; or, Forgive and
Forget.

The Young Cottager.
Parley’s Thomas Titmouse,
Arthur’s Christmas Story.
The Lost Lamb.

Arthur’s Organ
Margaret Jones.

Boy.

The Two School Girls.
Widow and her Daughter.
The Rose in the Desert.
The Little Black Hen.
Martha and Rachel.

The Carpenter’s Daughter.
The Prince in Disguise.
Gertrude and her Bible.

The

Contrast.

Edgeworth.

The

Grateful

By

Negro.

Miss Edgeworth.

Miss

By

Jane Hudson.
Lina and her Cousins.
Bright-Eyed Bessie.
The Last Penny.
A Kiss

for a Blow.

The Gates Ajar. Plain edges
Sunday School Reader,
Robert Dawson.
Hearty Staves,
[Wealth.
Contentment better than
Robinson Crusoe.

Patient Working no Loss.

No such Word as Fail.
Edward Howard.
[Girls.

Arthur’s Stories for Little

JUVENILE

BOOKS.
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ROUTLEDCE’S THREEPENNY JUVENILES.
Fcap. 8vo, with Coloured Plates, 3d.; or bound in cloth, 6d.

Sweet Violets.
White Daisy.

{ Raynham’s Curse.
| Bye and Bye.

Only a Primrose.

\ Thorns and Roses.

03
;

| Wild Rose and Poppies.
Tulip and Holly.

Forget Me Not.
The School Friends.
The Brothers.
Alone on an Island.
The Ivory Traders.
Columbine.
Old Speedwell.

i

and

Blossoms

{ Orange

Eglantine.

| Heart’sease and Lily of
| _ the Valley.

and

| Snowdrop,

The Deadly Nightshade.

The Iris.
May.
Ragged Robin.
Jessie and Hessie.
An Artist’s Holiday.
Treasure Trove.
Poor Pearl.
Nelly.
Naomi.
The White Rosebud.
Turn of the Tide.
Jolly Miller.

other

| _ Tales.

_ Broom, and other Tales.
| Blue Bell, and other
Tales.

| Traveller’s

Joy,

Sunday

Evenings

a
°°
3Oo

|

. st Evening.

| _ other Tales,

and
at

|

end Evening.

———
———

3rd Evening.
4th Evening.
sth Evening.
6th Evening.
7th Evening.
&h Evening.

oth

Evening.

— roth Evening.

ROUTLEDGE’S FOURPENNY JUVENILES.
_ For List, see Sixpenny Juveniles, on page 26.

LITTLE LADDERS TO LEARNING.
Each Illustrated with 125 Woodcuts by JoHN GILBERT, HARRISON
Wer,

Crown 8vo, sewed, in fancy covers, 6¢@. each.

and others.

Things In-doors..
What we Eat and Drink.
Animals and their Uses.
Birds and Birds Nests.

Butterflies,

Fishes,

Frogs.

Trees,

Shrubs,

_ Flowers.

and

and

City Scenes.
Rural Scenes.
Country Employments.
How Things are made.
Soldiers and Sailors.

Science and Art.
Geography and Costume.

0 6

GEORGE
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& SONS’

ROUTLEDGE

Routledge’s

Murgerp Literature.

ROUTLEDGE’S

PENNY TOY BOOKS.

Each with Eight Coloured Plates by KronuEIm, in Packets only,
containing the z2 sorts, Is.

10

A, Apple Pie.
The Three Bears.
Nursery Songs.
My

Jack the Giant Killer.
The Cats’ Tea Party.
The
Dogs’
Dinner

Mother.

Party.

This Little Pig.

Nursery Rhymes.

Farmyard A B C.
Red Riding Hood.

Robin Redbreast.

The following vols. ave formed from the above :—

o A, Apple Pie, and other Nursery Tales.
Pictures, boards,

16
1 o The Robin Redbreast Picture Book.
16°
2 o Jack the Giant Killer Picture Book.

With 48

Cloth.
Boards.
Cloth.
With 96 Pic-

tures, boards.

Cloth.

26

TWOPENNY TOY BOOKS.
With Coloured Pictures by LEIGHTON Brothers, in covers, per doz. 28

o 2

Jack the Giant Killer.
Railway A BC.
Punch and Judy.
Red Riding Hood.

My Mother.
Nursery Rhymes.
Our Pets.
Baby.

|

Mother Hubbard.

Also, in One Vol.

1 6 The

Punch

and

Judy

Picture

Coloured Plates, cloth boards, 2s.

Book.

With 36

JUVENILE

29

BOOKS.

ROUTLEDGE’S THREEPENNY TOY-BOOKS.
In fancy covers, with Pictures printed in Colours ;

or printed om Linen, 6d.

Cinderella.

My First Alphabet.
id Mother Goose.
Babes in the Wood.
This Little Pig went
Market.

The

Old

Woman

to
who

Lived in a Shoe.

Little Bo-peep.
Nursery Rhymes.

Farmyard Alphabet.

Jack and the Beanstalk
John Gilpin.
Old Mother Hubbard.
Three Bears.

The Housethat Jack Built.

The Dogs’ Dinner Party.
My Mother.
The Cats’ Tea Party.
More Nursery Rhymes.
Robin Redbreast.
A, Apple Pie.
Railroad A BC,
Nursery Songs.
Nursery Ditties.
Punch and Judy.
Our Pets.
Puss in Boots.

Little Red Riding Hood.
Wild Animals.
Tame Animals,
Birds.

S.

Go

o 3

-

ROUTLEDGE’S SIXPENNY TOY-BOOKS.

|
| e

- Beautifully printed in Colours by Messrs, LEIGHTON Brothers,
Vincent Brooxs, Datuzizex Brothers, and EpmMunpD
Evans. In super-royal 8vo, Fancy Wrappers.

Bible Alphabet.
Nursery Alphabet.
Little ‘Totty.
Puck and Pea-Blossom.
Old Woman and her Pig.

A, Apple Pie.
Tom Thumb’s Alphabet.
Picture Alphabet.
Arthur’s Alphabet.
Railroad Alphabet.
Alphabet for Good Boys
and Girls.

The Seaside Alphabet.
—

The Enraged Miller.

The Hunchback.
How Jessie was Lost.
Grammar in Rhyme.
* Baby’s Birthday.
* Pictures from the Streets,
* Lost on the Sea-Shore,
* Animals and Birds,
A Child’s Fancy Dress
Ball.

A Child’s Evening Party.
Annie and Jack in London.
One, Two, Bucklemy Shoe.

oG

|
||

|

|

|
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Toy-BooKs—continued.

.

* Greedy Jem and his Little | * Mary’s New Doll.
Brothers.
* When the Cat’s Away.
The Farm Yard Alpha* Naughty Puppy.
bet.
* Children’s Favourites.
Hop o’ my Thumb.
Little Minnie’s Child Life.
Beauty and the Beast.
Mother Hubbard.

King Nutcracker.

* Happy Daysof Childhood.
Little Dog Trusty.
The Cats’ Tea Party.
Wild Animals.
British Animals.

*The

:

Frog who, would a-

Wooing Go.

* The Faithless Parrot.
* The Farm Yard.
Horses.
Old Dame Trot.
Sing a Song of Sixpence.
The Waddling Frog.
The Old Courtier.
Multiplication Table.
Chattering Jack.
King Cole.
Prince Long Nose,
All the above
those marked *.

King Grisly Beard.
Rumpelstiltskin.
The Fairy Ship.
Adventures of Puffy.
This Little Pig went
Market.

to

King Luckieboy’s Party.
Aladdin.

Noah’s Ark Alphabet.
Domestic Pets.
Nursery Rhymes.
My Mother.
The Forty Thieves.
The Three Bears.
Cinderella:

,

:

Valentine and Orson.
Puss in Boots.
Old Mother. Hubbard.
The Absurd A BC.

can be had Mounted

on Linen, price rs., except

ROUTLEDGE’S NEW SERIES OF SHILLING TOY-BOOKS.
With large Original Illustrations by H. S. Marks, J. D. Watson,
Harrison Wer, and Keyt, beautifully printed in Colours.
Demy 4to, in stiff wrapper ; or Mounted on Linen, 2s.

1 o Nursery Rhymes.
Alphabet of Trades.
* Cinderella.

Old Testament Alphabet.
The Three Little Kittens.
The History of Five Little
Pigs.

Tom Thumb’s Alphabet.
Nursery Songs.

The Cats’ Tea Party.
Baby.

Henny- Penny.
Peacock
Sleeping
The Toy
The Pet

The

at Home.
Beauty.
Primer.
Lamb.

Fair

One

Golden Locks.

with

the

JUVENILE
SHILLING

New
Our
The
The
The
The
The
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Toy-BooKs—continued.

Testament Alphabet.
Farm Yard Alphabet.
History of Moses.
History of Joseph.
Alphabet of Flowers.
Life of Our Lord.
Three Bears.

Little Red Riding Hood.
* New Tale of a Tub.
Nursery Tales.

Old Mother Hubbard.
Pictures from English History.

BOOKS.

xst Period.

Ditto.
Ditto.

Ditto.

2nd Period.
3rd Period.

4th Period.

Puss in Boots,
Tom Thumb.

Babes in the Wood.
Jack and the Beanstalk.
The Laughable A BC,
My Mother.
The Dogs’ Dinner Party.
Little Dog Trusty.
The White Cat.

Dash and the Ducklings,
Reynard the Fox.
Alphabet of Fairy Tales.
Tittums and Fido.
Anne and her Mamma.

s.d.

Jack the Giant Killer.
10
Robinson Crusoe,
Cock Sparrow.
Queer Characters.
Esop’s Fables.
The
Robin’s Christmas
Song.

The Lion’s Reception.
+ The Frog Prince.
Goody Two Shoes.
| Beauty and the Beast.
The A B C of Old Friends.
Ginger-bread. _
Old Nursery Rhymes with
Tunes.

The Yellow Dwarf.
Aladdin.

.

WILD ANIMALS,
* Lion, Elephant, Tiger.
* Leopard, Bison, Wolf.

* Bear, Hyzena, Zebra.
* Hippopotamus, Rhinoceros, Giraffe.

TAME. ANIMALS.
* Horse, Cow, Sheep.
* Donkey, Pet Dog,

* Rabbit,

Guinea

Goat.

Pig,

Dog.

* Pig, Pony, Cat.

All the above can be had Mounted on Linen, 2s., except those marked*.

THE BEST MAGAZINE FOR BOYS.

EVERY BOY’S MAGAZINE.|
Edited

by EDMUND

MONTHLY,
The

ROUTLEDGE.

6d.; POSTAGE, id.

Parts contain 56 royal 8vo

pages,

from Eight

to

Twelve Illustrations, and either a Coloured Plate or a Fullpage Illustration on plate paper.
Each month several Prizes
are offered for the Solution of Puzzles ; Zen Guinea and Ten
Half-Guinea Prizes for Essays, Stories, Poems, Maps,
Models, Paintings, &c. &c.
All the Stories are Completed
in the Volume in which they commence.
Articles on
subjects interesting co Boys, written by the most popular
living Authors, appear each month.

The Annual Subscription is 7s. (P.O.O. on Chief Office),
on receipt of which sum the Parts for Twelve Months will be
sent, post free, as they appear.
Prospectuses will be sent post free, on application at the
Publishing Office, Broadway, Ludgate Hill, E.C., where aiso
all Subscriptions must be sent.

LITTLE WIDE-AWAKE
Edited

by

Mrs.

SALE

8d. Monthly;

BARKER:

Postage, 1d.

An Illustrated Magazine for Little Children.
Each Number consists of Thirty-two pages, printed in
large clear type, and is Illustrated with about Thirty Pictures
by the First Artists,

The

Annual

Subscription

is 4s.

(P.O.0.

on

Chief

Office), on receipt of which sum the Parts for 12 Months
will be sent, post free, as they appear.
London:

GEORGE ROUTLEDGE & SONS, Broadway, Ludgate.

