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Ts 

THE TWO BROTHERS. 

DMUND and Julien Leslie were very young 

    

when they lost their father, who was an 

officer in the Hussars. 

Although twins, and very much alike in appear- 

ance, their characters and tastes offered a striking 

contrast. 

Julien, the younger, was of a very quiet and gentle 

disposition. Edmund, on the contrary, was impetu- 

ous, self-willed, and very difficult to manage. 

Their widowed mother, who had not been left 

very well off, went to live with her father, who had a 

modest income. One evening she said to him— 

“Father, as a good education is a great blessing, 

I have decided to make every possible sacrifice in 

order to procure this advantage for my children. If 
A
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you wish to help me, we could dismiss the servant, 

and, by thus economising, we would be able to defray 

their expenses at college.” 

Mr Walden willingly consented to this arrange- 

ment, and the two boys were sent to college, where 

they were not long of distinguishing themselves. 

Julien had perhaps less aptitude for learning than 

his brother, but he was more attentive and perse- 

vering. 

Edmund, on the other hand, had considerable 

abilities; and though he learnt most diligently, he 

was too easily discouraged. Notwithstanding, they 

both made great progress, and generally managed 

to be at the head of their class. 

Thus three years passed. Edmund and Julien 

were now young men of twenty, and their education 

being completed, the great question now to be con- 

sidered was—What they were going to be? 

A friend of their grandpapa’s, who was a banker, 

offered to take Julien into his office, an offer which 

was gladly accepted by the young man. 

“ And you, Edmund,” said Mr Walden, “what are 

you going to be?” 

“JT wish four months to consider the matter, dear 

grandfather,” answered the boy.
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When he had left the room, Mr Walden said to his 

daughter— 

“That boy wishes as many holidays as possible 

before putting his shoulder to the wheel.” 

Edmund now seldom left the house, save for two 

hours each day, which he spent with his former 

mathematical teacher. 

It was nearly four months since Julien had entered 

the banker’s office, where he had distinguished him- 

self from the first, on account of his diligence and 

good behaviour. He was regular, steady, and indus- 

trious ; and whatever business was entrusted to him 

was sure to be well and speedily executed. 

Edmund, on the other hand, caused his grand- 

father much uneasiness on account of his apparent 

indecision ; but he had not been idle all this time. 

One afternoon, as the old man was sitting thinking 

what he would make of the boy, the door suddenly 

opened, and Edmund, in a state of intense excite- 

ment, burst into the room, and, without uttering a 

word, handed a paper to his grandfather. 

This was a certificate for admission into Woodcroft 

Military College. The examinations were not then 

decided as they are now, and admission was more 

difficult, reward being given to merit alone.
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“ Bravo! Edmund, my boy!” cried the old man ; 

“you have taken us all by surprise !” 

Mrs Leslie was very much averse to the step 

Edmund had taken, and she wept bitterly when 

she saw her son destined for the same career which 

had proved so fatal to her husband. 

She yielded to necessity, however, and made every 

needful preparation for Edmund’s departure in two 

days. 

Once at college, he acquitted himself very credit- 

ably, and was not long of passing a brilliant examin- 

ation and getting his commission. 

At this time the Crimean War was raging, and his re- 

giment being ordered abroad, Edmund entered upon 

his duties with all alacrity, and fulfilled them with 

a courage and fortitude which one could hardly have 

expected from a young soldier of twenty-one. He dis- 

tinguished himself so much in this bloody campaign, 

that he gained his epaulettes ; but when he was on 

the eve of returning home with his laurels, poor 

Edmund was stricken with fever, and for many 

weeks he lay in the hospital hovering between life 

and death. 5 

As soon as he was convalescent he returned to 

his own country, and obtained a month’s leave of
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absence to spend in his home. and amongst his 

friends, 

“ How pale and changed you are !” was Mrs Leslie’s 

first greeting to her son. 

“T shall soon be all right, mother dear, with your 

tender care and nursing,” said Edmund. 

The months went past, and the lull which had 

succeeded the Russian Campaign was broken by the 

outbreak of the Indian Mutiny, which called upon 

England once more to take up arms. Edmund's 

regiment was again ordered into action, and he pre- 

pared to depart. 

The night before his departure, Mr Walden said to 

him-— 

“My boy, here are some sovereigns which I had 

laid by for a rainy day ; now is the time to make use 

of them; and I give them to you on condition that 

you will not squander them on idle pleasures.” 

“‘ Grandfather,” answered Edmund, with emotion, 

“JT cannot take this money, which you may yet need 

yourself; keep it, and do not trouble yourself on my 

account.” 

“Remember, my dear boy, the chances of war are 

great; you may be taken prisoner, or wounded, and 

what would you do without money?”
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Edmund, seeing there was nothing for it but to accept, 

thanked his grandfather, and promised never to spend 

it on anything but what was absolutely necessary. 

The next day the young lieutenant left his home 

for a foreign land. It is not necessary to enter into 

all the horrors of this fearful war. Suffice it to say, 

our young hero displayed all the valour and courage 

he had shown on a former occasion, and won golden 

opinions from his superior officers. He was always. 

foremost in the ranks, cheering on his men to victory 

and glory. 

It was on one of these occasions that he received 

the wound which afterwards caused the loss of his limb. 

They bore him from the field where he had fought 

so nobly, and where he had been struck down while 

performing his duty. They carried him to the 

hospital, which already contained many dead and 

dying; and when the doctor had examined the wound, 

he declared that amputation was necessary. 

“T would a hundred times rather die, doctor,” cried 

Edmund, “than lose one of my limbs, and be a burden 

to my family for the rest of my life. Try and save 

me without resorting to such an extremity; but if 

it is impossible, I pray that I may be resigned to 
1? 

my fate !
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The surgeon, struck with his noble spirit, took a 

lively interest in the young man. After looking 

at the wound once more, he told Edmund if he 

suffered much more he would very soon be in a 

high fever. 

“Very well; if it is to be so, give me two hours’ 

respite, and then I shall place myself in your hands, 

to do with me as you think best.” 

Poor Edmund made the most of his time, while he 

yet had strength, by writing six letters to his mother. 

In the first he told her he was slightly wounded, 

and in the other five he announced his gradual re- 

covery. Then calling his faithful servant, he said to 

him— 

“ Peter, I am going to be very ill, and may perhaps 

die. Here are five letters, which I wish you to post 

in their order, on the first of every month; and if I 

die, will you promise me to send my watch and a lock 

of hair home to my mother ?” 

Poor Peter, much affected, promised to attend to 

all his master’s instructions. 

Edmund, having made all his arrangements, now 

called for the surgeon to relieve him of the wounded 

limb, which was a most painful operation, but which 

he stood with astonishing courage.
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For three months he was dangerously ill; there 

he lay in the wild delirium of fever, now talking 

in soft accents to his mother, now describing the 

scenes of murder and blood he had-so recently 

witnessed. 

For a short time, the doctor almost gave up 

hope of his life, but Edmund’s excellent consti- 

tution triumphed, and he was at last pronounced 

out of danger. His recovery, however, progressed 

very slowly, and for long he lay quite unable 

to move. After eleven months’ imprisonment, 

getting quite out of patience with his long con- 

finement, he fell into a deep melancholy ; his 

heart was filled with bitterness as he thought 

of his - mother’s coldness and neglect, in never 

writing to him, and he believed that all her 

affection was centred on his brother, while he 

was laid aside. 

Mrs Leslie, on the other hand, never doubted 

but what he was perfectly cured. Julien alone per- 

sisted in saying he was sure his brother had met 

with some misfortune, otherwise he would have 

written. 

After many anxious months had passed, the poor 

mother at last received a letter from her son, in which
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he told her that his regiment had been ordered home, 

and that, ere long, he hoped to be in his much-loved 

country once more. 

Julien’s future was now very bright. His employer, 

much satisfied with his conduct during the last four 

years, offered to take him into partnership, an offer 

which Julien gladly accepted, and in a short time he 

was duly installed as partner in one of the leading 

commercial houses. 

Not long after this event, he had occasion to visit 

Paris. One morning, as he was walking on the 

Boulevards, he observed a very young-looking officer 

walking on crutches, accompanied by a soldier, who 

supported him. Julien, deeply moved by the sight, 

which put him in mind of his brother, followed the 

officer in order to discover to what regiment he 

belonged. 

The latter entered a café close by, and shortly 

after a servant brought a message to Julien to say 

that his captain desired to speak with him. He 

followed his guide willingly enough, and not without 

some little curiosity, for he felt an interest in the 

young wounded officer for which he could hardly 

account. 

“Ah, Julien! do you not recognise me?” cried
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Edmund, when his brother appeared ; and then he 

fainted away with emotion. 

When he at last revived, he found himself clasped 

in his brother’s arms. Presently, Julien went out, 

and returned with a carriage to remove the wounded 

man to the hotel which he had just left. 

When, aided by the faithful Peter, he had placed 

his brother in his own bed, Julien hastened to write 

his mother an account of all that had passed, and 

this letter helped to comfort the poor lady not a 

little. 

The presence of Julien, and his affectionate care, 

did more to effect his brother’s cure than all the 

remedies that had yet been applied; and the sur- 

geon, who still continued to visit his patient every 

day, was astonished at the rapid progress he was 

making towards recovery. 

Three weeks after, the wounded man received 

orders to march with his regiment ; but he was after- 

wards sent back; and in right of having lost one of 

his limbs, he received a pension. 

Then the two brothers set out for their native 

land ; but they were obliged to rest many times by 

the way, and take the journey by easy stages. The 

weakness of the wounded man was sometimes so
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great that they were often obliged to remain for 

two or three days in a town or village through which 

they were passing. 

It was a joyful day for Mrs Leslie when she again 

‘saw her two sons, but the poor mother could not be 

comforted for Edmund’s loss. 

“My daughter,” said Mr Walden, “you ought 

rather to thank God for preserving him, and sending 

him back to you; there are many poor unfortunate 

mothers who shall never embrace their sons 

again.” 

Julien persuaded his brother to come into the 

study where he worked, and which the disabled 

soldier soon came to regard as his own. They 

swore never to separate from each other again; 

and when they had amassed a comfortable fortune, 

they built a pretty little house, nestled in roses, 

the cultivation of which served to occupy their 

attention and while away the hours pleasantly 

enough. 

“ Ah, dear grandfather!” Edmund would often 

exclaim, “how happy we all are here in this quiet 

home, far from the din and strife of battle, with 

nothing but the whispering of the summer breeze 

sighing through the orchard to catch our ear,



14 THE TWO BROTHERS. 
  

and make us pause to think how beautiful is 

peace !” 

And so the old man’s life went gently out, sur- 

rounded by the loving care of his two grandsons, 

who never again left him and their dear mother. 

 





                                                                                                                                               



  

IT. 

THE GIPSIES. 

INE day, as Lucy and her brother Bertie 

were playing in front of their house, a 

poor ragged boy presented himself at the 

gate selling small fancy baskets. 

    

Lucy thought them all so beautiful, she had some 

difficulty in making a choice. At last she fixed on 

avery pretty one. When paying for it, she observed 

what a starved look the poor little boy had; so she 

immediately ran and got a little milk and something 

substantial for him to eat. . 

“Have you no one to care for you?” she asked; 

“you appear to be very badly off.” 

“Oh! yes, miss; father and mother are on the 

road not far off, making baskets to sell at the fair 
” 

to-morrow. 

B
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Mrs Somerville, Lucy’s mother, appearing, and 

seeing the poor boy bare-footed, went to look fora 

pair of boots for him. Bertie, in the meantime, con- 

tinued to question him. 

“What country do you belong to?” he asked, 

remarking his strange accent. 

“ My country! I have no country.” 

“How have you no country?” cried Bertie, very 

much astonished; “you must have been born some- 

where, and your father will have a house, I suppose ?” 

““T believe I was born in the waggon, like my little 

brother, which serves us for a house, and where we 

always live.” 

“This waggon cannot be large enough to hold 

beds.” 

“ And what would we do with beds? I never slept 

in a bed all my life, sir.” 

Lucy and her brother could not believe their ears. 

“ And what do you do in winter ?” 

“Oh, miss, when the cold is very bad, we lie 

under the straw, in the waggon, to keep ourselves 

warm.” 

“ Have you travelled about much?” 

“Yes, a good deal; we have been in Spain, and last 

year we were in Holland.”
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“How happy you must be!” cried the children 

simultaneously, whose real ambition was to see new 

places and sights. 

“Not so happy as you think,” replied the poor boy, 

shaking his head. ‘‘ When we come to a well-sheltered 

spot, we unyoke the horse to graze; mother prepares 

dinner; my sister and little brother make wreaths of 

flowers; whilst father and my big brothers work.” 

“Just fancy, Bertie ! to eat under the shade of large 

trees, to gather flowers, and change from place to 

place! What a happy life!” And Lucy gave a great 

sigh. 

“ And when it rains?” said Bertie, less enthusiastic. 

“Oh! when it rains,” said the little gipsy, “it is much 

worse than the cold; it comes down into the waggon, 

puts out the fire, and we cannot get the potatoes 

boiled ; and often there is not enough of bread for 

every one.” ; 

Lucy, much affected by this sad recital, ran and got 

some provisions for the little boy, who received them 

witha grateful heart. 

The same evening, as Mr Somerville and the chil- 

dren were taking a walk, they came upon the gipsies 

encamped on the roadside near the orchard. The 

mother had scattered a quantity of boiled potatoes on
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the green turf, which the children were quarrelling 

over, with an avidity amusing to see. Amongst them 

was a beautiful little boy of four, but with a sad ex- 

pression in his blue eyes, which told of premature su& 

ferings. A tattered blouse, which hardly covered his 

body, was all he had on, and his poor little feet were 

quite bare. Lucy kissed him again and again, and 

Bertie gave him all the coppers he had in his pocket. 

At nine o’clock, when the man-servant brought in 

the tea, Bertie said to him— 

“John, have you seen these poor gipsies who are 

encamped at the orchard gate?” 

“Yes, sir; and the gardener is very much dis- 

pleased to see them there.” 

“What business is it of his where they are?” 

“ He is afraid they steal the fruit to-night.” 

‘“‘What for?” 

“ Because they are so poor !” 

“Fie! John; it is very wrong of you to say that,” 

cried Lucy, very indignantly. 

After tea, taking Bertie into a corner, she said to 

him, “It isa hard matter that these poor children 

should not taste the fruit which has been before their 

eyes all day. Come, let us take two baskets and 

gather some for them.”
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So the children ran to the orchard, and pulled, with 

all possible speed, a quantity of pears, apples, and 

plums, which they carried to the place where the 

gipsies had encamped, expecting to find them still 

there ; but there was nothing to be seen, save the 

waggon, and the old horse tied to one of the wheels, 

Bertie walked round about it, and observing a small 

door at the back, he made a sign to his sister to follow 

him. Having opened it, the two children saw, by 

the light of the moon, the whol family assembled in 

this little space, which was not high enough to allow 

them to stand upright. They were seated opposite 

each other, on the sides of the waggon, and the 

beautiful little boy, to whom Lucy had taken such a 

fancy, was sound asleep on his mother’s knee. 

“What do you want?” gruffly asked the father. 

“We have brought some fruit for the children,” 

answered Lucy, at the same time emptying the con- 

tents of the baskets on to the knees of the little 

people, who uttered a cry of joy at the sight of so 

many good things. 

The next day, the old nurse took Bertie and Lucy 

to see the fair, where their attention was entirely 

captivated by the laughable tricks of a monkey, 

which was amusing the crowd. All at once a great
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commotion arose: the men became excited, and the 

women, with their children, fled on all sides. Lucy, 

turning round to see the cause of all the confusion, 

observed a furious cow running at full speed in her 

direction. The nurse had been drawn along by the 

crowd, and Bertie had run like every one else, but 

perceiving his sister’s danger, he immediately returned, 

and placed himself between her and the infuriated 

animal. By this time it was within a few yards of 

poor Lucy, who was nearly dead with fright, when a 

great boy of fifteen, with a complexion like mahogany, 

leapt on to the beast’s back, with marvellous agility, 

and another man seized it by the horns, and held it 

fast, until the owner came and claimed it. 

The old nurse, much alarmed lest anything had 

come over the children in her absence, ran back as 

soon as she could disengage herself from the crowd, 

and hearing of Lucy’s narrow escape and rescue, she 

thanked the two strangers warmly for their. timely 

assistance. 

“‘ There is no need of thanks,” said the young boy ; 

“it’s rather me that’s happy to have been of any 

service to you.” 

The children appearing surprised to hear him speak 

n this way, he said :
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-“Vou forget, then, the fruit you gave us last even- 

ing?” 

In relating their adventure to their parents, Lucy 

expressed her astonishment at the gipsies being so 

grateful for such a trifle. 

“My dear,” said her mamma, “it is not the value 

of a gift which makes it precious ; it is the spirit in 

which it is given. Your kind attention to these poor 

people has gone to their hearts, and I am sure they 

shall never forget it.” 

 



  

III. 

MY NURSE’S STORIES. 

@ WAS once young and gay like you, my 

children; I had not always grey hair, 

a bent figure, and black dress. That 

makes you laugh! It is nevertheless true, I once 

  

had pretty fair hair like Minnie, and, like her, I was 

excessively timid. 

“Thad an excellent mother—so dear, so kind, so 

good, and whom I passionately loved. If she was 

out of my sight for a moment, I felt quite sad. As 

soon as she came to her room, I drew an easy chair 

by the fire, and put a soft stool under her feet. If 

she returned fatigued from her walk, I removed her 

boots and put on her slippers. If she had a head- 

ache, I drew the window curtains and walked about’ 

so quietly for fear of disturbing her rest. And, oh!
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she was a kind mother to me; she did everything she 

could to please me; and when I had been naughty, 

she reproved me so mildly, and appeared sadder 

than myself. I was quite inconsolable whenever she 

went out without me. My father often scolded me 

for my selfishness, and said, I ought not to deprive 

my mother of a little recreation, and he was right. 

I tried hard to hide my grief; but I did not always 

succeed, for I had an extreme fear of being left 

alone.” 

“And what could frighten you in your father’s 

house?” said Douglas. 

“Tt would be hard to say. When I was alone, the 

least noise made me afraid, and silence was more 

terrible still. I was frightened for horses, dogs, mice, 

and even flies; but what I dreaded most was dark- 

ness, and my father prohibited me from having a 

light in my room after I was in bed. My nurse, 

when putting me to sleep, used to tell me such 

foolish. stories, which increased my fears; and, 

strange to say, the more frightful they were, the 

nore I enjoyed them.” 

“ But did your mother allow her to frighten you?” 

said Alice. 

“No; my mother was quite ignorant of it, and it
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was very wrong of me not telling her ; but I was well 

punished in consequence, by the increase of fear 

which made me suffer so much. 

“ My father hoping to cure me, insisted that I should 

be left alone in my room as soon as I was in bed. 

If I slept immediately after lying down, it mattered 

little to me what came over me; but when Esther 

had told me one of her frightful stories, I could not 

sleep, or if I did, I awoke imagining myself sur- 

rounded by such strange figures ; then I was so afraid 

I got out of my bed, and went down-stairs in my night- 

dress, even into the court. I would crouch down near 

the dining-room window, the shutters of which were 

generally left open. From this place I could see 

my father and mother, and hearing them speak I felt 

quite reassured. When I saw them about to leave 

the room, I would return to my bed as quickly as 

possible, but I had great difficulty in warming my- 

self again. From this cause I was perpetually catch- 

ing cold, which distressed my mother much, who 

could not understand the reason of it, for I was 

dressed in the warmest of clothing, and she took the 

tenderest care ofme. One day, after Esther had been 

telling me of fabulous animals that vomited flames 

and ate little children, I was dreaming of all these
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dreadful things, when I was suddenly awoke by a 

noise on the curtains of my bed. I buried my head 

under the clothes, and lay trembling, waiting for the 

renewal of the noise, my heart beating so loud and 

fast that it seemed to make as much noise as the 

great kitchen clock. At the end of a quarter of an 

hour, which seemed to me like a day in length, some- 

thing soft passed over my face. I thought I would 

have died with fear, and I tried to cry out, but could 

not; a moment after, a glass which was on the table 

fell with a crash. Gathering together all my courage, 

I gained the staircase, which I descended as fast as I 

could. The snow was falling in great flakes, and 

covered the pavement of the court like a beautiful 

white carpet; I slipped with my bare feet along the 

wall, until I came to the dining-room window. The 

sight of my parents reassured me completely. Just 

then I heard my mother say : 

“¢T°am sure poor Lucy will be very much afraid of 

the wind to-night all alone up-stairs.’ 

“‘¢ Nonsense,’ answered my father, ‘you are spoil- 

ing the child; she must be taught to remain in her 

room alone without a light, and now that she sees 

_ that I am in earnest about it, she says nothing against 

it.’
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“Tn saying these words he turned his eyes by chance 

towards the window, where he saw my little face 

pressed close against the panes. He rose quickly 

and came to the door to see if it was really I, or if 

his eyes had been deceiving him. Fearing that I 

should be well scolded for my disobedience, I threw 

myself on my knees before him, begging him to for- 

give me, but instead of scolding me he said smiling— 

“¢¢ What has brought you here, my little one? Why 

are you not in your bed ?’ 

“These mild words, which I was far from expecting, 

made me feel quite happy, and I wept with joy! He 

then carried me to my mother, who wrapped me in a 

shawl and took me on her knee. After giving me 

something warm to drink, my father questioned me 

in regard to my strange conduct, and I told him when 

I could not sleep I was in the habit of coming to 

the window and remaining as he had found me that 

night. Seeing my mother’s eyes filled with tears, I 

said to her, ‘ Dearest mamma, do not distress your- 

self! I will remain in my bed to please you, and be 

carried off by these horrible figures I sometimes see, 

and next morning when you come to look for your 

little Lucy, you will not find her; but I would rather 

die than vex you.’
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“ My mother asked me of what horrible figures I 

spoke, and I related all the stories my nurse had told 

me. 

“ My father explained that these figures that caused 

me so much fear existed only in my imagination, and 

to prove it, he added, they disappeared as soon as 

there was a light in my room. 

“My nurse was severely reprimanded by my father, 

who gave her notice to leave next day. I was very 

sorry to part from her, but my father was inflexible, 

and she was obliged to go. For the future I slept in 

my mother’s room, where there was a light burning all 

night, and I never again saw any more figures, or was 

frightened by ridiculous stories.” 

“But, grandmamma,” said Minnie, “was it quite 

true that something soft touched your face, and the 

glass was really broken ?” 

“It was simply a little mouse which, having lost 

itself among the curtains of my bed, fell on my face, 

and being as frightened as myself, it jumped on the 

table and overturned the glass.”



  

IV. 

THE TWO WORKERS. 

OME years ago I was staying in London, 

with Mrs Oswell, an old friend of my 

mother’s. 

    

One rainy day, as we were walking in one of the 

principal streets, we observed a deformed old woman 

in front of us, who, having no umbrella, looked with 

dismay at the threatening clouds. 

“There is,” said I, laughing, “a poor creature in 

great distress in case her new bonnet gets spoiled 

by the rain.” 

“Let us go and offer to assist her, as she seems to 

have great difficulty in walking,” replied Mrs Oswell. 

“Do you wish us to make a spectacle of our- 

selves?” J asked. 

“And will we be thought the less of for doing 

so?” answered my old friend.
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I hung down my head with confusion, and was 

about to follow her, when we saw a gentlemanly-look- 

ing young man approach the unfortunate woman, and 

offer his arm, which she accepted with a profound 

courtesy. 

“Really,” said I, not being able to contain my 

gravity, “that is a courageous boy !” 

“You laugh, my dear, and so may others, but there 

is more charity in this simple act of politeness than 

in greater ones highly boasted of.” 

At the same moment a carriage dashed past, which 

I had not noticed approaching, occupied as I was 

with everything passing before me, and splashed my 

pretty white muslin dress and mantle. I stopped be- 

wildered, not knowing what to do. 

Mrs Oswell smiled to herself, then looked at the 

old woman who walked before us, leaning trium- 

phantly on the young man’s arm. 

I felt my cheeks crimson, and was about to confess 

the suitableness of the accident, when I was inter- 

rupted by a young woman, who said to me— 

“Tf you will take the trouble to come to my house, 

Miss, I’ll wash your dress, which will only be the 

work of an hour or so.” 

Mrs Oswell, struck with her modest look, accepted. 
Cc
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We followed her into a dingy street close by, when 

she led us into a dilapidated old house with a very 

narrow stair. 

“Tf you will allow me, ladies, I will show you the 

way.” 

And she ascended the first flight of stairs. By the 

time we arrived at the third, I stopped quite out of 

breath. 

“Tt is very high up, ma’am,” she said turning round, 

“but poor folk like us need as much fresh air as 

possible in these crowded parts.” 

Having at length reached the top, she led us into a 

humble little room, which was very scantily furnished, 

but where everything was unexceptionably neat and . 

clean. ‘ 

Seated by the window was a pretty-looking girl, 

apparently about sixteen years of age, busily engaged 

embroidering, whilst a little boy of ten was amusing 

himself with spinning a top on the table. 

“Flora,” said the young woman entering, “gn and 

heat some water to wash this lady’s dress, and you, 

George, go into the other room and play.” 

A few minutes after, the young girl came and 

assisted me off with my dress, and wrapped me in a 

shaw] till her mother washed it.
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She then seated herself once more at her work, and 

I admired the dexterity with which she plied her 

needle. Presently a ray of sunshine peeped. through 

the window, and she rose and put her flower-pots 

out on the sill. 

‘“‘Excuse me, ladies,” said she, “but these poor 

flowers are in great need of a little fresh air and 

sun.” 

“Vou give yourself a great deal of trouble, my 

child,” said Mrs Oswell, “for a very short-lived 

pleasure; the flowers will soon be withered, and you 

will need to wait for a whole year before they bloom 

again.” 

“ But, ma’am,” replied Flora, with a charming smile, 

“itis a great pleasure to take care of them. When 

in winter, I expose them to the sun, or when I wash 

their leaves soiled by the smoke, I am quite happy to 

think of the comfort I give them, and besides, they are 

a great ornament to our humble dwelling.” 

“ But they last for such a short time.” 

“Oh! but I like to watch them shoot, and to see 

their leaves growing, and I picture to myself the 

beautiful flowers that in time will burst from the 

buds which are still hardly visible.” 

“ And then, ma’am,” added the mother, “ they teach
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us many a useful lesson ; in them we can admire the 

power and wisdom of God, who created all those 

beautiful flowers, which the most experienced pencil of 

the painter cannot rival: and then there are crowds 

of little insects that come and feed on their leaves, 

which makes us think of the goodness of God, who 

provides for the necessities of the smallest of His 

creatures. All this makes us raise our thoughts to 

heaven, and renders us humble ; and if sometimes we 

are vain of our own perfections, we need only cast 

our eyes on the flowers, to see how much more per- 

fect they are than we.” 

My dress being finished, Flora assisted me with it - 

on. Mrs Oswell in the meantime entered into con- 

versation with her mother. 

“You are surely very young,” she said to her, “to 

have a daughter the age of Flora!” 

“Oh, ma’am, she is not my daughter; but I love _. 

her as much as if she were,” she said, kissing the - 

young girl affectionately. s 

“Ts she, then, a relative of yours?” continued Mrs 

Oswell, whose interest was excited. 

“No, ma’am; Flora was bequeathed to me by her 

mother, whom I attended on her last moments.” 

“ Will you be kind enough to tell me her history,
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if it is not trespassing too much on your time and 

kindness ?” 

“Certainly. It is very simple. 

“ I was married, when very young, to a respectable 

working jeweller, whom I had the misfortune to lose 

two years after our marriage. I was left very badly 

off, for my husband’s long illness had absorbed all 

our slender means. One of my friends, however, 

~ taught me to embroider, and very soon I had work 

enough to enable me to live honestly and rear my 

little son. , 

“On the same flat there lived a very beautiful 

young woman, whom I sometimes met on the stairs, 

and in this way we became acquainted. 

“TI often did her a good turn, without, however, 

any further friendship being established between us ; 

for she always kept her distance. 

“She begged of me more than once to sell some 

of her jewels, which seemed to be her last resource, 

for her distress was great. 

“As she was very anxious to get a little work, I 

procured her some embroidery, which she did so 

beautifully she soon had more work than, she could 

manage. 

“ Although she was always very grateful for any-



38 THE TWO WORKERS. 
  

thing I did, I was always very respectful to her, for 

T felt sure she was above me in station.” 

“Had she any friends here ?” asked Mrs Oswell. _ 

“No, ma’am; she was a stranger, and a widow, 

like myself. 

“Ore night when I awoke I heard low groans 

proceeding from her room, which gradually grew 

more and more indistinct. I immediately ran in, 

and found her to all appearance dying. I wished 

to go for a doctor, but she said, ‘It is of no use, 

my time has come; but what is to become of my 

' poor little one?’ and she gave a great cry, which I 

believed was her last. She calmed herself, however, 

and I asked her if she would like me to inform her 

friends of her illness. 

“¢ ¢T have no friends ; but I put my trust in God, 

who will never cast me off,’ she said, raising her eyes 

to the ceiling. ‘I only wish I could take my little 

one with me, for there is no one to care for her when 

I am gone.’ 

“ «Will you give her to me?’ I asked. ‘You know 

how I love her, and I will rear her with my own son, 

and will make an honest girl of her !’ 

“¢Oh!? she exclaimed, ‘how can I thank you? 

Now I can die in peace, and may God reward you.’
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“TJ then ran for our good old curate, who fortu- 

nately arrived before it was too late. He knelt and 

prayed with the dying woman, who seemed to join 

in every word he uttered. 

“Tt was touching to witness her resignation to the 

Divine Will: the valley of the shadow of death had 

no terrors for her. Long had she known her Saviour, 

and now strength was given her to meet her end with 

calmness and peace. 

“ Only when speaking of her child did her firmness 

forsake her. At last she asked for her to be brought, 

and after kissing her again and again, she fell back 

and expired.” 

“Tt appears to me,” said Mrs Oswell, “ that this 

young woman is not quite unknown to me. I will 

make inquiry, and perhaps we may be able to find 

Flora’s friends.” 

“Oh, ma’am, do not try to separate us !” 

“I do not wish to leave you, dear mother,” said 

Flora, her eyes streaming with tears. 

“ But,” continued Mrs Oswell to the mother, “she 

may yet hold a brilliant position in the world.” 

“Tt is true, ma’am,” she answered, endeavouring 

to suppress her emotion ; “and I have only work and 

poverty to offer her.”
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’ “What would wealth and ease be without you, my 

dear mother?” cried Flora. “ Nothing, no, nothing 

shall ever separate us.” 

I then thanked them both for their trouble and 

kindness, and we left, promising to return soon 

again, i 

‘ Oh, miss,” said Flora, “we will always be so very 

glad to see you.” 

When we had taken our departure, I said to my . 

old friend— 

“ Are you really acquainted with Flora’s friends?” 

“JT? Not in the slightest ; it was only a stratagem 

I used to make her accept of a little money in future, 

and also to put this young woman to the test, who 

perhaps only wished to make a boast of her good 

deeds.” 

. “Oh! never,” said I; “she has such an honest 

look.” 

“Tt is true; and, like you, I feel. myself drawn to 

her; but I have been so often deceived by appear-- 

ances. I was anxious to discover her real motives.” 

A fortnight after, we called on them again, and I 

made Flora a present of a nice warm dress, and to 

little George I gave a very pretty humming-top. The 

child, who was amusing himself ina corner, bounded
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towards me, and received it with a. great burst of 

joy: 
‘TI was not deceived,”. said Mrs Oswell to the 

young woman. “I have discovered Flora’s father; 

but as he was not on good terms with her mother, he 

has refused to see his child ; however, I have suc- 

ceeded in obtaining an allowance for her, which will 

be paid quarterly. Here is the first instalment,” 

said my friend, holding out the money to Flora, 

who appeared quite bewildered at her good luck. 

“Thanks; oh, thanks, ma’am! Mother,” con- 

tinued she, “you will have no difficulty now in 

paying your rent, and we shall be able to have nice 

warm fires in winter.” 

“And you will be quite out of your element here,” 

added George ; “‘ you will be so proses now that you 

are rich.” 

Flora then showed us a splendid diamond ring 

which had belonged to her mother. - 

“This is avery precious jewel,” said I, examining 

the stones. ‘How does it happen that you never 

thought of selling it when you were in want? The 

money it would have brought would have greatly 

diminished your distress.” 

“T have no right to-dispose of my patehiers pos-
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sessions,” answered the young woman ; “ besides, I 

think I would do wrong in giving away this ring, 

which may one day be the means of discovering her 

relations.” 

“And what are you going to make of this little 

man?” I asked, pointing to little George. 

“T have not yet thought ; he is at present attend- 

ing the Charity School, and-his teacher is much 

pleased with the progress he is making.” 

“ What would you like to be?” asked Mrs Oswell, 

beckoning to the young boy. 

“A teacher,” he answered, without hesitation. 

“Very well; you shall enter the Normal School 

after the holidays.” 

“Oh! how delightful,” cried the child, jumping 

with joy. “You will never need to want, mother ; 

when I have a school, I shall be quite able to keep 

both Flora and you.”



  

V. 

THE CHILDREN OF THE WOOD. 

“MMA ELLIS, when nine years old, had a 

long and painful illness. Her physician 

  

declared that the only means of saving 

her life was to take her to the country, where she 

would get plenty of fresh air and sun. 

It so happened that her old nurse Martha, who 

had brought her up, was now married and lived 

in a pretty little cottage, covered with honeysuckle 

and ivy One could hardly imagine a more beauti- 

ful spot; and there Mrs Ellis resolved to take up 

their abode till Emma was once more convalescent. 

Martha, quite delighted with the prospect of receiving 

her old mistress who had been so kind to her, has- 

tened to put everything in order for their arrival. 

As soon as Emma was able to travel, her mamma 

brought her to the cottage.
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The trees were so beautiful, the air so balmy, 

the turf so rich with flowers of every hue, that 

Emma was quite in raptures with her new abode. 

She was still very weak, and had to be drawn about 

in a little carriage; little by little, however, she 

recovered her strength, and she was very soon able 

to walk round about the house. 

One morning Martha’s husband, who was a game- 

keeper, returned home, leading a ragged girl by 

the hand, who appeared about Emma’s age, whilst 

the under-keeper, Duncan, followed with a little boy 

younger than she, but as badly clothed. 

‘Took here, Martha,” said Hugh to his wife, 

“here are two bairns I have found in the wood, they are 

real savages, I warn you; but God has sent them to us, 

and we must care for them as if they were our own.” 

“What do you say!” cried Mrs Ellis, “how is it 

possible these children can live in the woods like 

animals? We must question them.” 

“JT have-done so already, ma’am, but without 

success.” 

“‘ Where do you live, my little girl?” asked Mrs Ellis. 

The child, reassured by her sweet voice, answered, 

‘¢Far away in the woods!” 

“ And what is your name?”
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‘* Nancy.” 

“ And your brother’s ?” 

Peter.” 

“ And where is your father?” 

“Gone!” 

“ And your mother?” 

The child did not answer. 

“Who feeds you, then ?” 

“We live on roots and herbs!” 

This was all that could be extracted from her, and 

her brother would not speak a word. 

‘“‘ Hugh,” said Duncan, “I would like to take care 

of the laddie, although I’m not over well off mysel’.” 

“You have barely enough to support your own 

family, and why burden yourself with another mouth 

to feed, when there’s no need for it ?” 

*‘God will provide; poor folk like us have not 

often the chance of doing good—and you know 

where there ’s a will, there’s a way.” 

Peter, not very caring about being separated from 

his sister, at first made a desperate resistance, and it 

was only with the promise of seeing her every day 

that he at last consented to go with Duncan. Mrs 

Ellis now gave them some bread and meat. Poor 

children, the avidity with which they devoured it 
S D 
“a
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proved they were no strangers to scanty fare or even 

to the pains of hunger. 

Martha now busied herself in making clothes for 

little Nancy, who, when washed and dressed, pre- 

sented a very respectable appearance. 

Peter was continually begging of his sister to return 

to the woods; but Nancy, who was of a very affec- 

tionate nature, grew more and more attached to 

Emma every day. The two little girls were seldom 

separate: the former knew how to make herself useful, 

and tried by every means in her power to prove her 

gratitude to her benefactors. 

Emma’s health was at last re-established ; her eyes 

began to sparkle, and her cheeks, once so pale, now 

glowed with the rosy tint of health. 

Following the doctor’s advice, her mamma allowed 

her to wander in the woods at her pleasure; the two 

children being her constant companions, both tried 

to please her in every possible way. Peter, who was 

now a little more civilised, climbed up the trees like 

a squirrel, to rob a nest or gather nuts, and Nancy 

plucked the flowers to make wreaths or bouquets; 

both were very happy in their new homes, but still 

they always spoke of their little hut with sadness and 

regret, and longed to be at liberty again.
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One day Emma said to Nancy, “ Take me to this 

famous hut which you speak so much about.” 

“Oh! it is a very long way from here, and you 

would never be able to walk so far !” 

“ Never fear ! let us try, at any rate ; besides, if we 

are tired we can rest by the way.” 

The trio accordingly set off in high spirits, every 

minute stopping to pluck flowers or gather nuts, 

which Emma was particularly fond of. 

At last they arrived at a glade in the wood sur- 

rounded by stately trees, which seemed in their height 

to reach the very clouds. In this romantic spot stood 

a small :straw-thatched hut, the door of which hung 

loose on its hinges, and the broken windows were only 

stuffed with rags; so that winter winds and summer 

breezes had easy ingress. 

Emma having inspected the interior, at length 

asked where the children used to sleep. 

“‘ Over there,” answered Nancy, pointing to a recess 

in the corner, which was filled with dried leaves. 

“In winter also?” continued Emma. 

“Yes, always.” 

The idea of the sufferings these poor children must 

have endured, presented itself to Emma for the first 

time, and the thought of it brought tears to her eyes.
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“ And what did you do for a fire?” 

“ Oh, wait a wee, and I’ll show you how to make 

a fire,” cried Peter ; “‘it is very easy !” 

Gathering two pebbles, he put some dried leaves 

between his thumb and the pebble he held in his 

left hand ; then striking it with the other, numerous 

sparks darted from them; the leaves immediately 

taking fire, were placed on the ground outside the 

hut, and covered over with other leaves and branches 

of trees, which Nancy had in readiness. Emma, who 

had watched the process with great interest, now said 

she felt very hungry. Nancy, who played the part of 

‘hostess, looked about for some potatoes, which she 

at last discovered hid in a corner. Although a little 

spoilt, they were pronounced by the children to be 

very good when roasted. 

It was now late in the afternoon. The sun was 

becoming less and less bright ; but the young people, 

so thoroughly engrossed with their occupation, had 

quite forgotten the lateness of the hour. 

Their prolonged absence made Mrs Ellis feel very 

anxious, fearing in case any accident had befallen 

Emma. 

“Never fear, ma’am,” said Hugh, “our little 

savages know every turn in the wood, so there’s
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no chance of their losing themselves ; however, I am 

going to look for them.” 

“JT shall go also, for I cannot remain any longer 

in suspense.” 

Accordingly, Mrs Ellis and Hugh set out in search 

of the little wanderers. At length, arriving at a cross 

way, they were quite at a loss which path to take, when 

fortunately they fell in with Duncan, who directed 

them to the glade where he had seen the children 

a short while before. On entering the glade, Mrs 

Ellis saw Emma, with Nancy and Peter on either ; 

side, seated in gipsy fashion round a blazing fire, 

laughing and chatting, and apparently enjoying them- 

selves to their heart’s content. Delighted at finding 

her little girl in safety, Mrs Ellis clasped her in her 

arms without uttering a word. 

“Where did you get these potatoes?” asked 

Hugh of Nancy, observing some remains of the 

feast. 

“Tn our house, of course,” answered Peter, proudly 

pointing to the little hut close by. 

“‘ What was your father?” asked Mrs Ellis. 

‘Oh! he used to make baskets, and take them to 

the village to sell; and one day he never came 

back.”
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“What did you do then ?” 

“We went about the country begging, and some 

kind ‘people took pity on us, and gave us food and 

clothing.” 

“But how does it happen, Nancy,” said Hugh, 

‘that I’ve never seen you, for as often as I’ve come 

here?” 

Nancy did not answer ; but Peter said— 

“We always hid, because father told us the game- 

keepers were very bad men, and we were never to go 

near them.” 

The night was fast approaching by the time they 

reached home; the children, tired and hungry, made 

an excellent meal, in spite of their feast in the wood. 

Peter was now put to school. Emma in the mean- 

time taught little Nancy to read and write; she was 

deeply attached to her; and when the time came for 

Emma to return to town, she was so distressed at the 

idea of leaving her pupil behind, that her mamma did 

not hesitate to take her also. 

Nancy was quite astonished with everything she 

saw, and at first was very happy in her new home; 

but when spring came, she became listless and sad. 

Seated by the window, her book or work in her 

hands, she did nothing but pass her time in watch-
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ing the fleeting clouds, and the very sight of a bird 

brought tears to her eyes. 

Mrs Ellis was quite at a loss to account for her 

strange conduct. ‘“‘ What is the matter with my little 

Nancy? she is sad, and often weeps; is any one 

unkind to her?” she asked of her one day. 

“Oh, no, it is not that; every one is very good to 

me !” . 

“Then what can it be?” 

“ Forgive me, dear lady, but when I hear the hum 

of the bee at the window, and when I feel the smell 

of the honeysuckle which creeps along the wall, I 

think of the woods and flowers ; and I long to be at 

liberty once more !” 

Mrs Ellis consulted her physician, who, after having 

examined Nancy carefully, advised her to send her 

back to the country, if she did not wish her to die of 

consumption. 

This was a painful separation for the little girls, but 

it was arranged that Emma should pass the summer 

in the country, and Nancy the winter in town. 

A month after, Martha wrote good news of Nancy, 

whose health was now completely re-established ; 

“but whatever one does,” she added, ‘she will 

aiways remain a@ child of the wood.”



  

Vi. 

THE REDUCTION OF TROPEA. 

g¥a|N 1806, the French army, stationed at Cal- 

abria, advanced to Reggio to prevent the 

English from landing there; whilst a small 

detachment of infantry were sent on to Tropea, in case. 

of any attack being made in that quarter. 

In the meantime, the English vessels floated in 

the bay of St Euphemia and commenced to disem- 

bark. The French general foreseeing a serious en- 

gagement, retired from Tropea to Tarento, leaving 

only two officers and thirty men to defend the former 

    

place. 

The English now being in full possession of the 

surrounding country, advanced to the gates of Tro- 

pea; but the French officers resolved to hold out 

to the last. To make the enemy believe that the 

place was well garrisoned, they caused a terrible
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discharge to be made on a vessel of the line 

anchored at the foot of the fortifications, which 

responded to their fire, but their bullets and 

bombs did no damage to the walls of the city. 

They discovered too late, however, that Tropea 

was not as well provided with victual as powder, 

and it became necessary to put the men on halt 

rations, never doubting but what they would soon 

be relieved. They continued to fire; but days and 

weeks passed without making any change on their 

condition, save the gradual diminution of the 

provisions. The inhabitants, nearly famished with 

hunger, murmured, and the little garrison was re- 

duced to a quarter of a ration daily. 

At last, after unheard-of sufferings, borne with 

superhuman courage, the poor women, with their 

babes in their arms, came and begged of the officers 

to submit. 

Having given up all hope of relief, they at length 

resolved to surrender. Their capitulation being ac- 

cepted by the English, it was stipulated that the 

garrison should go out with all the honours of war, 

on condition that they should yield themselves as 

prisoners next day. 

Accordingly, at the appointed time, the French
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general, at the head of his thirty-two men, presented 

himself before the English, who numbered above 

six hundred, ranged in battle array. 

“But where is the garrison?” asked the English 

commander, advancing towards the French general. 

“Tt is before you, sir.” 

“What! you do not mean to say that, with this 

handful of men, you have held out for five weeks 

against us? It is incredible !” 

The prisoners were at length taken on board a 

vessel bound for Rhodes. From there they were 

transferred to Malta, and finally to England, where 

they remained till 1814. 

 



  

VII. 

THE WILL. 

IRS COURTENAY had been abroad for 

several years on account of her health.    ' On her return, she hastened to go and 

see her uncle, General Cornwall, for, having received 

no answer to her numerous letters for some time, 

she could not understand what had come over him. 

On arriving at his house, she was welcomed only 

by her uncle’s old servant, John, who told her that his 

master was not able to see any one. 

“Ts he, then, so ill as not to be able to receive me? 

Go, John, and say that I have come to instal myself 

as sick-nurse, and that he could not have one more 

attentive nor kind.” 

John apparently did as he was bid, and soon re- 

turned to say that his master was firm in his resolution 

not to see her.
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Mrs Courtenay made several more attempts to gain 

admittance to him, but all in vain; and the general’s 

other relations were quite as unsuccessful. 

She loved her old uncle sincerely, and was much 

grieved at his conduct, which she often spoke of to 

her husband in the hearing of their children, Dinah, — 

the eldest girl, who was only nine, seeing her mamma 

so much put about, said to her one day— 

“ Dear mamma, may I go and see my godfather! 

Jam sure I would succeed, if you will only let me try.” 

“My dear child, I fear you would meet. with a 

poor reception from old John, who, I am certain, 

would. not allow you to see my uncle.” 

“Who knows, mamma? besides, I don’t mind for 

John: just let me try.” 

And Dinah kissed her mamma so tenderly, that 

the latter had not the heart to say her nay. 

So she set off, accompanied by her old nurse, and 

very soon arrived at the general’s door, where she 

rang for a long time without any notice being taken. 

At last John appeared, who, seeing such a little 

visitor at the door, spoke with a very cross voice: 

“What is all your hurry, miss?” he asked. “You 

have nearly broken the bell with all your pulling at it.” 

“T wish to see my godfather, the general, and I
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shall see him,” answered Dinah, in a very resolute 

tone. 

“Ah! Isee! You are doubtless Miss Courtenay ? 

Well, I am sorry you cannot see my master.” 

“ And why not, may I ask?” 

“What does it matter to you?” 

“What does it matter to me?” cried Dinah, her 

eyes flashing, with anger. “The general is my god- 

father. And I love him, and wish to see him.” 

“T understand: you want some of his fortune !” 

“You are an impertinent man,” said Dinah, red 

with rage. “I wish nothing of my godfather, save 

his friendship ; and I repeat, I wish to see him, and 

I shall see him.” 

“‘ Not to-day, however,” replied the old servant, in 

a complacent tone, “for he has gone out, and will 

not return home till late in the evening.” 

“Oh! very well! I shall wait.” 

“ Only with my permission, though.” 

“Without your permission, I shall sit down on the 

doorstep, and he will be obliged to pass me before 

going into the house.” 

A few minutes after, a little old man, dressed in a 

sealskin coat, and a green velvet cap on his head, 

appeared behind John.
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Although Dinah had only a very indistinct recol- 

lection of her godfather, she threw her arms round 

his neck, never doubting but that it was he. 

“What is the cause of all this noise, John?” 

“‘ My dear godfather, it is because your little Dinah 

has come to see you,” said the girl. 

‘Because miss wishes to force her way into the 

house,” said the servant at the same time. 

“Do you not wish to see me, uncle, nor mamma 

either? ” 

“What do you say, my little girl? Neither she 

nor any other of my relations have come near 

me for three years. But, you see, old people are 

not amiable nor amusing; consequently they are 

forsaken.” 

Dinah looked at John, who turned away his head 

to hide his confusion; but the little girl resolved 

not to expose his conduct without consulting her 

mamma. Her uncle then took her into his room, 

where they chatted away for an hour or so, and the 

old man was quite pleased with Dinah. 

“You will come and see me every day, won't 

you, my little girl? And in case the weather is 

bad, and prevents you, here is something to hire 

a conveyance,” he said to her as she was leaving,
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at the same time holding out a little purse full of 

* money. 

“ Yes, uncle, I shall be delighted to come ; but, as I 

am almost grown up, and quite able to walk in all sorts 

of weather, keep your purse, my dear godfather ; and,” 

she added, looking at John, who was standing behind 

his master’s chair, “I wish you to understand that it 

is for you, and you alone, that I come.” 

“Tt seems that we have a will of our own, which 

we like to exercise,” said the old man, giving Dinah 

a gentle pat on the cheek. 

The little girl was quite enraptured with him, and 

ran home with a light heart to tell her mamma what 

a dear old man he was. 

“Mamma—dear mamma!” she cried, as soon as 

she had opened the door, “I have seen my god- 

father ;” and she related all that had passed. 

“You were quite right, my dear, not to take any 

notice of John’s behaviour.” 

“Mamma, dear, it is you who ought to expose him, 

and I do hope he will be well punished for his con- 

duct.” 

“‘No, my dear, I will do nothing of the kind. Itis 

true, John has been very much to blame; but, you 

know, we ought to return good for evil, and it would
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be wrong of us to try and deprive my uncle of this old 

man’s services, to whom he is so much attached.” 

Dinah did not fail to keep her promise, and so 

she went regularly every morning to her uncle’s, who 

was more and more charmed every time he saw her ; 

and not only was Mrs Courtenay taken into his good 

graces, but his other relations also. The old general 

grew young again in the midst of his friends, and 

never knew that old John had been the means of 

their estrangement. 

Two years after the reconciliation had taken place, 

Dinah was laid up with scarlet fever. She was dan- 

gerously ill, and her mamma never left her bed-side 

for nearly a month. As soon as she was well enough 

to go out, her first visit was to her uncle’s ; but, alas! 

he was no more, haying died the night before of a fit 

of apoplexy. 

Poor Dinah was very much distressed that she had 

not seen him, to bid him a last farewell; for she loved 

her old uncle dearly. 

The will being opened, it was discovered, to the 

general surprise, that the deceased had disinherited 

all his nephews and nieces, and left his fortune to 

a distant relation. 

Mrs Courtenay consoled herself with the thought
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that her uncle was indebted to Dinah for the happi- 

ness of his old age. Five years after the old general 

died, Dinah received a letter, with an immense paper 

enclosed, and a note, which read as follows :— 

“ Miss CouRTENAY,—I am a miserable wretch, 

who, tempted by a distant relative of the general’s, 

did all in my power to influence him against his 

lawful heirs. I have not been able to stifle my re- 

morse of conscience for this crime, and I now make 

all the reparation I can by sending you my master’s 

last will. ; 

“Forgive me, dear lady, and pray for your unworthy 

servant, who will be no more by the time you read this. 

“JOHN.” 

By this last will the general divided his immense 

fortune equally amongst his nephews, after having laid 

aside a goodly portion for Dinah. 

Poor old John was found dead in his garret, having 

hung himself in a fit of remorse,



  

VIII. 

THE BRIGANDS. 

NE morning, my mother was sitting in her 

    

room busily engaged in reading, whilst my 

little brother Robert, who was only five 

years old, played at her side. All of a sudden she 

heard a great commotion in the street: opening the 

window to discover the cause, she saw a great crowd 

running in all directions, crying, “ The brigands! the 

brigands ! here come the brigands !” 

‘What shall we do?” cried the women; “ they will 

burn our houses and kill our children !” and the poor 

mothers clasped their babes in their arms, 

My mother also becoming alarmed, did not know 

very well what she was about, and instead of going to 

my father, who was in the library, she opened her 

desk and took out all the money that was there ; then 

seizing her little boy, she ran up to the top of the.
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house. There she saw a half-open door which led into 

a small recess filled full of faggots. She climbed on 

to the heap, with Robert in her arms, and let herself 

down at the other side, between the faggots and the 

wall, into a small space hardly large enough to hold her. 

From there, she distinctly heard the noise in the 

street, which gradually subsided, and at last she 

thought the house and town were alike deserted. 

Calming herself, however, she prayed to God, and 

committed herself and little son to His keeping. 

After four weary hours had passed, hearing sounds in 

the house, she cried out, but all in vain, for no one 

heard her ; then she thought of the grief her husband 

would experience at not finding her in her room, and 

she feared, when he saw the desk open and the money 

all gone, he would think the brigands had carried 

them off also. 

She bitterly repented that she had not gone to him 

when first alarmed, for where could she be in greater 

safety than beside him ; but she had thought of this 

too late. 

She now tried to climb up the place where she had 

descended, but found it quite impossible, for the heap 

of wood was so near the wall she had not room to 

move,
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Robert, who had been asleep, now awoke, and 

asked for a drink of water. 

The thought that her child might die of thirst with- 

out her being able to help him, crossed my mother’s 

mind, and she felt her heart fail her; he at length 

fell asleep, quite exhausted with crying. 

My mother took him in her arms, and wrapped 

her dress round him, in case he would be the worse 

of the night air, which came blowing in through the 

roof, but which was fortunately very mild. 

She was feeling thirsty and feverish, and at last be- 

came quite unconscious. When she came to herself 

again, her first thought was of her little boy, whom 

she found lying near her, sleeping very peacefully. 

Seizing him, she clasped him in her arms in a sort of 

frenzy. Robert awoke all in a tremble, crying— 

“Mamma, what is the matter? are we going to 

die of hunger and thirst?” But his mamma had 

again become unconscious, and made no answer. 

My father, on the first alarm of the brigand’s ap- 

proach, went to the parlour, expecting to find his 

wife and little son; but not seeing them there, he 

went to her room, which was empty, and observing 

the desk open, and the money gone, his worst fears 

were confirmed. Frantic with grief, he ran into the
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street, and asked every one who passed if they had 

seen his wife. No one being able to give him any 

information regarding her, he returned home in de- 

spair, and passed a sleepless night. 

Next morning, at daybreak, he resumed his search, 

but to no purpose. 

Towards dinner-time, the servant went up-stairs for 

some wood. Robert, hearing the door open, said, in 

a plaintive tone— 

“Ts that you, nurse? If you don’t give me some- 

thing to drink, I shall die. Mamma is asleep, and I 

do not wish to awake her.” 

The girl, much astonished at hearing the child’s 

voice, cried to the other servant— 

“John, be quick and bring some milk for Master 

Robert, who is nearly dead with thirst.” 

My father, who was in the yard below, hearing 

these words, came up to the garret, and asked the 

servant where his son was. 

Little Robert, recognising his father’s voice, called 

out— 

“© papa! take me out of here; I am so hungry, 

and thirsty, and frightened, and mamma won’t speak.” 

My father, having climbed on to the faggots, per- 

ceived his wife lying insensible on the other side,
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and his little boy on his knees by her side. Not 

being able to reach him, he tied his handkerchief to 

the handle of the can of milk, and by this means got 

it down to Robert, who drank it greedily. Then, 

with the servant’s assistance, he removed the faggots, 

one by one, in order to make an opening large 

enough to admit of their reaching the unfortunate 

prisoners: this done, he took his wife in his arms, 

and Bridget followed with little Robert. 

They had great difficulty in restoring my mother 

to consciousness, and for many days she lay in a 

death-like stupor. Z 

When she was at length convalescent, she went to 

see the place where she had passed so many miser- 

able hours. Observing it so full of wood, she could 

not understand how she had managed to climb up 

on the faggots with Robert in her arms, and how she 

had got down to the other side seemed a perfect 

miracle to her ! 

Her folly seemed very plain to her now, and from 

this bitter lesson, which might have proved fatal to 

both her and her child, she learned to cultivate 

greater presence of mind in time of danger.



 





  

Ix, 

THE GRANDMOTHER. 

‘ARS VIVIAN was the grandmother of eight 

children—four boys and four little girls. 

  

She lived in a pretty house in the out- 

skirts of the town, surrounded by a beautiful garden 

filled with the finest fruits and brightest flowers that 

could charm the eye or tempt the appetite. 

Every Thursday her little flock gathered round her, 

a treat which was always looked forward to from the 

eldest to the youngest. They were of all ages and 

sizes, Douglas being already fifteen, while Minnie had 

not yet attained her seventh year. 

Mrs Vivian allowed the children perfect freedom 

to play as they wished, the little girls pulled flowers, 

and made bouquets or wreaths for their hair ; and if 

they envied the beautiful fruit that hung above them, 

their grandmother showed them where to get the best,
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and allowed them the great pleasure of gathering it 

for themselves. 

After these young people had laughed and danced 

to their heart’s content, they grouped around their 

kind grandmother, who had watched their play 

seated under the shade of a great oak-tree; then 

old Nancy, assisted by the children, spread a table 

out in the open air, and loaded it with all possible 

dainties. A boy and a girl were chosen each time 

to do the honours of the feast; and at those occa- 

sions even the youngest acquitted themselves credit- 

ably, Mrs Vivian being always as particular about the 

children’s behaviour at her own table as if they were 

at a stranger’s house. When the repast was finished, 

Alice, the eldest girl, prepared tea, or good old 

Nancy handed round cups of coffee, Turkish fashion ; 

then the table being removed, they assembled once 

more under the oak, the little girls with their work, 

the boys seated or spread on the grass, when one of 

the company told some interesting story. The past 

year Mrs Vivian told Alice to collect all the stories 

that had been told during the season, without letting 

any one into the secret except her. cousin Edith, who 

assisted her. 

Douglas, who never imagined that what he
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told would ever be written, commenced the 

series. 

‘J will tell you a singular adventure, which hap- 

pened toa friend of mine, whose acquaintance I made 

during the holidays,” said he, rising from the table. 

“ We are all attention,” cried the children; and the 

boy proceeded. 

“THE BOASTER. 

“FRED MAITLAND was one of the best scholars at 

Clifton College: his good disposition, as well as his 

intelligence, endeared him to all his companions. 

He had one great fault, however, almost the only one 

which dimmed his other good qualities—he was a 

boaster. 

“ When he spoke of his family and beautiful home 

in Devonshire, he indulged in such exaggerations as 

to make him appear quite ridiculous, ‘ Devonshire,’ 

he said, with all the energy of a young enthusiast, 

‘Devonshire well deserves the name of the garden 

of England—the sacred woods of antiquity were 

nothing compared to those which surround it—the 

parks are magnificent, the fruits which its orchards 

produce are unequalled, water so pure and limpid 

is nowhere to be found, and the air, especially
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celebrated for its mildness, is peculiarly adapted: for 

invalids.’ 

“«Tt is the very place for you,’ said Fred to his 

boon companion, who, to judge from his pale face 

and emaciated form, was evidently in a decline, 

‘you will come and spend the holidays with me. 

We will hunt in the park, and you will soon regain 

your strength, and before long become a veritable 

Hercules.’ 

“The holidays arrived, and the boys separated 

with promises of mutual fidelity and friendship, and 

with the anticipation of meeting again at the close of 

the vacation in the college where they had passed so 

many happy days, and which they all in their hearts 

loved so much, 

“The next day Fred was once more in his much- 

loved home, happy to be at liberty to roam in the 

fields and do as he pleased. 

“Mr Maitland had been out inspecting the farm, 

and was returning home, when, just at the entrance 

of the avenue which led to the house, he was ac- 

costed by two gentlemen, who were followed by a 

man carrying a portmanteau. 

“¢Mr Maitland’s castle, I presume?’ said the elder 

one, bowing.
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“¢Gentlemen, this is the avenue which leads to 

the house, and, with your permission, I will conduct 

you to it.’ 

““¢To whom may we have the honour of speak- 

ing?’ 

“¢To Mr Maitland himself, sir.’ 

“« Your son has kindly invited mine, Harry North- 

cote, who is rather a bit of an invalid at present, to 

spend the holidays with him, assuring him that the 

mild air of your valley will be beneficial to him; and 

much though it grieves me to part from him, yet I 

am resolved to bring him here, if quite agreeable to 

you ; and when the holidays have expired, I will re- 

turn and take the two young men under my charge, 

and conduct them back to college.’ 

“Mr Maitland, interrupting him, assured him that 

his son would receive every attention at his house. 

“¢T do not doubt it, sir; I only fear that the 

temptations of your table will be too much for him 

to withstand. If he takes care of himself whilst here, 

I have not the least fear but what he will soon be 

well again.’ 

“Mr Maitland examined Harry, and immediately 

saw that the boy was enervated by wregular diet and 

the want of exercise, dreading alike cold and heat, and
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suffering from a weak constitution, which is sometimes 

the heritage of the children of the rich. 

“< Be assured,’ he said to Mr Northcote, ‘ that your 

son, of whom Fred has spoken with so much affec- 

tion, will be treated at my house as if he were one 

of the family; only I must have your entire con- 

fidence. Would you like to see him fairly installed 

before leaving ?’ 

“ ¢ Many thanks, sir; but I have not a moment to 

lose. I must take the next train to London, as my 

time is limited ; but when I return, I shall be happy 

to avail myself of your kind invitation ;’ and saying 

these words, Mr Northcote re-entered the carriage, 

which waited a little way off. 

“ Harry, with a full heart, followed Mr Maitland, 

who led him to the house, which they entered by a 

large court enclosed by a small wooden gate. The 

court was crowded with poultry of every description : 

on one side were the stables and coach-house, and 

on the other, the sheepfold and an immense shed, 

where all the instruments of husbandry were kept. 

“ The house itself was a homely old-fashioned one, 

without pretensions of any kind. 

“ «My dear friend,’ Mr Maitland said, leading the 

boy into the lobby, at the end of which was the
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staircase, the proportions of which, like everything 

else, had been strangely exaggerated by’ Fred, ‘ judge 

for yourself. This is my castle, and, believe me, I 

am very happy to see you here. The meadows, the 

fields, the orchards which surround it, are compre- 

hended in this magnificent park, which you have 

heard so much about. The hostess, as in former 

times, superintends the house arrangements, and 

the host does not disdain to look after his labourers 

himself, as all small proprietors ought to do. You 

will find our habits very simple ; for I would rather 

be rich amongst the poor, than poor amongst the 

rich. But do not fear; you will be received as one 

of the family, and if we cannot offer you the splendour 

of a life of luxury, that which you will lead will better 

realise the wishes of your father. Allow yourself to 

be guided by me, and I promise to work wonders.’ 

“ Harry was astonished, and, to tell the truth, not 

a little amused, by the rustic aspect which every- 

thing presented, accustomed as he was to every 

luxury ; but being a boy of sense, he did not show 

it; besides, the cordial frankness and benevolence of 

his host had attracted all his sympathy. 

“Mr Maitland then conducted him into the draw- 

ing-room, and after introducing him to his wife, they 
F
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went into the library, which was a very pleasant room 

lined with well-filled book-shelves. 

“ ¢We are not so savage, you see,’ said Mr Mait- 

land, gaily, ‘as not to provide food for the mind also. 

Here are loads of books, of every description, which 

will afford you ample amusement in your leisure 

hours.’ 

“ After seeing everything that was to be seen, Harry 

was shown to Fred’s room, a neat little room with 

two beds,—such pretty white beds, and everything 

so comfortable. He seated himself at the window, 

to wait the return of his friend, whom he very soon 

saw appearing in the distance, dressed in a gray 

blouse, with a large rake on his shoulder, and ac- 

companied by his sister, a pretty girl of fifteen, who 

carried a basket of empty bottles. 

“The next moment the two young friends were 

clasped in each others’ arms, forgetting everything in 

the joy of seeing one another again. 

“Mr Maitland, who was standing watching them 

from the door-step, cried— 

“¢ This is Mr Harry Northcote, who has come to 

spend his holidays at your castle, and he looks for- 

ward with great pleasure to the fine hunting in the 

park, Go, my son, and sound the horn, in order that —
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your pages and valets may come at your call; and 

you, my daughter, run and see that the servants pre- 

pare a suitable repast.’ 

“Poor Fred hung down his head and hesitated a 

moment; then embracing his friend again, he said— 

“¢T am a great fool; but it is all the same. You 

will be kindly treated whilst here; so put your mind 

at rest.’ 

“Edith Maitland, who was an excellent housekeeper, 

was not long of spreading a table in the arbour at the 

entrance to the garden, where a dinner, much more 

substantial than delicate, was served. 

“Every one was very hungry, and did ample justice 

to the frugal repast set before them; even Harry’s 

delicate appetite was tempted. 

“¢T really believe that the air has begun to do me 

good already,’ he said, laughing. 

“¢ You see, my boys, you have no temptation put 

in your way, for we never indulge in liquors of any 

kind, except on great occasions.’ 

“Dinner being finished, Mr Maitland said to Harry— 

“¢Go, my young friend, take a rake like Fred, and 

make hay in the meadow.’ 

“¢What, papa! do you wish poor Harry?’?—-— 

Fred began, and paused.
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“© My dear boy, I have my own reasons for acting 

thus, and your companion has promised me entire 

obedience.’ 

“ Harry accordingly went to his room, and soon 

returned equipped in a white suit; and the two boys 

set off to join the haymakers. They did their work 

very badly at first; then better; and at last so well, 

they had no need to smile at their awkwardness. 

‘“‘ When tea-time arrived, Harry threw himself on a 

chair, saying— 

“¢T am quite done up, and have not strength even 

to eat,’ 

*¢¢So much the better! so much the better!’ said 

Mr Maitland, laughing; “to-morrow you will feel 

much worse.’ 

This was but poor consolation for Harry, who 

was at length prevailed upon to sit in at the table, 

and, to his great astonishment, his appetite soon re- 

turned. After making a hearty meal, he retired to 

rest, and was soon asleep. 

“For eight days the boys spent their time thus, in 

loading and unloading the hay-carts. Harry, who was 

at first fatigued, soon felt the better of these violent 

exertions. Then this was the season for gathering 

the fruit, so they climbed the trees, and plucked the
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apples and pears, and carried them in large baskets 

back to the house. 

“The labours of the season were pleasantly inter- 

mixed with fishing excursions and long rides on 

horseback, and Harry learned to row and steer a 

boat on the large pond; and by the end of the holi- 

days, this young boy, who appeared to be slowly fad- 

ing, and took an interest in nothing, was now able to 

take all kinds of exercise. 

“Mr Northcote at last wrote and announced his 

intention of returning, and it was arranged that Mr 

Maitland should meet him at the station in the car- 

_ Tiage, accompanied by the boys on horseback. 

“Harry, perceiving his father amongst the crowd 

of travellers, tried to attract his attention; but the 

latter, looking at him vaguely, sought Mr Maitland, 

whom he at last recognised, and advancing towards 

him suddenly, anxiously inquired for his son. 

“*Do you not recognise me, papa?’ said 

Harry, attempting to make his way through the 

crowd. 

“ Mr Northcote, seeing the handsome young man 

who ran towards him, his eyes sparkling and cheeks 

glowing with health, could only clasp him in his arms 

without uttering a word,
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“¢ Well, sir, have I kept my promise ?’ Mr Maitland 

said, gaily. 

““¢ Oh, sir, how can I thank you sufficiently! You 

have rid me of a terrible incubus which burdened 

my life, and was slowly undermining my wife’s health.’ 

“¢The poor boy has experienced a great disap- 

pointment, I fear, for he has not found Devonshire 

what he was led to expect.’ 

“¢T have found it a hundred times better,’ said 

Harry; ‘and I am sure my father would willingly see 

me place you all in my heart next to himself.’ 

“<¢Ves, certainly my child; you can never love 

them too much, for I can tell you they have saved 

your life.’ 

“At last they started on their drive home, Harry 

cantering at the side of the carriage, and causing his 

father no small uneasiness at the feats of horseman- 

ship which he performed. 

*°< To not fear,’ said Mr Maitland; ‘ he can ride as 

well as any one.’ 

“In alighting from the carriage, Mr Maitland, look- 

ing at his son, said— 

“¢Vou see, sir, the simplicity of our establishment. 

Fred, with childish vanity, spoke to his friends of his 

father’s castle ; and I receive you at my farm, which
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is all I possess, and which I superintend myself. It 

is not, therefore, to a life of luxury that your son owes 

the return of his health ; he has shared our work and 

fatigues, as well as the happiness and contentment 

which they give. I hope in future Fred will never 

blush to own his station, and that he will appreciate 

happiness as he ought.’ 

“When they returned to college, Fred, who was 

exceedingly good-natured, made many a‘joke about 

his castle and parks, and was always the first fo laugh 

at these foolish boastings, which he indulged in no‘ 

more ; and every day strengthened the friendship 

which bound him to Harry.” 

The story was pronounced to be charming, and 

Mrs Vivian congratulated Douglas on his success. 

“Tt is Paul’s turn now,” they all cried, observing 

some backwardness on his part. 

“ By virtue of this law are the boys always to be 

spokesmen ?” asked Paul,—a good enough boy, but 

not of a very accommodating disposition. 

“ By virtue of their uselessness, because they can- 

not even count their fingers,” answered his cousin 

Polly, a lively little girl of ten. 

“ Or rather, by virtue of your incapacity, girls, to
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tell an interesting story,” replied the rebel, getting 

more and more excited. 

The dispute threatening to pass the bounds of 

good taste, Paul’s sister, Edith, who was in general 

of a very quiet disposition, said— 

“If you listen, I will relate to you a distinguishing 

feature of my best friend, and allow you to judge of 

her yourselves.” 

“Percy and his sister Gertrude were seated one 

morning in the little parlour, amusing themselves with 

painting a branch of full-blown roses, when Anna 

entered in great spirits. 

“ ¢My dears,’ she said, embracing them, ‘I am 

come to propose a charming walk in the woods, and 

in a few minutes mamma will call in her carriage to 

take us so far on our way.’ 

“ ‘How delightful!’ cried Gertrude. ‘Mamma has 

gone to make calls, and I felt quite miserable at being 

condemned to keep the house on such a beautiful day.’ 

“¢ And you, Percy, what do you say to it? Does 

this ploy not suit you?’ 

“ ¢Ves, certainly, my dear Anna; there are such 

beautiful flowers in the glades, and I am so fond of 

the scent of the woods. But I have promised to de-
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vote this afternoon to my cousin, and you know I 

cannot break my word.’ 

“¢ But your absence will spoil all our pleasure ! 

How can you prefer the society of this ill-natured 

old maid to ours ?’ 

“¢ You are quite able to amuse yourselves without 

me, Anna, whilst no one can take my place with my 

cousin,’ 

“ ¢Ts she, therefore, more amiable than what they 

say ?? \ 

« ¢She amiable!’ interrupted Gertrude. ‘Let us 

see ! she is jealous, envious, sour, and ugly.’ 

“¢ And it is for such a person that you forsake us, 

Percy? I will never forgive you.’ 

* ¢Ts it right, because the poor woman is ugly and 

unamiable, to shun her? Her faults, which my sister 

has greatly exaggerated, make less impression on one 

than her isolated condition, which has had the effect 

of souring her temper. If she were always. sur- 

rounded with love, I am sure her character would 

soften, and she would be like other people.’ 

“¢And how do you pass the time with this amiable 

creature ?’ 7 c 

“ “My cousin is very fond of cards, and I play 

cribbage with her, instead of whist, which is her
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favourite game. But the difficulty is to find two 

people good enough to play with us.’ 

“ *Who but yourself, my brother, would play with 

this agreeable creature, who, when she loses, imagines 

herself cheated ?’ 

“ ¢ Be charitable, my dear! Ought we not to make 

allowances for people who suffer as muchas she does? 

I would like to see how you would look,—you, who 

are not gifted with an over-amount of patience,—if 

you were scorned by all!’ 

“ «That would be charming!’ continued the un- 

merciful Gertrude, ‘I suppose our cousin plays with 

such an air of condescension as to make my brother 

imagine she is amusing him!’ 

“¢So much the better, if it is so. Her pride may 

perhaps be wounded at the idea of my sacrifice, 

whilst, in return, she endeavours to make herself 

agreeable. Her old servant thanked me for my 

visits, assuring me that her mistress was always 
calmer and better after them.’ 

“And the most remarkable thing is, Percy pre- 

tends to enjoy them; and I have great difficulty in 

tearing him away from these delightful entertain- 

ments,’ 

* £Ts it not, therefore, a pleasure to devote a little
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time to this poor forsaken one? When I see her eyes 

sparkle, and a smile on her lips, I assure you I feel 

a real satisfaction.’ =D 

“Ah! Tunderstand,’ said Anna, cunningly ; ‘there 

is a succession in the future !’ 

“Alas! no,’ cried Gertrude, with comic despair; 

‘our cousin has only the life-rents !’ 

“* Anna remained silent for a few minutes after this 

disclosure ; then looking at Percy thoughtfully, she 

said, ‘I shall go with you to Miss Carter’s, and help 

to make up the whist party.’ 

“All right, Anna, it will give her great pleasure ; 

although, to tell you the truth, she sometimes does 

not make herself very agreeable.’ 

“And, my dear, what may we be at her age? 

Let us go to-day, and I am sure Gertrude will ac- 

company us.’ 

“The latter, not liking to refuse, complied re- 

luctantly; and the whole affair being related to 

Anna’s mamma, who arrived just as the discussion 

ended, the carriage, instead of taking them to the 

woods, deposited the three at Miss Carter’s door. 

_ “Dear cousin,’ said Percy, joyfully, on opening 

the door, ‘I have brought you a complete whist 

party. Be quick, Davison, and bring the cards!’
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“ On looking at the two pretty, smiling girls, come 

expressly to amuse her, the old lady was for a 

moment speechless ; recovering herself, however, she 

received them very graciously, and her manner, 

though a little old-fashioned, did not fail to please. 

“ Possessing a well-cultivated mind, she rendered 

the conversation exceedingly interesting ; so much so, 

that Anna very soon forgot Miss Carter’s squint. 

“Everything being in readiness, the game com- 

menced; every one played their best; and when they 

lost, did so with a good grace. 

“Thus passed the afternoon. Gertrude, by the 

end of the evening, was quite charmed with her 

old cousin, and did her best to make herself agree- 

able. 

“ «What do you say now, Gertrude?’ cried Anna, 

when they were once more seated in the carriage ; 

‘don’t you think your cousin very amiable ?’ 

“ «Tt was the pleasure of seeing such a charming 

creature as yourself which removed her bashfulness, 

and allowed us to see her in a favourable light. You 

see love and kindness work wonders !’ 

“¢Dear Percy, said Gertrude, embracing her 

brother, ‘I am quite ashamed of my silly jokes. 

I denied that it was good to sacrifice one’s pleasure
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to that of others; but now, thanks to you, I know it 

to be true, and you shall never go alone again to our 

cousin’s.’ 

“¢And I shall certainly not fail to keep my en- 

gagement,’ said Anna; ‘for it would be really cruel 

to deprive this old lady of the only ray of sunshine 

which cheers her lonely life.’ 

“ Accordingly,, every week they met at Miss 

Carter’s without fail, and their mothers sometimes 

accompanied them. The joy which she felt on 

those occasions exercised the happiest influence on 

her temper and health ; so much so, that one could 

hardly recognise, in this sweet and amiable lady, the 

soured old maid of former days.” 

 



  

X. 

THE FAITHFUL SERVANT. 

  

      I entered a grocer’s shop to buy some- 

thing. 

A young lad offered me a chair, and the owner of 

the shop came to serve me. I had hardly spoken a 

word, before this man, who stared at me very rudely, 

as I thought, interrupted me, exclaiming— 

“Vou here, ma'am! you in my shop! what a 

pleasure, and, at the same time, what an honour!” 

Every one present looked perfectly amazed, and 

waited to hear my answer; but I tried in vain to 

recall the features of this man, who, seeing my em- 

barrassment, added, smiling— 

“You do not remember me, then! I am the 

son of your gardener, the little Joseph to whom
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your father gave some hundreds to set him up in 

business.” 

“Oh! yes, I recollect you perfectly now ;. but, if 

I mistake not, you repaid the debt long ago!” 

“Tt is true,ma’am. I have paid the money back ; 

but my heart is, and always shall be, grateful for all 

his kindness ; and now that he is gone, you have a 

claim on my gratitude.” 

The sight of this man had carried me back to the 

happy days of my childhood, already so far distant. 

Wishing to change the subject, I said,— 

“And what has become of our old friend, Mr 

Jardin, and his faithful servant, Robert, who disap- 

peared so suddenly, no one knows where ?” 

“Oh! ma’am, they are much to be pitied. Mr 

Jardin is very badly off, having lost all his fortune, 

and I lodge him in one of my rooms here, in remem- 

brance of the many happy days I have spent at his 

house in bygone years. It was a happy time that ! 

“J still remember you, mounted on your pretty 

pony, escorted by Mr Jardin, and followed by Robert, 

who regarded you in the light of a daughter. You 

were very young then; not more than eleven or 

twelve, I wager !” 

“ Yes, just about it.”
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Here we were interrupted by Robert, who entered 

  

the shop by an inner door. 

“Joseph,” said he to the grocer, “be quick and 

give me a little vinegar for master, who has fainted!” 

Thinking that the old man had not recognised me, 

I advanced to him, and said,— 

“Do you not remember me, Robert ?” 

“Oh, yes, ma’am,” he answered, with confusion ; 

“but excuse me, for master is not well.” 

“Take me to his room,” said I, “perhaps I may 

be of some use.” 

I found my father’s old friend in a towering passion 

with Robert, whom he accused of treating him with 

neglect. 

“Mr Jardin,” said I, approaching his bed, “here 

is an old friend come to see you.” 

At the sound of my voice, the old man raised his 

head from the pillow, and said in a very feeble 

tone,— 

“Ts not this my little Lucy who speaks? (It was 

nearly fifteen years since he had seen me.) Ah! 

my child, we shall never go again to the woods to- 

gether. That rascal of a banker, to whom I en- 

trusted my fortune, has run off, and I am ruined, 

totally ruined. That is the reason why this fellow
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(and he pointed to Robert), to whom I can no longer 

give a large wage, neglects me thus. But what can 

we expect, for they are an ungrateful set.” 

Much astonished at what I heard, I looked at 

Robert reproachfully ; but he had such an honest, 

frank manner, I was quite at a loss what to think. 

“Tf such is the cause of Robert’s negligence,” I 

replied, “you can very soon remedy that; for your 

debtor, having had a fortune left him lately, now pays 

a dividend to his creditors.” 

“ God be praised,” said the old man ; “‘I shall yet 

recover my former wealth.” 

The doctor entering, I took my leave, promising to 

repeat my call early in the ensuing week. 

I now returned to the shop, and questioned Joseph 

with regard to Robert’s conduct, which, from his 

master’s account, was so little in keeping with what 

I had previously known of him. 

“‘Ma’am,” he said, “ Robert is an angel in the 

service of ademon. When Mr Jardin lost his fortune, 

he made several attempts to take away his life ; for, 

as you know, he was always a very weak-minded man, 

and he would rather die, he said, than descend from 

his station. Robert, who loves his master, such as he 

is, had great difficulty in bringing him to his senses.
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He told him that without making money they could 

still live in ease and luxury, and the poor man be- 

lieved it ; besides, the faithful servant promised never 

to leave him. 

“Mr Jardin was obliged to leave the house in 

which he had dwelt all his life; and he now found 

himself, at an advanced age, left with a sum barely 

sufficient for mere maintenance. 

“ After selling off all the household furniture, they 

came to live with me, where they have been ever 

since. He has never gone out, for fear of meeting 

with any of his former friends. 

“As he has not the slightest idea of anything in 

the shape of expense, he would not forego his luxu- 

rious habits; consequently, the sum he had in his 

possession was totally insufficient to cover all his 

outlay; but he never seemed to think, and poor 

Robert had to bear all the burden of his master’s 

thoughtlessness.. Quite at a loss what to do, he tried 

to get some employment which would enable him to 

add to their resources. At first he turned the grinding- 

stone at a.cutler’s, but he soon stopped this work, 

which brought him so little gain ; and for the last six 

years he has come out as a sweep,—rather disagree- 

able work, to be sure, but which paid him pretty well.
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“Mr Jardin, ignorant that his servant worked for 

his benefit, reproached him for his negligence in 

leaving him so much alone. Poor Robert bore it all 

very meekly. More than once I advised him to bring 

his master to his senses by telling him the truth, and 

I even offered to perform this delicate task myself, 

but he would not hear of it; and now that he cannot 

work, as he is obliged to be near his master since he 

turned ill, I do not know what would have become 

of them, if it were not for the good news you have 

brought.” 

“ And you think Robert really loves his master in 

spite of his unkindness ?” 

“To judge from his actions, I should say he did. 

He has had the offer of several situations, which he 

refused ; ‘ for who,’ says he, ‘will care for master if I 

leave him?’ He nurses him admirably, and humours 

all his caprices when the thing is possible. I must 

say he fulfils his duty faithfully ; but I don’t think he 

will have to endure this martyrdom much longer, for 

Mr Jardin is sinking fast, and cannot hold out more 

than than a week or two.” 

I returned a few days after; and as I entered the 

house I met Robert, who told me the doctor had 

given up all hope of his master’s life.
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I followed him into Mr Jardin’s room, who made 

a sign to me to seat myself at his bedside. He 

  

became very excited, and said to me, in so lowa tone 

I could hardly hear him— 

“T have received them! We shall yet go to the 

woods together; so hold yourself in readiness, my 

child.” 

Here he fell into a swoon; and when he came to 

himself, I left him. 

A week after, I received an intimation of his death. 

Alas! poor old man, he could not enjoy his wealth 

which was at last restored to him. 

I wrote for Robert to come and speak to me. 

“ Here,” said I, when he presented himself to take 

my orders, “is the key of his room, which from hence- 

forth belongs to you exclusively.” 

The worthy servant seized my hand, and with tears 

streaming down his cheeks, said— 

“T had dared to hope it, ma’am.”



  

XI. 

CLARA’S NEW DOLL. 

AAMMA,” said Clara, one morning, “ this 

is the day we are to dress the baby in 

  

its new clothes.” 

“You are right to remind me, my child, for I had 

forgotten all about it. Is the little-outfit completely 

finished ?” 

“Yes, mamma, there is nothing awanting.” 

“Then we shall go to Nancy’s immediately after 

dinner.” 

Nancy was Clara’s old nurse. She, poor woman, 

had been a widow for some time, and had lost her 

daughter and son-in-law in the same week; she 

was now left very badly off, with three children to 

take care of, which was a great charge for the poor 

grandmother. 

Clara spoke much of the little orphans during
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dinner. She and her sister Mary had worked very 

diligently for the last fortnight at the little outfit for 

the youngest of the children, a little baby of a few 

months old. They had been telling their papa all that 

they had made, and he praised their kindness of heart. 

“ Me also, papa, has got a kind heart,” said little 

Julien, hardly four years old. ‘I am going to give 

John the half of my soldiers, and a wooden cannon, 

to bombard the army.” 

“ And you, Charlie,” said Mr Armstrong, “ what are 

you going to give?” 

“T have a little money in my savings-bank, which 

I mean to give, and, if mamma leis me, I shall give 

John my old greatcoat.” 

“ Certainly, my boy,” said his mamma. 

“ Boys,” said Clara to her brothers during dinner, 

“Jet us drink water to-day, and we shall take our 

wine to old Nancy, who has none, and who is up 

most of the night with the baby.” 

‘Well said!” cried Charlie, pouring out a glass of 

water, which he swallowed in a mouthful. 

Mrs Armstrong, following her children’s example, 

handed her glass to Charles. 

“ And I,” said Mr Armstrong, “shall certainly not 

drink mine alone, so here is my share also.”
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Dinner being finished, the children set off laden 

with two baskets, the one containing the clothes, and 

the other a bottle of wine and all sorts of good 

things, 

Having arrived at Nancy’s, the little girls unpacked 

the clothes they had brought for the baby. 

“ Dear nurse,” said Mary, “look at these stockings 

and petticoats, which I have made all myself!” 

“ And I,” added Clara, “have sewed the dresses, 

the caps, and the hood.” 

“Dear ladies,” said Nancy, the tears streaming 

down her cheeks, “how can I thank you for them? 

they are far too beautiful for us.” 

“Here, Nancy,” said Charlie, who carried the 

basket, ‘‘is something to keep John warm,” at the 

same time depositing his old coat on the table, 

along with two shillings, which was all the money 

he possessed. 

In the meantime, Julien led John and Peter into 

a corner of the room, and divided some fruit and 

cake between them. Without giving the little boy 

time to taste the good things, he drew him out to 

the garden, which was situated behind the house ; 

there he ranged the soldiers in file ; then, pointing 

his cannon, and drawing it, he overthrew them all,
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to the great amusement of little John, who was 

quite overjoyed at the thought of all those pretty 

things belonging to him, 

Inside the house, all were occupied with the little 

baby’s toilet. 

“ Nancy,” said Mary, “I would like so much to 

dress baby, I am sure I could do it, for I am very 

adroit with my dolls.” 

“My child,” said Mrs Armstrong, “remember 

this is a living doll, and that it cries very much; 

for she is very delicate, and the least thing will 

hurt her; however, you may try, with Clara’s as- 

sistance, to put on a part of her clothes; but take 

great care.” 

When the baby was undressed, the little girls 

were much astonished to see her so small. After 

washing and dressing it with the greatest tender- 

ness, they lulled it to sleep, and laid it in its cradle. 

“What do you feed her on?” asked Clara. 

“J buy a little milk, which I mix with sugar and 

warm water, which is‘all the food she gets,” answered 

Nancy. 

“That is not sufficient,” said Mrs Armstrong ; 

“she would need a little gruel, mixed with milk, 

to strengthen her.”
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On the way home, Clara and Mary said to their 

mamma,— 

“Dear mamma, will you keep the half of ow 

weekly allowance to buy some more clothes for this 

poor little baby? we shall have the fewer cakes and 

sugar toffy, but we shall thrive all the better.” 

Mrs Armstrong was delighted at this proposal, for 

it showed her little girls had kind hearts, and were 

able to deny themselves pleasure that they might do 

good to others. 
. 

 



  

XII. 

THE GOOD EXAMPLE. 

Raga’ a pretty little Scotch village which nestled 

   
4 at the foot of a noble range of mountains, 

lived two little boys, the children of poor 

but honest parents. 

The one was a kind and sensible boy, called 

George, the son of a respectable widow ; the other, 

whose name was Peter, was blessed with both a father 

and mother, but he was cold and indifferent towards 

them, 

One bright autumn afternoon, Peter and George 

went to the neighbouring forest to gather sticks for 

firewood. 

Arrived at the forest, the two children agreed to 

separate for a while and meet again, that they might 

return to the village together. George set himself to 

work immediately with all his heart. Whenever he
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noticed any dry withered branches hanging from the 

trees, he seized them and broke them off, and ina 

very short time he had heaped together a large 

bundle, which he bound firmly together. 

Then, without losing any time, he went to seek for 

his companion. Peter answered his call from the 

very heart of the forest. George hastened to him, and 

found him sitting between two nut-trees, cracking the 

nuts as fast as any monkey. 

“Come on, Peter, and let us go home now ; where 

have you put your sticks >” asked George. 

But Peter only stared at him in blank amazement. 

“Are you ready so soon? and I have not begun to 

my work yet! No, I assure you, I have not seen a 

single stick since I left you.” 

George perfectly understood that his companion 

had passed all his time looking for nuts, though he 

did not say so. 

“Come, then, and I will help you to gather some. 

I want to get home quickly, for my mother will be . 

waiting for me.” 

Peter, without answering him, drew a small axe 

from his pocket, and turning round first of all to see 

if there was no one to observe, he commenced cut- 

ing and chipping the trees.
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“What are you doing, Peter?” asked George, 

anxiously. 

“IT only want to get some good branches to put 

round my bundle, and this is the quickest way of 

doing it,” said Peter, as he prepared to attack a young 

oak. 

“Stop, Peter,” exclaimed George, horrified at this 

bold step ; you do not know what you are doing. If 

you cut down this tree and carry it away, you will 

be a thief, and you know what will happen then.” 

“TJ don’t care,” said Peter, carelessly, ‘‘if any one 

ever notices that the oak is cut, they are not to know 

I did it.” 

“You must not do it, however,” replied George, 

firmly, and taking hold of his companion’s arm ; 

“although no one might ever see what you have done, 

or know it was your work, you are none the less 

guilty ; and if they do notice it, do you know what 

will happen? They will prohibit us from coming 

here to gather sticks, and the poor will have no wood 

all winter, and you will be the cause of this. Waita 

little, and I will set you all right.” 

Only -half persuaded, but curious to see how his 

companion would fulfil his promise, Peter returned 

the axe to his pocket, and stood looking at him.
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George meanwhile observed an old oak on which 

there was a great quantity of dead branches. He 

climbed up it as cleverly as a squirrel, and knocked 

down the dry wood, but not one of the green living 

twigs did he touch. Peter continued to watch him 

all the while from his seat under the nut-trees. 

In less than half-an-hour, George had gathered a 

sufficient quantity of wood. 

“Tet us go now,” he said to Peter. ‘ Here is 

your bundle; take it on your shoulders.” 

“JT would rather take yours, for it is the smallest, 

and won't be so heavy,” replied Peter, unable to appre- 

ciate his companion’s unselfishness. 

“ You are taller and stronger than I am,” answered 

George, with a smile; “ but I will take whichever you 

like.” 

So they took up their faggots, and set out on their 

way home. Very soon Peter began to complain of 

being tired and out of breath ; and before they had 

even left the forest, he insisted on sitting down to rest. 

“T can’t walk another step,” he said every little while. 

At last they left the forest behind them, but they 

had not gone a few steps along the road before Peter, 

weary and discontented, threw his sticks to the ground. 

“ You have made them far too heavy. Let any one
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take those that likes,” and he drew some of the largest 

out of the bundle. 

‘J will carry them for you till we come to the 

village,” said George, picking them up, and putting 

them beside his own. 

Peter, who in his heart was grateful to George for 

having kept him from doing a bad action, could not 

help admiring his kindness, as well as his energy and 

perseverance. 

“What makes you so strong, I wonder?” he asked 

at last. 

“Tt is the love I feel for my mother,” replied 

George. “ It makes me feel as if I could do anything 

for her.” 

Those words, simple as they were, touched the 

boy’s heart, which till then had been insensible to his 

mercies. They penetrated into its inmost recesses, 

and made him feel that he had been wicked and 

ungrateful. 

THE END. 
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gold and colours, price 3s. 6d. each; or in morocco extra, illumi- 

nated, price 6s. 6d. each; or morocco extra, novel prismatic effect 

with silk centre, entirely new design, price 7s. 6d. each. Each 

Volume contains a Memoir, and is illustrated with a Portrait of 

the Author, engraved on Steel, and numerous full-page Illustrations 

on Wood, from designs by eminent Artists. 

L 

Longfellow’s Poetical Works. 

It 

Scott’s Poetical Works. 

Il. 

Byron's Poetical Works. 

Iv. 

Moore’s Poetical Works. 

Vv. 

Wordsworth’s Poetical Works. 

VI. 

Cowper's Postical Works. 

Vit. 

Milton’s Poetical Works, 

Vu. 

Thomson's Poetical Works. 

| 

Ix. 

Beattie and Goldsmith’s 
Poetical Works. 

i xX. 

Pope’s Poetical Works. 
XI. 

Burns’s Poetical Works. 
XII. 

The Casquet of Gems, 
XIII. 

The Book of Humorous 
Poetry. 

XIV. 

Ballads: Scottish and 
English, 

XV. 

The Complete Works of 
Shakespeare. 

Two Volumes, price 3s. 6d. each.   
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Books published by William 9. Yinuno. 5 
  

NIMMO’S POPULAR EDITION OF THE WORKS 

OF THE POETS —continued. 

    0 

XVI. : | XVII 

The Arabian Nights’ = — Lives of the British 
Entertainments, _ Poets. 

Two Volumes, price 8s. 6d. each. | 
XVI. | we, 

Bunyan’s Pilgrim’s Progress . The Prose Works of 
and Holy War. j Robert Burns. 

*,* This Series of Books, from the very superior manner in which it 

is produced, is at once the clieapest and handsomest edition of the Poets 

in the market. |The volumes form elegant and appropriate presents as 

School Prizes and Gift-Books, either in cloth or morocco. 

‘They are a marvel of cheapness, some of the volumes extending to 
as many as 700, and even 900, pages, printed on toned paper in a 
beautifully clear type. .Add to this, that they are profusely illustrated 
with wood engravings, are elegantly and tastefully bound, and that 
they are published at 3s. 6d. each, and our recommendation of them is 
complete.’—Scotsman. 

NIMMO’S FAVOURITE GIFT-BOOKS., 
In small 8vo, Illustrated, printed on toned paper, richly bound in cloth 

and gold and gilt edges, with new and original Frontispiece, 
printed in colours by Kronueim, price 2s. 6d. each. 

Vv i - Iv. 

The Vicar of Wakefield. | Eisop's Fables, 
Poems and Essays. With Instructibe Applications. 

By Oxiver Gotpsmirn. By Dr. Croxatt. 

% | The History” of Sandford ae MMS e History of Sandfor 
Bunyan’s Pilgrim’s Progress. | pas a ae 

ui. 

The Life and Adventures | Rompe Home; 

of Robinson Crusoe. | Ox, The Jubenile Budget Opened. 

** The above are very elegant and remarkably cheap editions of 
these old favourite Works. 

Z 

  

 



  

  

6 Books published by William B. Ginn, 
  

NIMMO’S HALF-CROWN REWARD BOOKS. 
Extra Foolscap 8vo, cloth elegant, gilt edges, Illustrated, 

price 2s. 6d. each. 
I 

Memorable Wars of Scotland, 
BY 

PatRicK FRASER TYTLER, F.R.S.E., 
Author of ‘History of Scotland,’ etc. 

Il. 

Seeing the World: 
A Houng Sailor's Ofon Story. 

By Cuar.Les NoRDHOFF, 

MI. 

The Martyr Missionary : 
ibe Pears in China. 

By Rev. CHARLES P. Busu, M.A. 

Iv. 

My New Home: 
Q Women’s Diarn.   

Vv. 

Home Heroines : 
Gules for Girls. 

By T. S. ARTHUR. 

VI. 
Lessons from Women’s Lives. 

By Saran J. HAuz. 

VII. 

The Roseville Family : 
An Bistorical Cale of the 

Gighteenth Century. 
By Mrs. A. S. Orr. 

vu. 
Leah: 

A Tale of Ancient Palestine. 
By Mrs. A. S. Orr. 

IX. 

Champions ofthe Reformation. 
The Stories of their Tibes. 

  

NIMMO’S TWO SHILLING REWARD BOOKS. 
Foolscap 8vo, Illustrated, elegantly bound in cloth extra, bevelled 

boards, gilt back and side, gilt edges, price 2s. each. 

I. 

The Far North, 

Bee 

The Young Men of the Bible. 

Tit. 

The Blade and the Ear, 

Iv. 

Monarchs of Ocean. 

Vv. 

Life’s Crosses, and How to 
Meet them.   

VI. 

A Father's Legacy to his 
Daughters ; etc. 

Vit. 

Great MenofEuropean History. 
VIitr. 

Mountain Patriots : 
Ix. 

Labours of Love: 
A Tale for the Young. 

x. 

Mossdale: 
A Tale for the Young.   

sa 
 



  

  

Books published by William %. Pimms. 7 
  

NIMMO’S EIGHTEENPENNY REWARD BOOKS. 
Demy 18mo, Illustrated, cloth extra, gilt edges, price 1s. 6d. each. 

L 
The Vicar of Wakefield. 

Poems and Essays. 

By OLIvER GoLpsMITH. 

wu. 
isop's Fables, 

With Instructive Applications. 
By Dr. CRoxA.y. 

I. 

Bunyan’s Pilgrim’s Progress. 
IV. 

The Young Man-of-War's 
Man. 

A Boy’s Voyage round the World. 
Vv. 

The Treasury of Anecdote: 
Moral and Religious.   

VI. 

The Boy’s Own Workshop, 
By JAcos ABBOTT. 

VIl. 
The Life and Adventures of 

Robinson Crusoe. 

Vir. 

The History of Sandford 
and Merton, 

Ix. 

Evenings at Home; 
Or, The Juvenile Budget Opened. 

x. 
Unexpected Pleasures. 

By Mrs. GeorcE Curp1es, Author 
of ‘ The Little Captain,’ etc. 

=o 
*," The above Series of elegant and useful books is specially pre- 

pared for the entertainment and instruction of young persons. 
  

NIMMO’S. SUNDAY SCHOOL REWARD BOOKS. 
Feap. 8vo, cloth extra, gilt edges, Illustrated, price 1s. 6d. each. 

I. 

Bible Blessings. 
By Rev. Richarp Newton. 

m1. 
One Hour a Week: 

Sitty-thos Bible Lessons for the 

Houng. 

I. 

The Best Things. 
By Rev. Ricnarp NEwToN. 

Iv. 

Grace Harvey and her 
Cousins.   

Vv. 

Lessons from Rose Hill, 

VI. 

Great and Good Women. 

VII. 

At Home and Abroad. 

VIII. 

The Kind Governess. 

Ix. 

Christmas at the Beacon: 

& Gale for the Houng.  



Books published by William QB. Hin. 
  

NI MMO’S ONE SHILLING JUVENILE BOOKS. 
Foolscap 8vo, Coloured Frontispiece, handsomely bound in cloth, 

INuminated, price 1s. each. 
VIL. I. 

Four Little People and their | The Perils of Greatness, 
Friends, VIII. 

re Little Crowns, and How to 
Elizabeth; Win Them, 

Or, The Exiles of Siberin. Great Riches: 

Vv. 

Benjamin Franklin. 

ivoini x. 

Se ee The Right Way, and 
the Contrast. 

XI. 

The Daisy’s First Winter. 
XIL. VI. 

Barton Todd. The Man of the Mountain. 

Iv. 

Little Threads. 

| 
| 

Iii. | 

| 

  

NIMMO’S SIXPENNY JUVENILE BOOKS. 
Demy 18mo, Illustrated, handsomely bound in cloth, gilt side, 

gilt edges, price 6d. each. 
I. VIL. 

Pearls for Little People. Story Pictures from the Bible. 

Iv. 

Hisop’s Little Fable Book. | 
v. | 

Grapes from the Great Vine. 
| 

| 

Great Tieceoue for 
Little People. 

Reason in Rhyme, 

The Tables of Stone. 

| Ways of Doing Good. 

| Stories about our Dogs, 

The Red-Winged Goose. 

The Pot of Gold, The Hermit of the Hills, 
Ae 

NIMMO’S FOURPENNY JUVENILE BOOKS. 
The above Series of Books is also done up in elegant Enamelled Paper 

Covers, beautifully printed in Colours, price 4d. each. 
  

*,* The distinctive features of the New Series of Sixpenny and One Shilling 
Juvenile Books are: The Subjects of each Volume have been selected with a due- 
regard to Instruction and Entertainment; they are well printed on fine paper, in 
a superior manner; the Shilling Series is Illustrated with Frontispieces printed in 
Colours; the Sixpenny Series has beautiful Engravings; and they are elegantly 
bound. 
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