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In "A Book for the Young," Sarah French crafts a vibrant tapestry of childhood experiences that resonates with the innocence and imagination of youth. Employing a lyrical and engaging prose style, French intertwines whimsical storytelling with didactic elements, offering young readers not only entertainment but also moral lessons. The book situates itself within the tradition of children'Äôs literature that values both adventure and learning, drawing comparisons to the works of beloved authors like Beatrix Potter and A.A. Milne, while presenting a contemporary perspective that encourages young readers to think critically and empathically about their own experiences. Sarah French, an educator and seasoned writer specializing in children'Äôs literature, draws upon her rich background in child development and her passion for nurturing young minds. Inspired by her own childhood adventures and the challenges faced by modern youth, French endeavored to produce a work that transcends mere entertainment, aiming to form a bridge between playfulness and the pivotal lessons of growing up. Her firsthand experiences in the classroom inform her ability to connect authentically with her audience, making her insights deeply engaging. Readers seeking an enchanting read that captivates the imagination while imparting essential values will find "A Book for the Young" a delightful choice. This book not only entertains but also inspires young readers to explore their own potential and cherish their formative years. French'Äôs masterful storytelling makes it an essential addition to any child'Äôs bookshelf.
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In "The Royal Picture Alphabet," John Leighton intricately weaves visual art with the timeless charm of the alphabet, creating a unique literary and artistic experience. The book blends exquisite illustrations with playful, didactic text that beckons readers to engage with each letter through the lens of royal imagery. Leighton's talent for marrying fine art with educational content positions this work within the broader Victorian context, where the alphabet serves not merely as a tool for literacy but also as a canvas for cultural representation and artistic expression. John Leighton, a prominent figure in the 19th-century British art scene, was deeply influenced by both literary and visual traditions. His dedication to art and design, coupled with a passionate interest in education, fostered the vision behind "The Royal Picture Alphabet." Leighton's career as an artist and illustrator allowed him to explore themes of elegance and sophistication, appealing to both children and adults, thus enriching their understanding of the interrelationship between letters and images. This book is highly recommended for educators, art enthusiasts, and parents seeking to introduce children to the alphabet through an enchanting blend of art and literature. "The Royal Picture Alphabet" promises a delightful reading journey that cultivates a love for language, art, and the whimsical wonder of childhood.
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Eliza Lee Cabot Follen's "Hymns, Songs, and Fables, for Young People" is a compelling collection that intertwines lyrical poetry and moral fables, designed to educate and inspire youth. Emerging from the early 19th-century transcendentalist movement, Follen's work reflects a literary style characterized by simplicity, grace, and a heartfelt appeal to the moral sensibilities of children. The collection features a diverse array of themes, including nature, virtue, and the significance of kindness, which are seamlessly woven into melodies that resonate with young readers, encouraging emotional and intellectual development. Follen, an American author and an advocate for children's education, was deeply influenced by her experiences as a mother and a member of the transcendentalist community, which esteemed individual moral development. Her background in literature and her commitment to social causes, particularly education and reform, drove her to create works that foster a sense of wonder and ethical understanding in children. Follen's progressive views on child-rearing and education are evident in her dedication to nurturing empathetic and thoughtful future citizens through her writings. This collection is a treasure for educators, parents, and young readers alike, offering a rich tapestry of delightful narratives that not only entertain but also impart significant life lessons. Follen'Äôs melodic verses and thoughtful fables serve as an excellent gateway into literature for young minds, making "Hymns, Songs, and Fables" an essential addition to any child's bookshelf.

Start Reading Now! (Ad)




[image: The cover of the recommended book]


Children's Rights: A Book of Nursery Logic



Wiggin, Kate Douglas Smith

4057664631022

188

Start Reading Now! (Ad)

In "Children's Rights: A Book of Nursery Logic," Kate Douglas Smith Wiggin weaves together a rich tapestry of whimsical narratives and poignant reflections, advocating for the rights and dignity of children through accessible yet profound logic. Embracing the literary style of her time, Wiggin employs playful language and charming illustrations to engage young readers while simultaneously appealing to the sensibilities of adult caretakers. The book serves as a subtle commentary on the societal norms surrounding childhood in the late 19th century, challenging prevailing notions by positing children as active participants deserving of respect and agency. Kate Douglas Smith Wiggin, a prominent figure in early childhood education and reform, was deeply inspired by her own experiences as an educator and her commitment to child welfare. Her background in the progressive movement of the time, coupled with her exposure to the alarming conditions faced by many children, informed her advocacy and literary endeavors. Wiggin's ability to blend storytelling with social commentary stems from her belief that literature could serve as a powerful tool for education and reform in society. This book is highly recommended for educators, parents, and anyone interested in the evolution of children's rights as well as the impact of literature on social change. Wiggin's insightful narratives illuminate the importance of nurturing children's voices and fostering their independence, making this work an invaluable resource in understanding both literary and educational histories.
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    In the gentle theater of the home, curiosity becomes a daily practice and moral sense a companion, as stories turn evening hours into lessons of mind and heart.

Evenings at Home; Or, The Juvenile Budget Opened, by John Aikin and Mrs. Barbauld, is a landmark work of children’s literature from late eighteenth-century Britain, first appearing in multiple installments between 1792 and 1796. It offers a miscellany of short pieces designed for family reading, blending instructive entertainment with domestic intimacy. The selections range across conversations, tales, fables, and descriptive sketches, often set in familiar everyday scenes and occasionally venturing into imagined or faraway contexts. Rooted in the intellectual climate of the period, the collection reflects a confidence in reasoned inquiry and humane feeling as guides for young readers encountering the wider world.

The premise is gracefully simple: a sequence of brief readings suitable for an evening’s attention, each crafted to inform, delight, and prompt discussion. Readers can expect clear, direct prose and a tone that is warm without condescension, inquisitive without pedantry. The book avoids a single continuous plot in favor of variety, providing numerous entry points for different ages and interests. Its voice balances patient explanation with light narrative movement, historically associated with home education. The mood is steady and companionable, making the volume equally apt for quiet solitary reading or for shared aloud sessions where children and adults consider ideas together.

At its heart lies a program of education through observation, reflection, and conversation. Many pieces encourage looking closely at nature and common life, drawing lessons from ordinary objects and daily habits. Others explore social relations and personal conduct, asking how fairness, kindness, and prudence shape a life well lived. The book’s methods emphasize cause and effect, careful reasoning, and the testing of claims against experience. Rather than presenting fixed doctrines, the selections frequently invite questions, showing how understanding grows by stages. In this way, moral formation and intellectual training proceed side by side, each reinforcing the other in accessible, concrete ways.

For contemporary readers, the collection’s relevance lies in its blend of breadth and clarity. It models interdisciplinary learning before that term existed, bringing together natural knowledge, language skills, and ethical reflection within the rhythm of family time. The pieces encourage attention to evidence, civil discourse, and the imaginative sympathy that allows one to consider perspectives beyond one’s own. In an era crowded with information and distraction, its deliberate pacing and dialogic approach offer a counterexample: knowledge as a social practice, built through shared inquiry. The result is both practical and humane, suited to classrooms, book clubs, and home reading alike.

Stylistically, the writing favors economy and precision, with episodes short enough to hold focus yet varied enough to sustain momentum across sittings. Domestic scenes and familiar objects ground the lessons, while occasional flights of fancy keep the atmosphere lively. The moral tone is firm but measured, preferring demonstration to admonition. Subtle humor and gentle surprise lighten the didactic weight, ensuring that instruction arrives through participation rather than decree. Because the collection’s pieces are self-contained, readers may sample freely, shaping their own path through topics and moods without losing coherence or purpose.

Approached today, Evenings at Home reads as both a historical document of Enlightenment-era pedagogy and a living handbook for thoughtful companionship in learning. Its premise—a budget of short, well-shaped readings opened in the evening—remains a practical invitation to slow down and attend. Without relying on sensational plots, it cultivates habits of mind that travel beyond the page: noticing, questioning, connecting, and caring. Whether encountered individually or shared aloud, the selections form a mosaic of intelligent amusements that reward repeated visits. This introduction simply points toward that experience, leaving discoveries to unfold in the reader’s own time.
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    Evenings at Home; Or, The Juvenile Budget Opened is a late-eighteenth-century collection of short pieces by John Aikin and Anna Laetitia Barbauld designed for family reading. Framed as a series of home gatherings, it presents a varied “budget” of tales, dialogues, fables, and small dramas contributed by household members. The selections aim to cultivate curiosity, clarity of thought, and benevolent conduct in young readers. They move across moral instruction, natural history, practical science, geography, and social life, each piece self-contained yet consistent in tone and purpose. The result is a progressive course of informal education that unfolds through conversation, example, and accessible storytelling.

The collection opens by establishing the domestic scene: evenings are devoted to shared reading and discussion, with each participant offering a contribution. This frame emphasizes learning as cooperative, sociable, and orderly. Early entries set expectations for plain speaking, attentive observation, and fair-minded judgment. The budget format signals that variety is deliberate; the same gathering can include a short moral tale, a dialogue explaining a phenomenon, and a brief dramatic sketch. The first evenings build the habit of listening closely, asking questions, and relating new information to familiar experiences, laying foundations for later pieces that tackle broader subjects with the same method.

Initial selections focus on seeing and naming things accurately. A story contrasts two companions on a country walk: one returns full of observations, the other has “seen nothing,” illustrating how attention transforms ordinary scenes into knowledge. Another piece insists on calling actions by their proper names, showing how precise language clarifies judgment and curbs rash admiration. These episodes model careful notice, exact description, and the rejection of exaggeration. The emphasis on words and perception establishes a guiding principle for the entire book: understanding depends on disciplined observation and honest expression, whether the topic is a household incident or a natural phenomenon.

Subsequent evenings turn to conduct, presenting brief narratives in domestic and school settings where choices have measured consequences. Children confront temptations to idle, boast, conceal the truth, or take thoughtless risks; outcomes demonstrate how prudence, industry, patience, and candor produce steadier happiness than rashness or deceit. Characters are not extravagant villains or heroes but ordinary figures whose actions can be weighed. The pieces avoid severe punishment and instead highlight natural effects: broken trust requires repair, diligence yields readiness, generosity earns goodwill. These stories prioritize self-command and mutual respect as practical habits, aligning moral lessons with everyday circumstances.

Natural history and simple science then occupy several evenings, often in the form of dialogues around specimens, tools, or common events. Plants, insects, and household materials are examined for structure and use; classification is introduced through familiar examples. Short experiments and explanations address air, heat, sound, and motion, showing cause and effect without technical mathematics. The tone remains conversational, with questions prompting clear, incremental answers. By linking observation to principle, these pieces foster the skill of inferring rules from facts and applying them to new cases, reinforcing the earlier stress on accuracy while broadening the scope to the physical world.

Travel and geography appear next through narratives that compare foreign wonders with the marvels of ordinary life when carefully examined. A returning traveler’s tales are balanced by reminders that patience and measurement reveal equal curiosities at home. Descriptions of routes, maps, climates, and local customs teach how distance, trade, and environment influence daily practices. Sketches of manufacture and exchange illustrate how goods move from raw material to finished object, connecting faraway places to the reader’s table. These pieces temper credulity with inquiry, showing how to assess reports, value firsthand evidence, and appreciate the interdependence of communities without resorting to caricature.

Interspersed are fables, allegories, and short dramatic dialogues that stage conflicts between qualities such as Industry and Indolence or Prudence and Folly. Personified traits debate, and small scenes allow multiple viewpoints to be heard before a conclusion is reached. The theatrical form promotes memory and participation, encouraging families to assign roles and read aloud. Through light irony and clear outcomes, the lessons reinforce earlier themes: sound reasoning prevails over impulse, fairness over partiality, and measure over excess. The imaginative frame widens appeal while keeping instruction explicit, demonstrating how amusement and moral insight can coexist within a single evening’s entertainment.

The later portions address social duties and civic sense: how to converse honestly, evaluate rumors, respect evidence, and extend sympathy to unfamiliar persons. Stories consider stewardship of time and resources, charitable action without ostentation, and the management of small disputes. Examples show how rules and laws uphold mutual security when applied without passion or favoritism. Alongside these, riddles and problem scenes cultivate resourcefulness and steady attention under mild pressure. The organizing idea remains consistent: good judgment is learned through practice, combining clear language, observed fact, and humane feeling to guide decisions within the household and the wider community.

The collection closes by returning to the home circle and its routine of shared inquiry. Final pieces reiterate that improvement is gradual, drawn from repeated, cheerful exercise of the mind rather than sudden feats. No single narrative provides a climax; instead, the budget accumulates a method: observe carefully, speak precisely, test claims, consider others, and act with steadiness. Readers are invited to continue such evenings on their own, contributing new questions and accounts. The overarching message is that knowledge, virtue, and pleasure are compatible companions, best cultivated together through family conversation that unites curiosity with considerate conduct.
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    Published in six parts between 1792 and 1796, Evenings at Home is situated in the domestic sphere of late eighteenth-century England, a period marked by intensifying debates over citizenship, education, religion, and war. The work assumes a middle-class household as its primary scene of instruction, with parlour conversations, walks, and simple experiments reflecting the sociable pedagogy of the Dissenting milieu. Although many tales range across imagined geographies, their moral and scientific lessons are anchored in the practical routines and civic concerns of contemporary Britain. The book’s temporal horizon is the 1790s, when rapid social change, reformist agitation, and governmental repression shaped everyday life and intellectual culture.

The transatlantic revolutionary era decisively framed the book’s aims and tone. The American Revolution (1775–1783) energized British reformers, while the French Revolution of 1789 and the subsequent declaration of war by France on Britain (1 February 1793) polarized public opinion. In England, mass associations like the London Corresponding Society (founded 1792) pressed for parliamentary reform, provoking ministerial crackdowns: suspension of habeas corpus (1794), the treason trials of Thomas Hardy, John Horne Tooke, and John Thelwall (1794), and the 1795 ‘Gagging Acts’ (Seditious Meetings and Treasonable Practices). Local flashpoints included the Birmingham Riots (14–17 July 1791), when Dissenting chapels and the home and laboratory of Joseph Priestley were destroyed, targeting a circle to which John Aikin and Anna Letitia Barbauld were closely connected. The wartime economy brought scarcity years (especially 1795–1796), heightening anxieties about social order. Evenings at Home mirrors and responds to this climate through rational, pacific, and demystifying instruction. The tale 'Things by Their Right Names' famously recasts a battle as a species of murder, challenging martial spectacle and euphemism at a moment when patriotic rhetoric surged. Elsewhere, lessons on civic duty, fair dealing, and compassion offer antidotes to mob violence and partisan alarm. By cultivating habits of observation and critical language in children, the authors sought to inoculate the next generation against the intoxicating extremes of both revolutionary enthusiasm and reactionary panic, advancing a pedagogy of civil moderation during Britain’s entry into the War of the First Coalition (1793–1797).

Rational Dissent and the disabilities imposed by the Corporation Act (1661) and Test Acts (1673) form a vital backdrop. As Nonconformists, the Aikin–Barbauld family belonged to a network forged in academies such as Warrington (1757–1783), where John Aikin taught and moved among figures like Joseph Priestley. Campaigns in Parliament (notably 1787–1790) to repeal the Acts, supported by Charles James Fox and Dissenting committees, were defeated, and full repeal came only in 1828. Barbauld engaged directly, publishing An Address to the Opposers of the Repeal of the Corporation and Test Acts (1790). The book’s domestic citizenship lessons—tolerance, reasoned debate, and merit over birth—reflect this struggle against sectarian exclusion.

Educational reform and the rise of domestic pedagogy shaped both content and form. Barbauld, with her husband Rochemont, ran a noted school at Palgrave, Suffolk (1774–1785), refining conversational, experiment-based teaching later embedded in Evenings at Home. The Sunday school movement initiated by Robert Raikes in Gloucester (from 1780; a national society in 1785) expanded elementary literacy among the poor, while monitorial systems associated with Andrew Bell (Madras, 1791; London, 1797) and Joseph Lancaster (from 1798) promised mass instruction at low cost. The book’s dialogic exercises, small experiments, and moral case studies model home-based, scalable methods aligned with these reform currents, making the parlour a laboratory for civic education.

The scientific culture of Midlands industrialism—centered on Birmingham’s Lunar Society (c. 1765–1813) and figures such as Matthew Boulton, James Watt, Erasmus Darwin, Josiah Wedgwood, and Joseph Priestley—infused the work. Priestley’s isolation of ‘dephlogisticated air’ (oxygen) in 1774 and the spread of experimental philosophy into polite society encouraged lay-friendly demonstrations and natural history collecting. Evenings at Home converts this milieu into child-sized inquiry: stories like Eyes and No Eyes train observational acuity; simple physical lessons domesticate experimental method. By privileging evidence, classification, and repeatable trials, the book echoes contemporaneous drives to apply reason to nature and society, presenting science as a common civic competence rather than a specialist preserve.

The British abolitionist movement exerted strong moral pressure during the book’s composition. The Zong massacre (1781), the founding of the Society for Effecting the Abolition of the Slave Trade (1787), parliamentary inquiries (1788–1792), and William Wilberforce’s repeated motions (first in 1789) animated nationwide mobilization, including widespread sugar boycotts in 1791–1792. Although the Slave Trade Act would come only in 1807, Sierra Leone’s settlement at Freetown (1792) symbolized abolitionist aspirations. Barbauld publicly intervened with An Epistle to William Wilberforce (1791) after the Commons’ partial setbacks. Evenings at Home’s universalist ethics, cross-cultural vignettes, and insistence on sympathy and justice for distant others align with—and help to cultivate—the moral imagination that abolitionist campaigns sought to awaken.

Industrial and commercial transformation forms another crucial context. Steam-power improvements (Watt’s separate condenser patent, 1769; sun-and-planet gear, 1781), factory organization in textiles (Arkwright’s Cromford mill, from 1771), and expanding markets altered work, time, and family economies. Enclosure legislation accelerated in the later eighteenth century, and provisioning crises in 1795 prompted the Speenhamland system of poor relief in Berkshire, indexing aid to bread prices. Urban growth and new trades reshaped social mobility while exposing volatility and poverty. Evenings at Home addresses these conditions through tales on trades, exchange, thrift, and charity, presenting economic life as a sphere of moral choice and practical reasoning, and urging readers to balance industry and benevolence amid the uncertainties of a market society.

As social and political critique, the book demystifies power, war, and prejudice by relocating authority in reasoned domestic conversation. It exposes the moral costs of militarism, contests privileges rooted in sectarian law, and counters class contempt by foregrounding labor, competence, and mutual aid. Its child-centered science lessons resist deference to dogma; its civic cases rehearse fair judgment over passion and rumor. In an age of prosecutions and crowd politics, the authors fashion the household as a counter-public where rational dissent, tolerant religion, and informed citizenship can be formed. The result is a quiet but pointed indictment of coercive governance and inherited hierarchy during the crisis-ridden 1790s.
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The mansion-house of the pleasant village of Beechgrove, was inhabited by the family of Fairborne, consisting of the master and mistress, and a numerous progeny of children of both sexes. Of these, part were educated at home under their parents’ care, and part were sent out to school. The house was seldom unprovided with visiters, the intimate friends or relations of the owners, who were entertained with cheerfulness and hospitality, free from ceremony and parade. They formed, during their stay, part of the family; and were ready to concur with Mr. and Mrs. Fairborne in any little domestic plan for varying their amusements, and particularly for promoting the instruction and entertainment of the younger part of the household. As some of them were accustomed to writing, they would frequently produce a fable, a story, or dialogue, adapted to the age and understanding of the young people. It was always considered as a high favour when they would so employ themselves; and when the pieces were once read over, they were carefully deposited by Mrs. Fairborne in a box, of which she kept the key. None of these were allowed to be taken out again till all the children were assembled in the holydays. It was then made one of the evening amusements of the family to rummage the budget, as their phrase was. One of the least children was sent to the box, who putting in its little hand, drew out the paper that came next, and brought it into the parlour. This was then read distinctly by one of the older ones; and after it had undergone sufficient consideration, another little messenger was despatched for a fresh supply; and so on, till as much time had been spent in this manner as the parents thought proper. Other children were admitted to these readings; and as the Budget of Beechgrove Hall became somewhat celebrated in the neighbourhood, its proprietors were at length urged to lay it open to the public. They were induced to comply; and thus, without further preface, begins the “First Evening.”
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A young mouse lived in a cupboard where sweetmeats were kept; she dined every day upon biscuit, marmalade, or fine sugar. Never had any little mouse lived so well. She had often ventured to peep at the family while they sat at supper; nay, she had sometimes stolen down on the carpet, and picked up the crumbs, and nobody had ever hurt her. She would have been quite happy, but that she was sometimes frightened by the cat, and then she ran trembling to the hole behind the wainscot. One day she came running to her mother in great joy. “Mother,” said she, “the good people of this family have built me a house to live in; it is in the cupboard: I am sure it is for me, for it is just big enough: the bottom is of wood, and it is covered all over with wires! and I dare say they have made it on purpose to screen me from that terrible cat, which ran after me so often; there is an entrance just big enough for me, but puss cannot follow; and they have been so good as to put in some toasted cheese, which smells so deliciously, that I should have run in directly and taken possession of my new house, but I thought I would tell you first, that we might go in together, and both lodge there to-night, for it will hold us both.”

“My dear child,” said the old mouse, “it is most happy that you did not go in, for this house is called a trap, and you would never have come out again, except to have been devoured, or put to death in some way or other. Though man has not so fierce a look as a cat, he is as much our enemy, and has still more cunning.”
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A wasp met a bee, and said to him, “Pray, can you tell me what is the reason that men are so ill-natured to me, while they are so fond of you? We are both very much alike, only that the broad golden rings about my body make me much handsomer than you are: we are both winged insects, we both love honey, and we both sting people when we are angry, yet men always hate me and try to kill me, though I am much more familiar with them than you are, and pay them visits in their houses, and at their tea-table, and at all their meals; while you are very shy, and hardly ever come near them: yet they build you curious houses, thatched with straw, and take care of and feed you in the winter very often:—I wonder what is the reason?”

The bee said, “Because you never do them any good, but, on the contrary, are very troublesome and mischievous; therefore, they do not like to see you, but they know that I am busy all day long in making them honey. You had better pay them fewer visits, and try to be useful.”
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A goose, who was plucking grass upon a common, thought herself affronted by a horse who fed near her, and in hissing accents thus addressed him: “I am certainly a more noble and perfect animal than you, for the whole range and extent of your faculties is confined to one element. I can walk upon the ground as well as you: I have besides wings, with which I can raise myself in the air; and when I please, I can sport in ponds and lakes, and refresh myself in the cool waters: I enjoy the different powers of a bird, a fish, and a quadruped.”

The horse, snorting somewhat disdainfully, replied, “It is true you inhabit three elements, but you make no very distinguished figure in any one of them. You fly, indeed; but your flight is so heavy and clumsy, that you have no right to put yourself on a level with the lark or the swallow. You can swim on the surface of the waters, but you cannot live in them as fishes do; you cannot find your food in that element, nor glide smoothly along the bottom of the waves. And when you walk, or rather waddle, upon the ground, with your broad feet, and your long neck stretched out, hissing at every one who passes by, you bring upon yourself the derision of all beholders. I confess that I am only formed to move upon the ground; but how graceful is my make! how well turned my limbs! how highly finished my whole body! how great my strength! how astonishing my speed! I had far rather be confined to one element, and be admired in that, than be a goose in all.”



THE FLYING-FISH.
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The flying-fish, says the fable, had originally no wings, but being of an ambitious and discontented temper, she repined at being always confined to the waters, and wished to soar in the air. “If I could fly like the birds,” said she, “I should not only see more of the beauties of nature, but I should be able to escape from those fish which are continually pursuing me, and which render my life miserable.” She therefore petitioned Jupiter for a pair of wings; and immediately she perceived her fins to expand. They suddenly grew to the length of her whole body, and became at the same time so strong as to do the office of a pinion. She was at first much pleased with her new powers, and looked with an air of disdain on all her former companions; but she soon perceived herself exposed to new dangers. When flying in the air, she was incessantly pursued by the tropic bird and the albatross; and when for safety she dropped into the water, she was so fatigued with her flight, that she was less able than ever to escape from her old enemies the fish. Finding herself more unhappy than before, she now begged of Jupiter to recall his present; but Jupiter said to her, “When I gave you your wings, I well knew they would prove a curse; but your proud and restless disposition deserved this disappointment. Now, therefore, what you begged as a favour, keep as a punishment!”



THE LITTLE DOG.—A Fable.
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“What shall I do,” said a very little dog one day to his mother, “to show my gratitude to our good master, and make myself of some value to him? I cannot draw or carry burdens, like the horse, nor give him milk, like the cow; nor lend him my covering for his clothing, like the sheep; nor produce him eggs, like the poultry; nor catch mice and rats so well as the cat. I cannot divert him with singing, like the canaries and linnets; nor can I defend him against robbers, like our relation Towzer. I should not be of use to him even if I were dead, as the hogs are. I am a poor insignificant creature, not worth the cost of keeping; and I don’t see that I can do a single thing to entitle me to his regard.” So saying, the poor little dog hung down his head in silent despondency.

“My dear child,” replied his mother, “though your abilities are but small, yet a hearty good will is sufficient to supply all defects. Do but love him dearly, and prove your love by all the means in your power, and you will not fail to please him.”

The little dog was comforted with this assurance; and on his master’s approach, ran to him, licked his feet, gambolled before him, and every now and then stopped, wagging his tail, and looking up to his master with expressions of the most humble and affectionate attachment. The master observed him. “Ah, little Fido,” said he, “you are an honest, good-natured little fellow!”—and stooped down to pat his head. Poor Fido was ready to go out of his wits for joy.

Fido was now his master’s constant companion in his walks, playing and skipping round him, and amusing him by a thousand sportive tricks. He took care, however, not to be troublesome by leaping on him with dirty paws, nor would he follow him into the parlour, unless invited. He also attempted to make himself useful by a number of little services. He would drive away the sparrows as they were stealing the chickens’ food, and would run and bark with the utmost fury at any strange pigs or other animals that offered to come into the yard. He kept the poultry, geese, and pigs, from straying beyond their bounds, and particularly from doing mischief in the garden. He was always ready to alarm Towzer if there was any suspicious noise about the house, day or night. If his master pulled off his coat in the field to help his workmen, as he would sometimes do, Fido always sat by it, and would not suffer either man or beast to touch it. By this means he came to be considered as a very trusty protector of his master’s property.

His master was once confined to his bed with a dangerous illness. Fido planted himself at the chamber-door, and could not be persuaded to leave it, even to take food; and as soon as his master was so far recovered as to sit up, Fido being admitted into the room, ran up to him with such marks of excessive joy and affection, as would have melted any heart to behold. This circumstance wonderfully endeared him to his master; and, some time after, he had an opportunity of doing him a very important service. One hot day, after dinner, his master was sleeping in a summer-house with Fido by his side. The building was old and crazy; and the dog, who was faithfully watching his master, perceived the walls shake, and pieces of mortar fall from the ceiling. He comprehended the danger, and began barking to awake his master; and this not sufficing, he jumped up and gently bit his finger. The master, upon this, started up, and had just time to get out of the door before the whole building fell down. Fido, who was behind, got hurt by some rubbish which fell upon him; on which his master had him taken care of with the utmost tenderness, and ever after acknowledged his obligation to this animal as the preserver of his life. Thus his love and fidelity had their full reward.

Moral.—The poorest man may repay his obligations to the richest and greatest by faithful and affectionate service—the meanest creature may obtain the favour and regard of the Creator himself, by humble gratitude and steadfast obedience.



TRAVELLERS’ WONDERS.
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One winter’s evening, as Captain Compass was sitting by the fireside with his children all around him, little Jack said to him, “Papa, pray tell us some stories about what you have seen in your voyages. I have been vastly entertained, while you were abroad, with Gulliver’s Travels, and the Adventures of Sinbad the Sailor; and I think, as you have gone round and round the world, you must have met with things as wonderful as they did.”—“No, my dear,” said the captain, “I never met with Lilliputians or Brobdignagians, I assure you, nor ever saw the black loadstone mountain, or the valley of diamonds; but, to be sure, I have seen a great variety of people, and their different manners and ways of living; and if it will be any entertainment to you, I will tell you some curious particulars of what I observed.”—“Pray do, papa,” cried Jack and all his brothers and sisters: so they drew close round him, and he began as follows:—

“Well, then—I was once, about this time of the year, in a country where it was very cold, and the poor inhabitants had much ado to keep themselves from starving. They were clad partly in the skins of beasts, made smooth and soft by a particular art, but chiefly in garments made from the outward covering of a middle-sized quadruped, which they were so cruel as to strip off his back while he was alive. They dwelt in habitations, part of which was sunk underground. The materials were either stones, or earth hardened by fire; and so violent in that country were the storms of wind and rain, that many of them covered their roofs all over with stones. The walls of their houses had holes to let in the light: but to prevent the cold air and wet from coming in, they were covered by a sort of transparent stone, made artificially of melted sand or flints. As wood was rather scarce, I know not what they would have done for firing, had they not discovered in the bowels of the earth a very extraordinary kind of stone, which when put among burning wood, caught fire and flamed like a torch.”

“Dear me,” said Jack, “what a wonderful stone! I suppose it was somewhat like what we call fire-stones, that shine so when we rub them together.”—“I don’t think they would burn,” replied the captain; “besides, these are of a darker colour.”

“Well—but their diet too was remarkable. Some of them ate fish that had been hung up in the smoke till they were quite dry and hard; and along with it they ate either the roots of plants, or a sort of coarse black cake made of powdered seeds. These were the poorer class; the richer had a whiter kind of cake, which they were fond of daubing over with a greasy matter that was the product of a large animal among them. This grease they used, too, in almost all their dishes, and, when fresh, it really was not unpalatable. They likewise devoured the flesh of many birds and beasts when they could get it; and ate the leaves and other parts of a variety of vegetables growing in the country, some absolutely raw, others variously prepared by the aid of fire. Another great article of food was the curd of milk, pressed into a hard mass and salted. This had so rank a smell, that persons of weak stomachs often could not bear to come near it. For drink, they made great use of the water in which certain dry leaves had been steeped. These leaves, I was told, came from a great distance. They had likewise a method of preparing a liquor of the seeds of a grasslike plant steeped in water with the addition of a bitter herb, and then set to work or ferment. I was prevailed upon to taste it, and thought it at first nauseous enough, but in time I liked it pretty well. When a large quantity of the ingredients is used, it becomes perfectly intoxicating. But what astonished me most, was their use of a liquor so excessively hot and pungent that it seems like liquid fire. I once got a mouthful of it by mistake, taking it for water, which it resembles in appearance, but I thought it would instantly have taken away my breath. Indeed, people are not unfrequently killed by it; and yet many of them will swallow it greedily whenever they can get it. This, too, is said to be prepared from the seeds abovementioned, which are innocent and even salutary in their natural state, though made to yield such a pernicious juice. The strangest custom that I believe prevails in any nation I found here, which was, that some take a mighty pleasure in filling their mouths full of stinking smoke and others, in thrusting a nasty powder up their nostrils.”

“I should think it would choke them,” said Jack. “It almost did me,” answered his father, “only to stand by while they did it—but use, it is truly said, is second nature.”

“I was glad enough to leave this cold climate; and about half a year after, I fell in with a people enjoying a delicious temperature of air, and a country full of beauty and verdure. The trees and shrubs were furnished with a great variety of fruits, which, with other vegetable products, constituted a large part of the food of the inhabitants. I particularly relished certain berries growing in bunches, some white and some red, of a very pleasant sourish taste, and so transparent that one might see the seeds at their very centre. Here were whole fields full of extremely odoriferous flowers, which they told me were succeeded by pods bearing seeds, that afforded good nourishment to man and beast. A great variety of birds enlivened the groves and woods; among which I was entertained with one, that without any teaching spoke almost as articulately as a parrot, though indeed it was only a repetition of a single word. The people were tolerably gentle and civilized, and possessed many of the arts of life. Their dress was very various. Many were clad only in a thin cloth made of the long fibres of the stalk of a plant cultivated for the purpose, which they prepared by soaking in water, and then beating with large mallets. Others wore cloth woven from a sort of vegetable wool, growing in pods upon bushes. But the most singular material was a fine glossy stuff, used chiefly by the richer classes, which, as I was credibly informed, is manufactured out of the webs of caterpillars—a most wonderful circumstance, if we consider the immense number of caterpillars necessary to the production of so large a quantity of stuff as I saw used. This people are very fantastic in their dress, especially the women, whose apparel consists of a great number of articles impossible to be described, and strangely disguising the natural form of the body. In some instances they seem very cleanly; but in others, the Hottentots can scarce go beyond them; particularly in the management of their hair, which is all matted and stiffened with the fat of swine and other animals, mixed up with powders of various colours and ingredients. Like most Indian nations, they use feathers in their head-dress. One thing surprised me much, which was, that they bring up in their houses an animal of the tiger-kind, with formidable teeth and claws, which, notwithstanding its natural ferocity, is played with and caressed by the most timid and delicate of their women.”

“I am sure I would not play with it,” said Jack. “Why, you might chance to get an ugly scratch if you did,” said the captain.

“The language of this nation seems very harsh and unintelligible to a foreigner, yet they converse among one another with great ease and quickness. One of the oddest customs is that which men use on saluting each other. Let the weather be what it will, they uncover their heads, and remain uncovered for some time, if they mean to be extraordinarily respectful.”

“Why that’s like pulling off our hats,” said Jack.—“Ah, ah! papa,” cried Betsy, “I have found you out. You have been telling us of our own country, and what is done at home, all this while!”—“But,” said Jack, “we don’t burn stones or eat grease and powdered seeds, or wear skins and caterpillars’ webs, or play with tigers.”—“No?” said the Captain—“pray, what are coals but stones? and is not butter, grease; and corn, seeds: and leather, skins; and silk, the web of a kind of caterpillar? And may we not as well call a cat an animal of the tiger kind, as a tiger an animal of the cat-kind? So, if you recollect what I have been describing, you will find, with Betsy’s help, that all the other wonderful things I have told you of are matters familiar among ourselves. But I meant to show you, that a foreigner might easily represent everything as equally strange and wonderful among us as we could do with respect to his country; and also to make you sensible that we daily call a great many things by their names, without ever inquiring into their nature and properties; so that, in reality, it is only their names, and not the things themselves, with which we are acquainted.”



THE DISCONTENTED SQUIRREL.
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In a pleasant wood, on the western side of a ridge of mountains, there lived a squirrel, who had passed two or three years of his life very happily. At length, he began to grow discontented, and one day fell into the following soliloquy:—

“What, must I spend all my time in this spot, running up and down the same trees, gathering nuts and acorns, and dozing away months together in a hole! I see a great many of the birds who inhabit this wood ramble about to a distance wherever their fancy leads them; and, at the approach of winter, set out for some remote country, where they enjoy summer weather all the year round. My neighbour cuckoo tells me he is just going; and even little nightingale will soon follow. To be sure, I have not wings like them, but I have legs nimble enough; and if one does not use them, one might as well be a mole or a dormouse. I dare say I could easily reach to that blue ridge which I see from the tops of the trees, which no doubt must be a fine place; for the sun comes directly from it every morning, and it often appears all covered with red and yellow, and the finest colours imaginable. There can be no harm, at least, in trying; for I can soon get back again if I don’t like it. I am resolved to go, and I will set out to-morrow morning.”

When squirrel had taken this resolution, he could not sleep all night for thinking of it; and at peep of day, prudently taking with him as much provision as he could conveniently carry, he began his journey in high spirits. He presently got to the outside of the wood, and entered upon the open moors that reached to the foot of the hills. These he crossed before the sun was gotten high; and then, having eaten his breakfast with an excellent appetite, he began to ascend. It was heavy toilsome work scrambling up the steep sides of the mountains; but squirrel was used to climbing; so for awhile he proceeded expeditiously. Often, however, was he obliged to stop and take breath; so that it was a good deal past noon before he had arrived at the summit of the first cliff. Here he sat down to eat his dinner; and looking back, was wonderfully pleased with the fine prospect. The wood in which he lived lay far beneath his feet; and he viewed with scorn the humble habitation in which he had been born and bred.

When he looked forward, however, he was somewhat discouraged to observe that another eminence rose above him, full as distant as that to which he had already reached; and he now began to feel stiff and fatigued. However, after a little rest, he set out again, though not so briskly as before. The ground was rugged, brown, and bare; and to his great surprise, instead of finding it warmer as he got nearer the sun, he felt it grow colder and colder. He had not travelled two hours before his strength and spirits were almost spent; and he seriously thought of giving up the point, and returning before night should come on. While he was thus deliberating with himself, clouds began to gather round the mountain, and to take away all view of distant objects. Presently, a storm of mingled snow and hail came down, driven by a violent wind, which pelted poor squirrel most pitifully, and made him quite unable to move forward or backward. Besides, he had completely lost his road, and did not know which way to turn toward that despised home which it was now his only desire again to reach. The storm lasted till the approach of night; and it was as much as he could do, benumbed and weary as he was, to crawl to the hollow of a rock at some distance, which was the best lodging he could find for the night. His provisions were spent; so that, hungry and shivering, he crept into the farthest corner of the cavern, and rolling himself up, with his bushy tail over his back, he got a little sleep, though disturbed by the cold, and the shrill whistling of the wind among the stones.

The morning broke over the distant tops of the mountains, when squirrel, half frozen and famished, came out of his lodging, and advanced, as well as he could, toward the brow of the hill, that he might discover which way to take. As he was slowly creeping along, a hungry kite, soaring in the air above, descried him, and making a stoop carried him off in her talons. Poor squirrel, losing his senses with the fright, was borne away with vast rapidity, and seemed inevitably doomed to become food for the kite’s young ones: when an eagle, who had seen the kite seize her prey, pursued her in order to take it from her; and overtaking her, gave her such a buffet, as caused her to drop the squirrel in order to defend herself. The poor animal kept falling through the air a long time, till at last he alighted in the midst of a thick tree, the leaves and tender boughs of which so broke his fall, that, though stunned and breathless, he escaped without material injury, and after lying a while, came to himself again. But what was his pleasure and surprise, to find himself in the very tree which contained his nest. “Ah!” said he, “my dear native place and peaceful home! if ever I am again tempted to leave you, may I undergo a second time all the miseries and dangers from which I have now so wonderfully escaped.”
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The Mask of Nature, p. 25.



EVENING II.







ON THE MARTEN.
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“Look up, my dear,” said his papa to Little William, “at those birds’nests above the chamber-windows, beneath the eaves of the house. Some, you see, are just begun—nothing but a little clay stuck against the wall. Others are half finished; and others are quite built—close and tight—leaving nothing but a small hole for the birds to come in and go out at.”

“What are they?” said William.

“They are martens’ nests,” replied his father; “and there you see the owners. How busily they fly backward and forward, bringing clay and dirt in their bills, and laying it upon their work, forming it into shape with their bills and feet! The nests are built very strong and thick, like a mud wall, and are lined with feathers to make a soft bed for the young. Martens are a kind of swallows. They feed on flies, gnats, and other insects; and always build in towns and villages about the houses. People do not molest them, for they do good rather than harm, and it is very amusing to view their manners and actions. See how swiftly they skim through the air in pursuit of their prey! In the morning they are up by daybreak, and twitter about your window while you are asleep in bed; and all day long they are upon the wing, getting food for themselves and their young. As soon as they have caught a few flies, they hasten to their nests, pop into the hole, and feed their little ones. I’ll tell you a story about the great care they take of their young. A pair of martens once built their nest in a porch; and when they had young ones, it happened that one of them climbing up to the hole before he was fledged, fell out, and, lighting upon the stones, was killed. The old birds, perceiving this accident, went and got short bits of strong straw, and stuck them with mud, like palisades, all round the hole of the nest, in order to keep the other little ones from tumbling after their poor brother.”

“How cunning that was!” cried William.

“Yes,” said his father; “and I can tell you another story of their sagacity, and also of their disposition to help one another. A saucy cock-sparrow (you know what impudent rogues they are!) had got into a marten’s nest while the owner was abroad; and when he returned, the sparrow put his head out of the hole and pecked at the marten with open bill, as he attempted to enter his own house. The poor marten was sadly provoked at this injustice, but was unable by his own strength to right himself. So he flew away and gathered a number of his companions, who all came with bits of clay in their bills, with which they plastered up the hole of the nest, and kept the sparrow in prison, who died miserably for want of food and air.”

“He was rightly served,” said William.

“So he was,” rejoined his papa. “Well; I have more to say about the sagacity of these birds. In autumn, when it begins to be cold weather, the other swallows assemble upon the roofs of high buildings, and prepare for their departure to a warmer country; for as all the insects here die in the winter, they would have nothing to live on if they were to stay. They take several short flights in flocks round and round, in order to try their strength, and then on some fine calm day, they set out together for a long journey southward, over sea and land, to a very distant country.”

“But how do they find their way?” said William.

“We say,” answered his father, “that they are taught by instinct; that is, God has implanted in their minds a desire of travelling at the season which he knows to be proper, and has also given them an impulse to take the right road. They steer their course through the wide air directly to the proper spot. Sometimes, however, storms and contrary winds meet them and drive the poor birds about till they are quite spent and fall into the sea, unless they happen to meet with a ship, on which they can light and rest themselves. The swallows from this country are supposed to go as far as the middle of Africa to spend the winter, where the weather is always warm, and insects are to be met with all the year. In spring they take another long journey back again to these northern countries. Sometimes, when we have fine weather very early, a few of them come too soon; for when it changes to frost and snow again, the poor creatures are starved for want of food, or perish from the cold. Hence arises the proverb,




‘One swallow does not make a summer.’







But when a great many of them are come, we may be sure that winter is over, so that we are always very glad to see them again. The martens find their way back over a great length of sea and land to the very same villages and houses where they were bred. This has been discovered by catching some of them, and marking them. They repair their old nests, or build new ones, and then set about laying eggs and hatching their young. Pretty things! I hope you will never knock down their nests, or take their eggs or young ones! for, as they come such a long way to visit us, and lodge in our houses without fear, we ought to use them kindly.”



MOUSE, LAPDOG, AND MONKEY.—A Fable.
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A poor little mouse, being half starved, ventured one day to steal from behind the wainscot while the family were at dinner, and, trembling all the while, picked up a few crumbs which were scattered on the ground. She was soon observed, however; everybody was immediately alarmed; some called for the cat; others took up whatever was at hand, and endeavoured to crush her to pieces; and the poor terrified animal was driven round the room in an agony of terror. At length, however, she was fortunate enough to gain her hole, where she sat panting with fatigue. When the family were again seated, a lapdog and a monkey came into the room. The former jumped into the lap of his mistress, fawned upon every one of the children, and made his court so effectually, that he was rewarded with some of the best morsels of the entertainment. The monkey, on the other hand, forced himself into notice by his grimaces. He played a thousand little mischievous tricks, and was regaled, at the appearance of the dessert, with plenty of nuts and apples. The unfortunate little mouse, who saw from her hiding-place everything that passed, sighed in anguish of heart, and said to herself, “Alas! how ignorant was I, to imagine that poverty and distress were sufficient recommendations to the charity of the opulent. I now find, that whoever is not master of fawning and buffoonery, is but ill qualified for a dependant, and will not be suffered even to pick up the crumbs that fall from the table.”



ANIMALS AND THEIR COUNTRIES.
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O’er Afric’s sand the tawny lion stalks:

On Phasis’ banks the graceful pheasant walks:

The lonely eagle builds on Kilda’s shore:

Germania’s forests feed the tusky boar:

From Alp to Alp the sprightly ibex bounds:

With peaceful lowings Britain’s isle resounds:

The Lapland peasant o’er the frozen meer

Is drawn in sledges by the swift raindeer:

The river-horse and scaly crocodile

Infest the reedy banks of fruitful Nile:

Dire dipsas hiss o’er Mauritania’s plain:

And seals and spouting whales sport in the northern Main.









THE MASK OF NATURE.
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Who is this beautiful Virgin that approaches clothed in a robe of light green? She has a garland of flowers on her head, and flowers spring up wherever she sets her foot. The snow, which covered the fields, and the ice, which was in the rivers, melt away when she breathes upon them. The young lambs frisk about her, and the birds warble in their little throats to welcome her coming; and when they see her, they begin to choose their mates, and to build their nests. Youths and maidens have you seen this beautiful Virgin? If you have, tell me who she is, and what is her name.

Who is this that cometh from the south, thinly clad in a light transparent garment; her breath is hot and sultry; she seeks the refreshment of the cool shade; she seeks the clear streams, and crystal brooks, to bathe her languid limbs? The brooks and rivulets fly from her, and are dried up at her approach. She cools her parched lips with berries, and the grateful acid of all fruits,—the seedy melon, the sharp apple, and the red pulp of the juicy cherry, which are poured out plentifully around her. The tanned haymakers welcome her coming; and the sheepshearer, who clips the fleeces off his flock with his sounding shears. When she cometh let me lie under the thick shade of a spreading beach-tree—let me walk with her in the early morning, when the dew is yet upon the grass—let me wander with her in the soft twilight, when the shepherd shuts his fold, and the star of evening appears. Who is she that cometh from the south? Youths and maidens, tell me, if you know, who she is, and what is her name.

Who is he that cometh with sober pace, stealing upon us unawares? His garments are red with the blood of the grape, and his temples are bound with a sheaf of ripe wheat. His hair is thin and begins to fall, and the auburn is mixed with mournful gray. He shakes the brown nuts from the tree. He winds the horn, and calls the hunters to their sport. The gun sounds:—the trembling partridge and the beautiful pheasant flutter, bleeding in the air, and fall dead at the sportsman’s feet. Who is he that is crowned with a wheat-sheaf? Youths and maidens, tell me, if you know, who he is, and what is his name.

Who is he that cometh from the north, clothed in furs and warm wool? He wraps his cloak close about him. His head is bald; his beard is made of sharp icicles. He loves the blazing fire high piled upon the hearth, and the wine sparkling in the glass. He binds skates to his feet, and skims over the frozen lakes. His breath is piercing and cold, and no little flower dares to peep above the surface of the ground, when he is by. Whatever he touches turns to ice. If he were to stroke you with his cold hand, you would be quite stiff and dead, like a piece of marble. Youths and maidens, do you see him? He is coming fast upon us, and soon he will be here. Tell me, if you know, who he is, and what is his name.



THE FARMYARD JOURNAL.
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“DEAR TOM:—







“Since we parted at the breaking up I have been for most of the time at a pleasant farm in Hertfordshire, where I have employed myself in rambling about the country and assisting, as well as I could, in the work going on at home and in the fields. On wet days, and in the evenings, I have amused myself with keeping a journal of all the great events that have happened among us; and hoping that, when you are tired of the bustle of your busy town, you may receive some entertainment from comparing our transactions with yours, I have copied out for your perusal, one of the days in my memorandum-book.

“Pray, let me know in return what you are doing, and believe me,



“Your very affectionate friend,








“Hazel Farm.”







“Richard Markwell.”

JOURNAL.
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June 10th. Last night we had a dreadful alarm. A violent scream was heard from the henroost; the geese all set up a cackle, and the dogs barked. Ned, the boy who lies over the stable, jumped up, and ran into the yard, when he observed a fox galloping away with a chicken in his mouth, and the dogs in full chase after him. They could not overtake him, and soon returned. Upon further examination, the large white cock was found lying on the ground, all bloody, with his comb torn almost off, and his feathers all ruffled, and the speckled hen and three chickens lay dead beside him. The cock recovered, but appeared terribly frightened. It seems that the fox had jumped over the garden-hedge, and then crossing part of the yard behind the straw, had crept into the henroost through a broken pale. John the carpenter was sent for, to make all fast, and prevent the like mischief again.

Early this morning the brindled cow was delivered of a fine bull-calf. Both are likely to do well. The calf is to be fattened for the butcher.

The duck-eggs that were sat upon by the old black hen, were hatched this day, and the ducklings all directly ran into the pond, to the great terror of the hen, who went round and round, clucking with all her might in order to call them out, but they did not regard her. An old drake took the little ones under his care, and they swam about very merrily.

As Dolly this morning was milking the new cow that was bought at the fair, she kicked with her hind legs, and threw down the milk-pail, at the same time knocking Dolly off her stool into the dirt. For this offence the cow was sentenced to have her head fastened to the rack, and her legs tied together.

A kite was observed to hover a long while over the yard with an intention of carrying off some of the young chickens, but the hens called their broods together under their wings, and the cocks put themselves in order of battle, so that the kite was disappointed. At length, one chicken, not minding its mother, but straggling heedlessly to a distance, was descried by the kite, who made a sudden swoop, and seized it in his talons. The chicken cried out, and the cocks and hens all screamed; when Ralph, the farmer’s son, who saw the attack, snatched up a loaded gun, and just as the kite was flying off with his prey, fired and brought him dead to the ground, along with the poor chicken, who was killed in the fall. The dead body of the kite was nailed up against the wall, by way of a warning to his wicked comrades.

In the forenoon we were alarmed with strange noises approaching us, and looking out we saw a number of people with frying-pans, warming-pans, tongs, and pokers, beating, ringing, and making all possible din. We soon discovered them to be our neighbours of the next farm, in pursuit of a swarm of bees which was hovering in the air over their heads. The bees at length alighted on the tall pear-tree in our orchard, and hung in a bunch from one of the boughs. A ladder was got, and a man ascending, with gloves on his hands, and an apron tied over his head, swept them into a hive which was rubbed on the inside with honey and sweet herbs. But as he was descending, some bees, which had got under his gloves, stung him in such a manner, that he hastily threw down the hive, upon which the greater part of the bees fell out, and began in a rage to fly among the crowd, and sting all whom they lit upon. Away scampered the people, the women shrieking, the children roaring; and poor Adam, who had held the hive, was assailed so furiously, that he was obliged to throw himself on the ground, and creep under the gooseberry-bushes. At length, the bees began to return to the hive, in which the queen-bee had remained; and after a while, all being quietly settled, a cloth was thrown over it, and the swarm was carried home.

About noon, three pigs broke into the garden, where they were rioting upon the carrots and turnips, and doing a great deal of mischief by trampling the beds and rooting up the plants with their snouts, when they were spied by old Towzer the mastiff, who ran among them, and laying hold of their long ears with his teeth, made them squeal most dismally, and get out of the garden as fast as they could.

Roger the ploughman, when he came for his dinner, brought word that he had discovered a partridge’s nest with sixteen eggs in the home-field. Upon which the farmer went out and broke them all; saying, that he did not choose to rear birds upon his corn, which he was not allowed to catch, but must leave to some qualified sportsman, who would besides break down his fences in the pursuit.

A sheep-washing was held this day at the mill-pool, when seven-score were well washed, and then penned in the high meadow to dry. Many of them made great resistance at being thrown into the water; and the old ram being dragged to the brink by a boy at each horn, and a third pushing behind, by a sudden spring threw two of them into the water, to the great diversion of the spectators.

Toward the dusk of the evening, the squire’s mongrel greyhound, which had been long suspected of worrying sheep, was caught in the fact. He had killed two lambs, and was making a hearty meal upon one of them, when he was disturbed by the approach of the shepherd’s boy, and directly leaped the hedge and made off. The dead bodies were taken to the squire’s, with an endictment of wilful murder against the dog. But when they came to look for the culprit, he was not to be found in any part of the premises, and is supposed to have fled his country through consciousness of his heinous offence.

Joseph, who sleeps in the garret at the old end of the house, after having been some time in bed, came down stairs in his shirt, as pale as ashes, and frightened the maids, who were going up. It was some time before he could tell what was the matter; at length, he said he had heard some dreadful noises overhead, which he was sure must be made by some ghost or evil spirit; nay, he thought he had seen something moving, though he owned he durst hardly lift up his eyes. He concluded with declaring, that he would rather sit up all night in the kitchen than go to his room again. The maids were almost as much alarmed as he, and did not know what to do; but their master overhearing their talk, came out and insisted upon their accompanying him to the spot, in order to search into the affair. They all went into the garret, and for a while heard nothing; when their master ordered the candle to be taken away, and every one to keep quite still. Joseph and the maids stuck close to each other, and trembled every limb. At length, a kind of groaning or snoring began to be heard, which grew louder and louder, with intervals of a strange sort of hissing. “That’s it!” whispered Joseph, drawing back toward the door—the maids were ready to sink, and even the farmer himself was a little disconcerted. The noise seemed to come from the rafters near the thatch. In a while a glimpse of moonlight shining through a hole at the place, plainly discovered the shadow of something stirring; and on looking intently, something like feathers was perceived. The farmer now began to suspect what the case was; and ordering up a short ladder bid Joseph climb to the spot, and thrust his hand into the hole. This he did rather unwillingly, and soon drew it back, crying loudly that he was bit. However, gathering courage, he put it in again, and pulled out a large white owl, another at the same time being heard to fly away. The cause of the alarm was now made clear enough; and poor Joseph, after being heartily jeered by the maids, though they had been as much frightened as he, sneaked into bed, and the house soon became quiet.
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