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To write for the entertainment and instruction of children, in such a
style as to be both useful and agreeable to them, is one of those nice
problems which it has taken some of the most distinguished authors of
our times to solve in a satisfactory manner. Children are pretty good
critics in their way. They are excellent judges of effect. Their moral
perceptions are unsophisticated. Their sympathies are all alive. They
enter into the spirit of a story, without reserve, provided always, that
there is any spirit in it. They are wedded to no system. They belong
neither to the romantic nor the classical school. They relish nature in
her simplicity; and the common sense of mankind, which is pronounced by
high authority to be the ultimate standard of taste, is precisely the
standard to which children refer the books which they read. Their sense
is common sense. Whoever really pleases them is capable of pleasing the
public of grown up people—"the children of a larger growth."

It is with a full understanding of this doctrine that the editor of the
"Child's Favorite" has entered upon her duties. In the preparation of
the volume she has aimed at sterling merit. She has chosen her stories
with reference not only to their moral effect, but their artistical
effect on the perceptions of children. How far she has succeeded in this
design the public, that is to say, the juvenile public, will very
promptly decide.
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Little Annie Marsden, was the only child of rich parents. Her mother was
a pious lady, and sought to instil into the mind of her daughter those
principles of Christian humility and self-denial, which are necessary to
our being useful and contented in this world, and happy in the world to
come. But her efforts were in a great measure rendered vain by the
children with whom Annie was permitted to associate, and the servants
into whose care she was frequently thrown, by the occasional illness of
her mother. She was often told that she was rich, and destined to be a
great heiress; that she must not take notice of this or that person,
because they were her inferiors; and, in short, she was made to believe
that she was a person of great consequence, and entitled to look down
upon others with contempt. This was unfortunate; for her natural
disposition was good, and only such influence could have turned her
little head and made her see things in a wrong light. Things at last
came to such a pass that she thought only rich people were fit to be
spoken to, and a mean or coarse dress was, in her opinion, a mark of
degradation.

One day, when the family was passing the summer at their beautiful
country seat on the Delaware, not far from Philadelphia, an honest
farmer, who lived in the neighbourhood, brought a supply of butter for
the family, and seeing the little girl, who was very beautiful, sporting
on the lawn in front of the house, resolved to gratify her by making her
a little present. Accordingly, on his next visit to the house, he
brought her a basket of fine cherries, and offered them to her himself
as soon as he saw her playing on the green. The little lady, instead of
evincing any gratification at this mark of good will, refused to accept
the offered gift, telling the farmer that it was not for her to accept
of presents from such as he—that her father was able to buy her all the
cherries she wanted, and that he had better give them to some poor
person.

The good farmer was more amused than affronted, at the petulance of the
spoiled child, and merely said that she would probably live long enough
to learn the value of a poor man's good will.

The very next day Annie was playing in the garden, at the foot of which
ran a deep brook, crossed by a rustic bridge, and emptying into the
Delaware. In the midst of her play she saw some beautiful pond lilies
raising their modest head and diffusing their sweet fragrance over the
waters of the brook. She knew the flowers well; for she had often been
presented with similar ones; and she longed to obtain one of them.
Indeed such was her impatience to possess one that, without waiting to
call one of the servants, she seized a garden rake, which was lying in
one of the gravelled walks, ran down to the steep banks of the brook,
and reached out into the water to gather one. She was so far successful
as to reach the flower and attach the rake to it; but in her eagerness
to pull it towards her she lost her balance, and plunged headlong into
the brook. When, after the first plunge, her head came up out of the
water, she uttered a piercing shriek for help. But she speedily sunk
again, and would, undoubtedly, have been drowned, if her first cry had
not caught the ear of a farmer, who was crossing an adjoining field, and
who ran to her assistance, caught her in his arms, and, by laying hold
of a tree near the bank, soon succeeded in bringing her safely to land.

She was carried into the house quite insensible, and was ill for several
days after from the effects of the cold water and the fright. Her pious
mother, in the mean time, had sought to impress upon her mind the duty
of humble thankfulness which she owed to her Creator, for having rescued
her from a watery grave, and having thus, a second time, blessed her
with the gift of life. Nor did she fail to impress upon her mind the
debt of gratitude which she owed to the worthy farmer, who had so
promptly come to her assistance; and when Annie was sufficiently
recovered to see him her mother invited Mr. Gray to come into the
drawing-room, where she lay, still weak and feeble, upon the sofa, in
order that he might see her and receive her thanks in person.

But Mr. Gray made light of the matter, said it was of no consequence; it
was a matter of course; it was no more than he would have done for any
child, or any human being in the same circumstances. So it was not till
Annie was fully recovered that she saw the man who had saved her life;
and then it was by accident. She was sitting with her mother in the
parlour, when Mr. Gray came in to receive his pay for some butter, and
then the poor girl had the mortification to learn that he who had been
instrumental in preserving her, was no other than the very man whom she
had so grossly insulted by refusing his little present.

She thanked him, however, very fervently, and with a really humbled
spirit. Mr. Gray, worthy man, was somewhat embarrassed at her emotion;
but still he retained self-possession enough to say,

"My dear little lady, the service which I was so fortunate as to render
you, cost me but a very trifling exertion, and I really think it of no
importance so far as I am concerned; but it may be further useful to you
by causing you to remember that what I said to you before is very
true—that the good will even of a poor man is worth something."

When he was gone, Annie's mother said to her: "My dear child, the
Scripture commands us to 'honour all men.' In every one there is
something worthy of respect and reverence. All are from God's creating
hand. All should be treated with Christian courtesy. Politeness is due
even to the humblest; and those who are too proud to be polite, should
remember that pride will have a fall sooner or later."

It was fortunate for Annie that her pride had a fall so early in life;
for she was at once and for ever cured of this fault.
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My pretty one, my pretty one,

I would not part with thee

For all the beauties of the land

Or treasures of the sea.

Thine eye is brighter than a star,

Thy fleece like driven snow;

Thy voice, oh! sweeter than the sound

Of rivers as they flow.




My pretty one, my pretty one,

I've sought through field and wood,

For honey-flowers and tender grass,

And clover for thy food;

I've some, like gold and silver cups,

All filled with dews for wine;

Come, show thee thankful, and this feast,

My favorite, shall be thine.




No other little girl, I'm sure,

Would love thee half so dear,

Would strive to know what best thou lik'st,

And seek it far and near;

Would bring thee water from the fount,

Clear, beautiful, and deep;

Or make, at night, a bed so soft,

For thee, sweet lamb, to sleep.




Besides, thou knowest, 'twas I that saved

Thine innocent young life;

The butcher-boy had tied thee down—

Had raised his cruel knife!

I wept!—my dear, my good mamma,

Could not behold me cry;

So for her fond, her grateful girl,

Thee, beauteous lamb, did buy.




Then come and love me very well;

And when thy dinner's o'er,

We'll dance and play along the green,

Or by the bright sea shore;

Now kiss me—kiss me prettily,

For very kind I am;

And proud of thee, my beautiful,

My own dear little lamb.





Swain.
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"At length it comes, among the forest oaks,

With sobbing ebbs, and uproar gathering high.

The scared hoarse raven in his cradle croaks,

And slack dove flutters in its terrors by,

While the blue hawk hangs o'er them in the sky.

The hedger hastens from the storm begun,

To seek a shelter that may keep him dry,

And foresters low bent the wind to shun;

Scarce heard amid the strife the poacher's muttering gun."




Winter is coming! Boreas with his loud horn blows the leaves from the
trees. Men and boys, wrap your cloaks or coats close around you. Now
come gathering glooms and fogs. Now come cold rains, as if the earth
required the cold water cure; the trees are dripping, the eaves are
pouring, and the torn ragged-skirted clouds, seemingly dragged
downwards, slantwise, by the threads of dusky rain that descend from
them, are all mingled together in one blind confusion; while the few
cattle that are left in the open pastures, forgetful of their feeding,
turn their backs upon the besieging storm, and hanging down their heads
till their noses touch the ground, stand out in the middle of the fields
motionless, like images.

Now the felling of wood for the winter store—the measured strokes of
the woodman's axe, heard far away in the thick forest, bring with their
sound an associated feeling similar to that produced by a wreath of
smoke rising from out the same scene. The busy flail, too, which is now
in full employment, fills the air about the homestead with a pleasant
sound, and invites little girls and boys to look in at the open doors of
the barn, and see the wheat-stack reaching to the roof, on either hand,
the little pyramid of bright grain behind the threshers, the scattered
ears between them, leaping and rustling from their fast falling strokes,
and the flail itself flying harmless round the labourer's head, though
seeming to threaten danger at every turn; while outside, the flock of
barn-door poultry ply their ceaseless search for food among the
knee-deep straw; and the cattle, all their summer frolics forgotten,
stand ruminating beside the half empty hay-rick, or lean with inquiring
faces over the gate that looks down the village, or away towards the
distant pastures.

Of the birds that have hitherto made merry, even at the approach of
winter, now all are silent—all, save that one who now barns the title
of the household bird, by haunting the thresholds and window-sills, and
casting sidelong glances within doors, as if to reconnoitre the
positions of all within, before the pinching frosts force him to lay
aside his fears, and flit in and out silently, like a winged spirit—all
are now silent except him; but he, as he sits on the pointed palings
beside the doorway, or on the top-most twig of the apple tree, that has
been left growing in the otherwise closely-clipped hedge, pipes
plaintive ditties, with a low inward voice; while here and there a stray
grasshopper is found chirping to the creaking boughs.

Now the farmer finishes all his out of door work, before the frosts set
in, and lays by his implements till the awakening of spring calls him to
his hard labour again.

Now the sheep, all their other more natural food failing, begin to be
penned on patches of the turnip field, where they first devour the green
tops joyfully, and then gradually hollow out the juicy root, holding it
firm with their feet till nothing is left but the dry brown husk.

Now the herds stand all day long hanging their disconsolate heads beside
the leafless hedges, and waiting as anxiously, though patiently, to be
called home to the hay-fed stall, as they do in summer to be driven to
the field.

Now the rain-storm breaks up all the pathways, and makes home no longer
home to those who are not obliged to leave it, while it becomes doubly
endeared to those that are.
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Oh! hear a pensive prisoner's prayer,

For liberty that sighs;

And never let thine heart be shut

Against the wretch's cries.




For here forlorn and sad I sit,

Within the wiry gate;

And trembling at the approaching morn,

Which brings impending fate.




If e'er thy breast with freedom glowed,

And spurned a tyrant's chain,

Let not thy strong oppressive force

A free-born Mouse detain.




Oh! do not stain with guiltless blood,

Thy hospitable hearth;

Nor triumph that thy wiles betrayed

A prize so little worth.




The scattering gleanings of a feast

My frugal meals supply:

But if thine unrelenting heart

That gentle boon deny;
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