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WINNIE AND WALTER;

STORY-TELLING AT THANKSGIVING.

CHAPTER I.
WINNIE AND WALTER'S HEOMBE
j— FEW YEARS ago,in a neat, plea-
. sant house not a great many miles
from the city of Boston, lived two chil-

dren, whose names we shall call Winnie

and Walter. Their father was a mer-

chant, and used to go every day, except

Sundays, to the city. In the evenings

he was almost always at home with
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his family, and the children used to en-
joy very much having him with them
at that time. After supper, he told
them a great many stories, and played
with them until the hour came for them
to go to bed.

At the time of my story, Winnie was
a little girl of about eight years, and
Walter was about six. I do not pre-
tend that they were the best children
that could be found in the world. 1
think they were pretty much like a
great many other happy children—mno
better and mno worse. They dearly
loved to hear stories, and what bright
and happy child does not?

Their house stood in a very green and

shady place, a little apart from all the

other houses of the village, and there

was a barn, and, what was still better,
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a very nice large garden, in which grew
a great many beautiful flowers. Little
girls are almost always fond of flowers,

and Winnie took great delight in this

garden. Her mother used often to make

her a beautiful bouquet and let her carry
it and give it to some of the neighbors.
There was an old woman who lived a
little way off, and she was poor, and
lived in a small cottage, but she had
every thing neat and nice, and was, be-
sides, a very kind, good woman, though
she was now quite aged and infirm.
Ever since Winnie was a very little girl
she used, from time to time, in the
bright summer days, to carry bunches of
flowers to Aunt Milly, sometimes going
alone, and sometimes with her little play-
mates. It used to be a great treat to

these little girls to go and see good Aunt
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Milly. She liked the beautiful flowers
which they brought, but she liked a

great deal better to see their bright and

happy young faces, and to tell them

stories about the times when she was a
little girl

I think it was a great deal better for
these little children to live in this way
out in the open country, where there
were flowers and trees and green grass,
and where they could hear the birds
sing, and see the sun rise and set, than
to be shut up in the close and narrow
city. And Winnie’s father thought so
too, and it was partly because he thought
it would make his children more healthy
and happy, that he built this house in
the country.

It was now the fall of the year, in the
month of November, and Winnie and
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Walter were looking forward with great
delight to Thanksgiving. It was the
plan this year, that their old grandfather
and some of their uncles and aunts and
cousins, should come and visit them, and
spend Thanksgiving with them. The
year before they had gone to spend
Thanksgiving away from home, but now
they were to stay at home and their
friends were to come and visit them.

I cannot tell you how long the time
seemed to these children before Thanks-
giving day arrived. They had been
looking forward to it with such longing
that the days dragged away very slowly
to them, though they were quite short

enough for all the grown up people.

But at length the happy morning

came, and the house was full of uncles

and aunts and cousins. There was Uncle
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William and Aunt Susan, Uncle Olivep!
and Aunt Mary, and Cousin Alice, and®
several more besides, not to forget the
dear old grandfather, whom I have gpoks
en of before. Some of these who lived
nearest, came the morning of Thanksgiys
ing day, and some had come the night
before. I shall not stop to tell you
much about the day —how the little}
folks played together, and the old folks
went to church—and how much they
all enjoyed their nice Thanksgiving din®
ner. I shall leave all these things, be-l
cause I wish to hurry along and come to
the evening. It was agreed, in order to
please the children, that when night was
coming on, they should all gather around

the bright open fire, in the large sitting-

room, and tell stories — not stories which

they had heard from others, but stories
about themselves,
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So when the time came, the big arm-
chair was fixed for grandfather, right in
the centre of the room, before the cheer-
ful fire—a good distance back so as to
make a large circle, and then the grown
up folks sat next to him, on each side,
and the little children were in the cor-
ners.

It was a beautiful sight to look upon
that pleasant circle, gathered about the
cheerful fire just as the might was com-
ing on. It was not stormy without, as it
often is on Thanksgiving days. It was

clear and cold. The stars began to spar-

kle in the heavens, and lhv sharp, chill

wind whistled around the corners of the
house, and shook the leafless trees which
stood near. They all said that they did
not want any light, except what the fire

made. They thought they could tell
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their stories better by this wavy

dreamy light, than if lamps

were ]II'tlli:_’IlI_ into the room.
Grandfather was to tell his story firs

because he was g0 old that all wanted f

do him honor, and so, after thinking

little while, he began.
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CHAPTER
GRANDFATHER'S

T IS very pleasant for me to be here
I to-night, and to see my children and
gmmlcrhilnlrun BO well and ]I.:lEril.\'. |
have now grown to be an old man, and
I know that I cannot stay upon the carth
@ great many years longer. And yet it
lll)c.‘! not seem s0 very inn_-__-' ago since 1
wasa little boy like Walter, and was wish-
ing, as I have no doubt he often wishes
that I was older and larger. I remember
guite well what took place in my child
hood, a great deal better than I do about

many things that happened only a little
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while ago. I know that old people.

most always say so, but there is ong _

son why I recollect about my ear]y
that every one does not have. I gg _
many terrible sights, and heard so my
dreadful news when I was a little b
and these things fixed themselyest
deeply in my mind, that 1 could ney
forget them. I am very glad that®
dear little grandchildren do not haye
see and hear such things, and to
such fearful days and nights as I did,-.'
that they live in a land of peace, and ]
quiet homes, where there is nothing*
disturb and trouble them.

[ was born in a pleasant farmehe 18
on the road leading from Concord
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little boy, not more than six years old.

I calljll-?‘t remember how my father used

often to talk with his neighbors, about
gomething that seemed to stir their feel-
ings very much, and make them almost
in a rage, but 1 could not exactly under-
stand what it was. I used to hear the
word “ British ” very often, and I remem-
ber how I wondered what they were,
and why my father was so angry about
them. But pretty soon things came to
pass which I could understand to my
SOrrow.

I remember it was in the spring of
the year, and I used to be out with my
father in the fields, while he ploughed
the ground, and was preparing to sow
his oats and to plant his corn. T have
since learned that that was a wonderful

Spring, and that the ground was ready




and apple-trees were in blossom g
deal earlier than they often are.
then I did not know that it was
different from any other spring,

morning when my father was at

and taking me in his arms he ran Wil

all haste to the house. I was in a oTen

1775 — the day on which a part of
dritish army went up from Boston

Concord to seize some powder and ba

and provisions which our own peopié
had laid up there for future use.
My mother was still more troubleg




STORY-TELLING AT THANKSGIVING, 17

than my father. There were three little
ehildren of us, and the two others were
younger than myself. The youngest was
a little sister, who could hardly go alone, I
know now very well what it was that
made my dear mother feel so bad. My
father thought that it was his duty to
gake his gun and go out with his neigh-
bors and try to resist the British soldiers.
My mother could not bear to have him
expose himself to such danger, and then
it was so dismal and lonely for her to
be left there with her three little help-
dess children, when such fearful things
were going on. While they were talk-
ing about this, and hardly knowing what
0 do, there was a sound of drums and

ﬁfES, and pretty soon a great company

of soldiers came along in their red coats,
armed with guns and swords, and march-

£)
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ing very proudly. It would have beg
& beautiful sight to me, only I
well enough, from what my fathep
mother said, that they were nof
friends.

They were quite a long time in
ing our house, there were so many ¢
them, but they did not do us any har
only one of them seeing my fath
standing at the window, pointed his gu
at him, in a very haughty manner,
if he was going to shoot him. 'This
when they were going up to Conconl

But a good many of those soldi
who marched up so proud and :
never lived to get back again to Bos

for though our people could not wel

stand against them in open battle,
cause they were so few in number ani

were so unused to war, yet on the
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turn of these soldiers, our men, who had
gath{'l‘t'(l from all directions when they
heard what was going on, fired upon the
red—l’luil.tri from the \\'UIIII.‘:. and from be-
hind walls and barns and houses, and a
great many of the soldiers were killed.

My father was one of those who fired
upon the soldiers in this way, for though
he stayed at home for some time after
they went up, yet when his neighbors
game along and urged him to join them,
he could not refuse. So kissing my
mother very tenderly, and all of us
ehildren, he took his gun, and went off.
How sad and lonely it seemed after he
Was gone! It was all still about the
house, except that every little while one

of our people, or more commonly three

or four together, would go running by

With their guns, They were not dressed
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in bright colors like the British soldie
but they had on the same clothes ins
they had been at work in the fields, gy
they did not march in order, to §
sound of music, but they made
way along, every one in his own
ner.

In the afternoon, when it had be
still for a good while, and my
often said she wished father would con
back, we began to hear the soundi
distant guns, and by degrees the
and tumult seemed to draw nearep
nearer. My mother grew pale, an&
think she came very near fainting aws
But looking upon her dear little ol
dren, and knowing that they were 1'

entirely to her care, she tried to gathe

courage and to set about doing
thing for our safety. I remember




STORY-TELLING AT THANKSGIVING. 21

I eried very bitterly because 1 saw my

mother was in such fear and trouble, and

my little brother cried. But the baby

sister was too small to know that any
thing was the matter, and I think it
likely she had heard me cry before.
Stil]_ the noise grew louder and the tu-
mult was without any doubt coming
nearer, and so my mother let down the
gurtains, and locked the doors, and took
us children all down into the cellar.

And now we could hear the sound of
the guns quite plainly, mingled with loud
eries and angry voices. Soon the whole
growd seemed to be passing our house,
and some men came up behind the
fiouse and fired, and very soon we heard
the erashing sound of bullets as they
broke through our windows and the

gides of the house. But we were none
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direction. Not very long after, |

heard my father's voice at the e

it, and oh, how glad she was, and :
glad I was, to have him back again &4
and sound. But he came to tell™y
mother that there were one or fwom
near by our house that were wo

them in their arms. The first who W
brought was one of our own people, ai
the other was a British soldier; for
father thought, and thought right; th
though this man had been our eném
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yet now that he was wounded and suf-

fering he ought to be kindly taken care
of, just like any other person. It is
Jikely the man himself did not wish to
fight against us, but he hatd to do it, be-
cause his l;in;;‘——l(in;_r ‘_;L'ut':._"u of ,}‘llt't_';-
Jand — made him do it.

All these things took place at the
fime when the battles of Lexington and
Concord were fought, which were the
first battles in that long and dreadful
war, by which at length we became a
free nation. And you may well suppose
that, though I was but six years old, I
never should forget such scenes as these.

This was the beginning of trouble, for
now people seemed to be more angry
than before, and all the talk was about
the British in Boston — what they had

gdlone, and what they were going to do,
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and who were killed, and who WO
on this fearful day which I have ju
told you about.

And here I must not forget to &

that the poor British soldier, whe

brought into our house, died in two
three {!'.l_\'r‘. He was lln_':u]i'u]ly

to take the best of care of him, yet |}
could not live. We found that the PO

of his own, far over the water, in his oW
land, and he used to talk a great dealg

his dear little pets, and he seemed to b
very glad to have us children
because it made him think
loved ones so far away. He mmted
have my mother write to his dear sl
and tell her all about his death
found, though this man was our en¢
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and had been fighting against us, yet he
seemed to have just as kind a heart, and
the same tender thoughts about home

and wife and children, as any of our own

people ; and we learned to pity and to

love him.
The other wounded man was soon

taken away by his friends, who lived not
very far off; and was carried to his own
home. He was not so badly hurt, and
after a week or two, we heard that he
was getting quite strong and well
But, as I was saying, all the talk now
was about the British, and what they
Were going to do, and what great and
dreadful thing would happen next. My
father had hardly any time to work
upon his farm, there was so much talk-
ing, and so much excitement and fear.
Quite a number of weeks passed away
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in this manner. Everybody

to our house talked about these

and they hardly ever talked ;-;‘__f.
thing else.

One day, I remember it perfect
father said he must go to Bostor-l, in
with our people to fight again
the British,— that he must nof.
home, when his country called
he must go and contend for freed
for right. It was a sad day for
mother and for me. I had
enough of war to know that it
something fearful, and when my
mother cried, I cried too, and held®
my father's clothes to keep him fie
going. But though he felt very b
and tears ran down his checks, he &
he must go; and so kissing us all, 3
bidding us a kind good-by, he left ¥
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how long those days seemed, and
dismal the nights were! there
g0 many things in those times to
ke us {imid, that when the hour came
the little folks to go to bed, my
er did not compel us to go alone,
she used to stay close by our bed-
cuntil we were all fast asleep. She
d to be calm and cheerful, so that we
might not be afraid, and she sang songs
%0 us to make us go to sleep. But I
heard her say many times since,
though she tried to be so calm, yet
gn we were all sound asleep, such
§ used to come upon her, and she

gould be so startled by every little noise
pthe night, that many a time she would
0t close her eyes all the night long.

I& was very difficult to know exactly

Bhat was going on at Boston. My
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mother used to inquire of almost ey
one she saw, how things were, and yj
was about to happen. Some :
one thing and some another, and

a part of my mother’s trouble

truly.

But at length, one day, we hei
great noise of the firing of cannonsi
guns in the direction of Bostom

uproar was so great, that it seemed
times to fill all the air, and then it weo
die away a little, and then grow |
and fiercer again. We knew
that there was a battle, and thoug
could see nothing of it, we knew

enough that my dear father was
and that a good many men would
likely be killed. I know now that {
was a terrible day to my poor mothe
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though she tried to keep as calm as
e could for the sake of her children,
her heart was filled with dreadful
tre and in spite of herself, she often
"'pt and groaned aloud.
Dt was near night, and the noise of

smen came by and told my mother about

$he battle. There had been very hard

ting, and a great many had been

and wounded on both sides, for

gh the British had gained the vic-

by, it was only after the loss of many

their best soldiers. These men could

Il my mother nothing about my father.
aey had not seen or heard of him.

|Thia was the battle of Bunker Hill,

@bout which all the world has known

MOW for a great many years, for it is one

‘the famous battles of the world. But
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the time seemed very long then
we could hear about it, at least before
could find out that which we most wa
ed to know.

I need not stop to tell You much abe
this battle — how our people worked
silence, all through the summer nig
build themselves a kind of fort,—}
the morning the British saw and
for the first time what had been
on, — how they fired upon the fort wi
their big cannons from the great ships
war which were in the harbor, and the
sent a _]:ll‘gn ho i__\' of soldiers to go up ,,

. [
drive our people out; and how our ne

waited until the soldjeps came near, and

then fired such g dreadful volley

their muskets, that a great many of
red-coats were killed and wounded, &
the rest had to run away, — how thi
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o sent up again, and again were met

s same way, and had to flee; and

¢ the third time our poor soldiers had
imore powder, and could not stand
o the British soldiers, who had pow-

in plenty, so that many of our peo-

5 were killed. All these things you
an read in books, a great deal better
than I can tell you of them. I suppose
all my little grandchildren have
n to see the great monument of stone

it we wanted to know, and it seemed
long, long time, before we could find
B one to tell us. All through the
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in hope she should hear my fathers
or that some one else would u.:..}-
tell us about him. But he did not gg
and we heard nothing ; and the ¢

morning dawned, and we were

same dreadful doubt. My mother §

hired a man to go to Bmt«m and
he could hear of him. All day lony
waited, and just at night the man
back, and told us that my father wg
killed, but that he was wounded, any
been taken to the liilslli[:l] along,-'
many other wounded goldiers—
wounds had been dressed, and th ;
would have kind care taken of h m, |
that it would be a good while befocm:
would be ab le to come home.

This was very sad news to us, and m
mother felt as if she could not waif,_.
must go at once and see him. Stll'sl
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8ld not leave her three little children,
she could not take them with her.
one of our neighbors—a kind wo-

e my mother was gone.
80 she went where my father was, and
Swas very glad to see her, and she
wed with him two or three days, try-
to comfort and make him casier in
gpain, and doing kind things, too, for
pther wounded men, who had no wife or
gister there to wait upon them. At night
used to go out of the ]Ui.‘-'l'!IT&ll to
8p, and return in the morning.
B When she came home she was very
il to be able to tell us that my father

: bettur, and that the doctor Iht'_)ll_f_l.‘ht

that he would :,_:'{_-t \\'i_‘ll_, [mlb- it

3 ]
o)
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would take him a long time,
was a long time : but at last he Wi
to come home, and how Joyous
were to see him! As long as he
he bore upon his face and body the

were ]1L‘:|Il‘(].
But this was not the end of the 1
It was only lhu iu“rumlntr

twe 1\|' or lhlm_-un, I 11(.-:'11'1_1 little
about battles, and how many were ki
on one side, and how many were
on the other; and how our poor
suffered from cold, from want of
and from want of food, and how il
the great and good Washington

I\'t't‘p up the spirits of our peopl'q‘

lead them on 1o \Httll\ and CUv
All these things were talked OVBI"
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‘oyer in my childhood, and I remember

| them as though they were but yester-

(day.
But at last our people gained the vie-

S fory, and peace came. What joy there

& ywas all through the land at this sound
of peace! Though there were mourning
Sand sorrow in a great many homes, be-
Meause a son, a husband, a father, a broth-
'ler, could come back no more, yet in the
Jand at large there was joy.

I want all my dear children and grand-
lehildren to remember, after I am dead
and gone, how many men and women,
fand children too, had to suffer in order
0 bring about that peace and quiet, that
order and plenty, in the midst of which
e now live. We ought to be thankful,
MBSt of all, to the great and good God,

bugh whose kind care and under
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whose guiding hand, all these bles

came ; and next, to the brave men an;

women, who fought and endured g

much to make us free.




STORY-TELLING AT THANKSGIVING. 37

CHAPTER III.
LITTLE WINNIE'S STORY

I HARDLY KNOW what to talk
about, now that I have to tell a
gtory. There are a great many things

Mthat I could tell you something of, be-

cause out here in the country we have
bguch nice times, and so many pleasant
things happen.

I should love to tell you about the
beautiful flowers we had last summer in
our garden, and how much I enjoyed
P picking them and making them into bou-
fuets. In the long days of summer,
When my father used to come home be-
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fore night, it was so pleasant, after te

when he used to take a book and
our summer-house, and I used to
a great ]1(-.'|p of flowers and sit dow
near him, where I could ask Lim que
tions, and then make bouquets to give |
my father and mother, and some of
I used to carry to Aunt Milly,

But I have just thought of one
and I will tell Yyou all about it,

I know you will all like to hear abon
my Kkitten, for though my mother

very hard, I think he is a very nice ki
ten indeed. 1 know he is often v
cumning and sly, and steals things

of our pantry when the door js left op
and though it would be very wrong
me to steal, yet it does not seem to el
bad for my kitty to do it. T think







Minnie with her flowers,
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mother is very kind to me, but 1 do not
think she is very kind to my darling
kitten. I call him my kitty, though he
has grown to be a ‘Ji:_" cat now.

My mother used to say, she did not
like -(‘;,14. and she would not have a cat
about the house, and so you will wonder
how she came to let this kitty live with
me. And so I must tell you all about it.

One day a good while ago, Walter and
I were playing in the barn, when we
heard a queer strange noise, such as we
had never heard there before, and though
we were a little afraid at first, we
thought we would stop a moment and
listen, and then we heard it again —a

weak little “mew” We ran out, and

there was Patrick working in the garden,

and we told him to come 1[1'..Ir’:\'. and i.lllll

out what the matter was in the barn.
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So he came, and f&l'}ll‘_ still, and we
kept still, and then in a minute we heati
the same “mew.” Patrick said

were some little kittens in the barn;jg
he looked where he thought the s

came from, and sure enough, in the me
ger, on some hay, he found an old
cat, and a little tiny kitten, There wa
only one kitten. Patrick said he thought
he should find three or I']Jlll', but
was only one. And now I must tell yo

about this black cat. She was IlOt;IL

cat, Iu'f'{[l]r‘l' l ]I:!‘.'L‘ IIJM you th&t'
mother would not have any cat abeg

80 she used to come and stay in our ba
I guess somebody turned her out '
doors, because she had been naughtys
and so she had to go off and find a plage
to live h_\' ]Il'!'.“t'”: We had often se
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her about, but she was wild, and if Wal-

ter and 1 tried to come where she was,
ghe would look at us very sharp, and
$hen run off as hard as she could go.
But now when Patrick found her,
ghough she was wild and would growl
at u;:. yet Patrick said she loved her
little kitten so, that she would not run
away and leave it. Well, this was a
yery nice thing indeed to find a real live
kitten in our own barn. So Walter and
I used to co very often to the manger,
and peep in carefully to see the little
fellow; but the old cat would always
Biear us coming, no matter how still we
Kept; and she would growl so, and her
great eyes would shine so like fire, that
We did not stay very long at a time, I
gin tell you. Then we used to carry
Out a little dish of milk and set it in the
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manger, and though the old egt
growl at us just the same, vet affe
had gone away, she would eat the m
all up.

But one morning, not long
both went out to look for the kitte
it was not there; and we felt very
because we thought we had lost it o

pretty soon we heard its “pem®

then we knew it was somewhere i
barn. We kept going about where's
thought we heard the sound, and §
found that it came from behind

boards and shingles, which were piled 1

in the barn. I guess you don’t
that cats can take their little
right up in their mouths, without e
ing them, and carry them where "
please. Patrick told us this, and he-__.
us that it was because the old cat @i
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ot like to have us come and look at her

kitten =0 much, that she had taken it off
and hid it. I suppose God taught them
Whis way of carrying their kittens, be-
eause he has not given them any arms
and hands, such as we have, to lift them

with.

It was quite a long time now, and we
saw nothing of the kitten, only we used
%o hear it very often when we were play-
ing about the barn, and we used almost
levery day to see the old cat going in
@nd out. At length one day we saw the
bold cat coming out of the barn, and the
Kitten was with her. He was following
glong behind her, a little fat, clumsy
fellow, only he had grown a great deal
Pigger than when we saw him last.
When the old cat saw us, she growled

and stared at us with her great big eyes,
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and then started to rum, looking bag

the while, to see if kitty was

sport to see him try to scamper g
He would fall down and pitch hea

heels, when he tried to run we

made their home in the bam,
kitten was growing now quite fast
soon he could walk and run a
better than at first, and it was
for Walter and me to see him
hard as he could to keep up.

.

when the old cat was thus taking®

kitten out for a morning walk; Wal
and I ran after them, and the ol
starting off very fast, my kitty a8 -
able to keep up, and thinking W
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and I were getting most too near, and
that he should be {':Ill_-_"ht if he did not
Jook out, he jumpul for a hole he saw in
#he wall of the house. He did not know
$hat that hole was the cellar window, and
0 down he went right into the cellar.
Whis frightened him so that he flew
around and crawled into a hole in the
ellar wall. We went down to find him,
and we could just see the end of his tail
ticking out of the hole in the wall
But when we tried to catch him, he
Swould twist his little body so that we
eonld not reach him. But by and by

#he old cat came around and called him,

mnd in some way she helped him up, so
#hiat he got out of the cellar, and they
awent ofl' to the barn together.

One day my mother told me, as this
llttll.l k‘lll{‘ll had come to us in this way,
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I might ask Patrick to catch him if
could, and bring him in the huuse,
then I might try to tame him, a.nd':
him for my own kitten. Seo when

saw them come out of the barn, I we

and told Patrick, and he ran after
and after a while he caught hold of

kitty. You ought to have seen
spit and scratched and growled
Patrick first caught him, but he
not get away. We were sorry fors
old cat, who secemed at first to feel ¥
bad. She would come up as near
door as she dared to and “men” aioN
time, and try to call her kitty out.
we kept the little fellow shut up§o
he could not get out. Mother Eaidss
felt sorry for the old cat, but she gu
she would pretty soon forget all 8

it.  And sure enough after a little i
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she did not seem 10 remember that
had ever had any kitty.

At first, when we brought the kitten
into the house, he was very wild, and
swould skulk away hehind a chair, or in
gome dark corner, and he did not want
to have us touch him. But we used to
put a little saucer of milk close up to
him, and then go away, and when he
hegan to feel hungry he would eat some
of the milk. After a time he began to
feel more at home, and with a little coax-
ing he would sit in our laps, and let us
Stroke him. So he grew more and more
fame, and then he was ready to have a
hice frolic. He would stick up his back,

and canter round the room, in a way

that made Walter and me laugh very

loud. It was so funny to see him run

after a string or a ball of yarn, and play
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with it, that we used to have
times, I can tell you. And se
growing larger and stronger, nud:.'
one of the micest play-fellows thats
could possibly have.

I have told you that my motheri
not like him so well as we did. She'ns
sometimes to catch him doing m schi

and would whip and scold him,

always felt sorry for my kitty whensl

had to be punished in this way, and
used to take him out of the Wiy
stroke him and try to comfort himi s

But I suppose he was somethingiol

rogue, for one day he made me &

his ears soundly. I must tell you'abes
this,
Last spring a beautiful robin came

made her nest in the green fir-tree s
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10USC.

grows right in front of our ]
our chamber window we could see
when she was building her nest

was another robin that helped her al
svhile she was building it. The;

bring straws and little sticks and mud,

and put them together so nicely that it
was my great delight to go up and look
out of the window carefully, so as not
frighten them, and see them wor k.

Mfter a while the nest was done, and
then pretty soon we could see one little
blue eger in it. Then the next day there
wore two, and after a little while there
were four nice blue eggs. Then the
gobin sat upon the nest almost all the
fime, and the other robin would bring
hier little worms and bugs and crumbs to
gath  After a time there were four little
iat homely robins, and then Walter ¢

4
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I used to watch the nest a great deg)
see these birds feed their }'oung
Whenever one of them came .-.i:
nest, with something for them to

they would all stick up their h u.-;.__.

open their mouths very wide, *
the big bird would drop what sh
into one

away to get some more. I ywash
that one of these little birds wo

it all, and I used to wonder how the
birds could tell when they had all
fed, because they looked so very mu
alike. But I suppose they had
way by which they could know
apart better than I could.

These little birds grew very fast, af
feathers began to come out all O¥8
them, and soon they filled the nest W
full and stuck out over the top.
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mother told me they were almost big
enough to fly, and that they would soon
Jeave the nest and hop about among the
trees, and 1 should see them no more in
the nest.

Well, one day, when my mother was
busy with her work, and Walter and I
sere at play, we heard a great noise and
erying among the birds, and going out,
gure enough, there was my kitty, and he
hiad canght one of those little birds and
Bvas eating him up. You know that
swhen little birds first leave their nest,
they are clumsy and awkward, and
cannot fly very well. And so one of
these little birds in trying to fly, had

come down upon the ground, and my
ity had jumped and caught him. O,
how bad the old birds seemed to feel.
@hey kept up a great crying, and flew
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about this way and that for a good w
and the other little birds, that sag '

the limbs of the trees, where

not reach them, they made a great n
too, as much like the old birds agh
could. I told you that I boxeds
kitty’s ears for that naughty aet
think he has been a better kitty
and I love him very much. And's8
have told you the story about kitty.
,

When little Winnie had finished
story, Aunt Susan said, that shé™B
often thought it was with little
very much as it was with little chil
So long as they could stay snug at hon
in their nest, where their parents co ':-
see to them and take care of them,
were a great deal safer than when i
started to go abroad, She said sheth
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always felt very easy about her own
children so long as they were small and
ghe could keep them under her eye, and
attend to all their little wants. DBut
when they grew Jarger, and went away
from home, then she knew that there

were a great many dangers around them,

and they were a much greater care 10
her, than when she took the whole care
of them herself And I guess there are
a great many fathers and mothers who
think so too.
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CHAPTER 1V,

AUNT SUSAN'S STORY.

Y EARLY life was ameo
1\‘[ hills. From the windows
father’s house, we could see a few d
ings seattered about on the distant
sides, but the country was quite
and wild; and in the winters, whe
deep snows came, and the cold HoW
winds heaped it in drifts, several @
would sometimes pass away, and we Wo
seée none of our neighbors, nor any
man being except those who dwelt

own house. Then the time scemed ¥

long and lonely, and T used to &
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the windows and watch to see
body would not come in sight; ¢
to have the roads broken, o0
might meet our playmates from
other houses.

For though these dwellings were
far apart, all the people who lived
them knew each other a great deal bet-
tor than people often do in cities who
live side by side in the same street, ol
even in different parts of the same house.
Shere was not a girl or boy in all the
region that T did not know, and that did
not know me. Sooner or later, we were
pretty sure to hear of almost every thing
that happened in these houses, for th
meighbors used to drop in and talk over
all their affairs. And especially if
one died in these families, we o1l 1

I KNICW

of it Very eoon, and we were all there at
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the funeral, just as much as thoug
was our own brother or sister. I8

baby was born, the children all got ng

of it very quickly, and by the time 1

little stranger was a fortnight old,' )
were pretty sure to make his acoug
ance,

Though the winters, as I have saj
were often very long and ecold
dreary, yet when at length the
came, and the leaves started into I
through the forests, and the soft
grass covered the fields, oh how dé
ful it was to go out again in the
sun and balmy air, and hear the
music of the l;fl'cir-'_. and the voices s
every living thing, that scemed tonB
praising God for his goodness and case

My father’s farm — all the best partel
it, where he raised his hay and corn and
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potatoes, Wis in a snug little valley,
through which ran 2a
gtream ; but he had also large stony
pastures, where the cows and oxen and
gheep ased to feed in the summer ; and
seattered here and there over these pas-

clear, beautiful

tures were large spreading chestnut-trees,
which were left standing alone when the
old forests were cut down, and had now
grown to be mighty trees, from which in
the fall we used to gather great baskets
of chestnuts for our winter use.

&n the cold mornings of October, when
the frost of the night had opened the
chestnut-burs, I used to go with my
brother, before the sun was up, ‘
while all the fields were \=.}:':'.v.l-
frost, to pick up the chestnuts which
had fallen during the night; and some-

times we would come back to breakfast,
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bringing with us two or three quarts of
chestnuts, but with very cold toes g
fingers.

Further up, on the hills, were
great spreading woods, where the s

rels and rabbits and partridges liveg

There I used often to go with my broth

er, who had some snares set to cateh
the simple partridges and rabbits, whiel
were s0 nice when cooked. Ag
used to be a little shy and timid abow

and sometimes after I had gone to ki
in my little chamber, I used to

which they told me were made by th
barking of foxes. But in the bright
morning, when the cheerful light was
again upon the earth, and with my
brother, who was older, I was not very







My brother's favorite gpot.
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much afraid. And it was such a plea-

go and find what had been

sure to
caught, and help my brother bring home

the game, that I soon lost all my fears.
The whole region around us was wild
and rocky and romantic. In whatever
direction one might wander, he would
be sure to find rough hills, strange old
forests, noisy and brawling streams com-
ing down swiftly over their stony beds,
and quict little nooks, where he would
seem to be l't!lll}:h‘it'l_\' ghut out from all
the world besides. There was one spot
about half a mile from our house, to
which my brother had taken a greal
fancy. It was a little way beyond our
own farm, and where the stream, which
ran through our meadows, came down
from the hills Here were large old

tl‘(_‘\.‘f") “'hi'_‘h ‘llll.ll ]_n_!r__'“ 5_1'1-..“-'“1\.:- il‘-’i' }““1_
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dreds of years. The stream running by

with rapid motion, bending in and out
among the rocks and stones, made sweet
and gentle music. It was the great dee
light of my older brother, in the bl‘ight
summer days, when he had a leisure
hour, to wander to this spot, sometimes
with a book in his hand, here to lie and
muse and lose himself in pleasant day-
dreams.

Only a few rods from our house, there
ran a beautiful little brook, It came
from the rough hills which stretched
away to the north of the house, in an
opposite direction from the farm. All
day long in the bright summer weather,
this little brook went singing on its way
down the hills, where it soon Joined the
other larger stream which I spoke of]

that ran through the valley. Shining in
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the bright sunlight, with its silver ripples,

winding this way and that along its clean
bed of stones and gravel, it was some-
thing in which we children used to take
great delight, and many of our hours of
play were spent about this brook. My
brothers used to huild dams across it of
turf and stones, so that they could turn
their little water-wheels, and the girls
used to have their baby-houses and tea-
parties on its pleasant banks. Some-
times, when the long and hard rains
came in the spring and fall, or even in
the summer, when a thunderstorm broke
upon the hills, the water would come
pouring down so fast and strong as to
wash away the dams and wheels, and
then the work had to be done over
again. But for the most part it was

the bright clear water from the moun-
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tain springs, and it rippled and shone in
the summer sun like polished silver,

One warm summer afternoon, when 1

was about twelve years of age, my

mother, who had been busy all the
morning about her cheese and the dins
ner, and who had washed and nicely put
away all the dinner dishes, thought she
would take her knitting and go over to
one of the neighbors, whose house was
about half a mile off and stay a few
hours. My father, with my older brother
John, was at work upon the farm at
some distance from the house, and T was
to see to the other children until my
mother :~}iuL:M come back.

There were four of us at home, Julia,
who was next younger than myself, and
Freddie and Kitty. Freddie was a stout,

driving boy of six years old, Very couras




}
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geous, as such boys generally are, when

there is no danger about, but pretty apt
to keep close by their father or mother
if they think there is any thing to be
really afraid of Kitty was a plump,
beautiful little girl of four years, — the
baby — the darling — the plaything of
the house. After my mother left, my
sister Julia took herself off to her cham-
ber, where she amused herself with her
dolls and playthings, so that I heard very
little of her. Freddie and Kitty went
out to play by the brook as was their
wont. I had to finish my daily task of
knitting, and after that I might read or
play, just as suited me best. I sat by
the window for some time, where I could
see my sister and brother at their play,
and hear their joyous prattle, as they

built houses, or did any thing else, just
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as their fancy took them. After I hag
finished my knitting, I sat down foull

book, which I had drawn the Sundags

before from the .“*‘1]1111.‘1'\' School I,ihmy’
It was “Pierre and his Family,” and ¥
soon became so much taken up with thi
II('I.']}I'\' illl.i'l‘t_‘.~'liit:; story of the wanders
ings and sufferings of the poor pilgrims
among the Alps, that I lost all thought
of the children, and did not know how
much time had passed away.

Suddenly I heard a low rumbling
sound like thunder, and starting up and
looking out of the window, I could see &
dark cloud that was rising in the wes§
but when I looked where my little
brother and sister had been playing
they were not there. I ran out of the
house in great fright, and called, somes

times one and sometimes the other, bus
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there was no answer. Filled with fear
for my dear little brother and sister, and
with shame that 1 had neglected to take
care of them, as my mother had told me,
I ran this way and that,—up the road
and down the road, —round the house
and round the barn,— calling all the
while as loud and fast as I could call,
but T could see or hear nothing of them.
My sister, hearing my cries, came run-
ning out of the house, and was so filled
with fear, partly through the fear which
ghe saw in me, and partly because she
was old enough herself to know and
understand the nature of the case, that
at first she could do nothing but wring
her hands, and cry out, ¥ Oh dear, what
shall we do?”

In the mean time 1 heard the heavy

thunder, which was growing louder and

3]
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nearer, and I saw the dark cloud in the
west, slowly rising higher and highes
Having looked everywhere, as I thought
and looked in vain, I told my sister {8

run in all haste to the field to call m¥

father and brother. I dreaded to hayes
them know how careless I had been, buts
I did not dare to put it off any ]onget_i.,‘
While she was gone, and I was still makss
ing my search over the same groul'k&i
where I had looked so many times Dess
fore, I saw my mother coming up thes
road. She had heard the distant thunss
der, and had started at once for homes
Ashamed and affrighted, I ran towards
her, and as well as I could, I told her th'ai
painful story. She did mnot reprove me
at that time, partly because she saw how
very bad I felt, but mainly because hes

thoughts were turned so strongly towan
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the lost children. Her one great care
was to know what had become of them,
and how and where they might be
found.

What made the matter seem more
dreadful was, that a wild thunderstorm
was soon to break upon us, and whether
the children were near home, or whether
they had wandered far off] it would be a
fearful thing if they must remain out of
doors, and away from their friends, dur-
ing this fierce tempest of wind and rain
and thunder. For it was plain now that
the storm must soon come. The sun
was already hidden behind the great
masses of black clouds which were fast
rising, and the strong wind which so
often goes before these sudden showers
of summer, already began to howl

through the forests, and sweep over
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the fields. Never shall 1 forget hows
my mother wrung her hands in agony,
feeling that she could not have it %0,

while she ran this way and that, cal

Nno answer.

She could have but little hope n-,-.
they might have wandered away to someé
of the neighbors, and would be safelss
housed and taken care of until the storm
was over; for we had no neighbors neas
enough to make it likely that this was
the case. She herself had just come
from the house nearest to ours, and she
had seen or heard mnothing of them i
that direction. In the mean time, M8
father and brother, who had left theiss

work because of the coming stormy had

met my sister, and from her had heard

the sad news, and now came up with#
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haste, reaching the house almost as soon
as my mother.

There was no time to be lost. My
father and brother instantly set off in
gearch of the little wanderers, while my
mother, my sister, and myself were to
yemain near home, looking for the dear
ones as long as we could, and then we
might take refuge in the house when
the pcmriug rain should drive us from
our search. My eye followed my father
and brother, until they were lost to sight
among the hills at the morth of our
dwelling, for it was most likely they had
strayed in that direction. Had they

gone the other way, it would have led

them down upon the farm, where they

would pretty surely have been seen.
Oh, how strong was my wish, how

earnest was my prayer, that God would
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guide my dear father to our poor logh
lambs, who were wandering they knew
not where, and who most likely at

fears, and were uttering loud and piteous
cries for help.

It was not Il}]ll’ before the storm burst

upon us in all its power, forcing us ol

fly to the house for shelter. Darkness)
almost like night, settled down upon the
hills, except when the quick lifrhtnin'g,"
followed soon by the crashing thunder,
lighted up every thing with its sudden
and awful gleam. I was always, whens
a child, frightened by the glare of the
lightning, and by the terrible noise off
the thunder, and many a time have i
stopped my ears and hid my face in my
mother’s lap, that I might, if possibles
shut out these fearful sights and soundss
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I have since learned to know that God

can take care of us in the storm, as well
as in the sunshine, and that the thunder
and darkness and rain, which seem so
foarful to us, are His way of watering
the thirsty earth, and making the air
and the sky more clear and beautiful.
But I have always thought there was
something more awful in the storms
which used to break over my native
hills, than in those which visit us in the
more open country where I now dwell.
The clouds would shut down so close
upon the tops of the hills as to make
the valleys fearfully dark; and the thun-
der echoing from mountain to mountain,
filled the whole region with a wild tu-
mult and noise. But often as I had
trembled at the fury of the storms,

never had I passed through one which
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seemed so dreary and dark and te

tainty which hung over them, made
moments pass away like hours.

In the pauses of the thunder, swe
would keep still and strain our earg!
listen, if' perchance we might catch
sound of voices; but nothing could
hear but the loud beating of the
against the windows, and the mou
sighing of the wind as it swept through
the trees. Little could we say or do to
comfort each other, and my mother, see=

ing my own sorrow and anguish, could’
not find it in her heart, in that sad houfys

K
to say any thing to make my trouble™

areater,

Slowly the time wore away, and at}
length the rain ceased. The dark clonds
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had passed over into the east, and the
sun, which was now sinking in the west-
ern heavens, suddenly broke forth in all
his brightness, and threw his glorious
COVL‘Yi"B' of licht over the woods and
the fields. The rainbow in all its beauty
spauncd the black cloud, which only a
litlle while ago had been so fearful in its
power.

My mother, looking out upon the
world thus made so beautiful to the eye,
geemed to catch a feeling of courage and
hope. “It is the bow of promise,” said
ghe, “and it is sent to cheer us in our
hour of darkness and fear.” Still the
time passed wearily away, and our hearts
often sank within us.

But just as the sun was setting, we

heard the voice of my brother ringing

out in clear full tones, and looking in
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the direction of the sound, he soon can;
in sight with our darling Kitty jni§
arms, and my father soon came up
the other little truant. But oh, wha
sight! Wet as though taken from #
clothes rent and torn in every part,

legs and ankles scratched and bleed

had a sorry time of it. But youn

blood is warm, and scratches soon
on plump young legs; and so on be
put into thick warm clothes, and havitd
a nice supper and a good night's slé
they got up in the morning sore
smarting it is true, but somewhat wise
children than they were the morn
before,

They were found by my father

brother, not very far from home,
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after quite a long search. The poor,
desolate things were crying in their
Joneliness, as if their little hearts would

break, and it was the noise of their ery-
ing that guided those who were search-

ing for them to the spot where they
were. They had evidently been in a
panic of fear, and had rushed around in
their fright, tearing their clothes and
Jimbs, but still keeping close to each
other, and when they were found, they
were sitting in very weariness upon the
wet ground, and the dear, darling Kitty
was nestled close to her brother’s side.

So near as we could make out the case
from the story which my little brother
told, it was this. While they were play-
ing together by the brook, a stranger
came along the road, and seeing two
pretty children, thought he would stop
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and talk with them. I my=elf had ges
the man when he was doing this, b
thought nothing of it, because in
]UI](:I_}' country, where one as he
along would see very few persons, it §
very common for strangers to stop
say a Kind and pleasant word to
seems that he was one of those
who think, when they talk to childsd
they must tell them things to excil
their wonder, without any regard toss
truth.

And so, in his talk with my innoctes
little brother and sister, he told the
that the brook by which they were plag
ing was a most beautiful little brook, and
that if they would follow it up to

place where it came from, they woult

find it running out from a beautiful golden

JSountain.
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My father and mother did not talk to
‘children 1n this way, and so we were all
wont to believe what older people told
Us The stranger chatted with the little
.prattlers in this loose, careless manner for
a few moments, and passed on.  After he
was gone, Freddie began to think what a
nice thing it would be to find this beau-
fiful golden fountain, and so he took his
little sister by the hand, who was not old
enough to know what he was about, and
off they started.

The rest of the story has already been
told. The little darling Kitty, who tried
o make the best of every thing,and who
‘thought it was all right, had been lifted
and pulled and pushed over the rocks
land through the bushes, often falling
down and hurting her, until at length

the dark shower came upon them, and




WINNIE AND WALTER ; OR,

the poor little things were filled

terror at the thunder and wind B

pouring rain.

I have often thought since thag
as I have been passing along in the
ney of life, that very many of our hop
and wishes and expectations were
any wiser than were those of my littl
brother and sister. We often
when we set out upon some new
or when we enter upon some new seen
of life, that we are going to find
which will be as beautiful to us as
golden fountain would have been™
them. And like them we often nd
that what promises so fair, and 88
with such joyous hopes, leads us afte
little while into trouble and sorrow s
disappointment.

But there was one lesson which I thes
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Jearned, which I have mever forgotten,

and I trust I shall never forget. Though

my father and mother did not punish me

for my neglect, yet they talked to me so
eame;tl_}'. and my own heart so sharply
reprovcd me. that 1 have since tried to
be more true and faithful to every trust
gommitted to me. It only takes a little
neglect and a little carelessness often, to
bring about the greatest evil and sorrow.
How many times have 1 shuddered at
what might have been, if those poor
little wanderers had not been =0 soon
found— if they had been compelled to
stay in the open fields or woods a single
night. Wet and hungry, and filled with
fear, they might have perished before
the morning.

And another thing I learned, — that it
i8 not right — that it is very wrong—




80 WINNIE AND WALTER; OR,

to impose upon little children, whe
rally believe what is said to them’
telling them strange and wonde

things, that have mo truth in

Many people do this, because they

to see children puzzled, and heapy :
they will say. DBut there are true :"'-'
ries enough with which to amuse'@
dren, without making up fulsehoods
telling them things which have no

ity in them.
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CHAPTER V.

COUSIN ALICE'S STORY.

B{[Y COUSIN Winnie has told a

very pretty story about her Kkit-

ten and the robins, and I guess I could
tell some queer and funny things about
our good old dog Ponto. He and I
have played together a great deal, and
wWe have had some very nice times.

But I think I will not tell you about
him now, but about my dolls. I have
had a great deal of comfort, and a great
deal of trouble Loo, with my dolls.

The first one T had was when I was a
very little girl. My mother made it all

(§]
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herself. She sewed some cloth to
and stuffed it with cotton, and mag
some great fat arms and hands, buf’
fingers, some legs and feet without &g
toes, and then she took a pen and mad
the eyes and nose and mouth, and drg
it up in a little calico frock. T dowe

a great deal of her, and used to

with her all day long. I have thisde !
now, and I have some nicer ones 10
But when I play school, or haye
party, I like to get all the dolls 138
and o, although this doll has had on
of her legs pulled off; and has lost bot

her arms, and has been sat down ups
and trod upon a great many times, 8
that her face is very flat and dirty '
has to take a part along with the o
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though I think sometimes she looks

yather ashamed of herself.

After a while my mother bought me
another doll for a Christmas present.
She did not tell me when she bought it,
but after I had gone to bed in the even-
ings, she dressed it very nicely, and on
Christmas morning, when I woke up
early, I jumped out of bed, and felt
around on the door, and there I found
my stocking hanging on the latch, and
this doll in it. T found some candy, and
sugar plums too, and some other things
Which I shall not stop to tell you about.
I took this dolly back into bed with me,
Where it was nice and warm, and wished
ber a merry Christmas, and talked to
her, and told her stories until it was
time for me to get up. This dolly was
great deal prettier than my other one,
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She had beautiful plump red cheeks Gag
black eyes, and a funny little nose, and

her hair was very neatly parted.

But T told you in the beginning that
I have had a good deal of troublé™§

after I had had her a few days
day 1 was playing with her, and 1
her on the floor and was running
after something, when 1 was not caret
and stepped on her head, and that beay
tiful face and head were all ernsghed
broken into very small pieces, and s
was a sad sight to see.
I had a good hard ery that days or
my mother said that she could not by
me dolls unless I took better care

them than that. But when my fathes

came home I told him all about m
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¢roubles, and he gaid if I would be more
eareful he would buy me another doll.

So, sure enough, in two or three days
he brought me home another very beau-
giful dolly. This was not like the last
one. Her head was hard as stone, and
her face was very smooth and shiny. 1
ghought her mouth and nose and eyes
and hair were prettier than the last one.
I could dress her up in the same clothes
that my mother had made for the one
that was broken. I kept this dolly a
good while, and had very nice times
with her.

But one day, when my dolly was lying
on the little bed which I had made for

her in one corner of the room, up in the

ghamber where I slept, all nice and

warm and quiet, and I had gone out to

.Play with some little girls who had come
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to see me, my little brother Willie, wi
was two years younger than I, and s
was just as full of mischief as he
be, went up stairs very slily, when-

mother did not know it, and he took

dear little dolly and pounded her @
the side of the house, and broke H}g
head off My mother heard the noise,
and went up, and there was Willie, ami
he had hold of dolly’s legs, and
striking her against the wall, and
lay the beautiful head on the floor :
My mother caught hold of him “ani
asked him what he was about, and™li
said the dolly had been naughty and
was punishing her. He had heard me
you know, tell my dolly that she Was
naughty, when I was playing with
and 1 made believe punish her, bus
only used to pat her on her cheek; ai
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scold her a little. But this was just like

a boy.

I do not see what boys were made for.
They don’t seem to do any good, and
they are always plaguing the little girls,
and doing mischief in one way or an-
other. They don’t care any thing about
dolls or baby-houses or flowers. They
always want to be riding on a stick, with
a whip, or pounding on a board, and
they are so rude and rough, that you
cannot do any thing with them. The
little girls who came to see me said
that that was just the way ¢keir brothers
did. If they built a nice baby-house,
and had it all fixed up with little dishes,
when they had gone away, their brothers
would come and tear it all down. I
think it is real mean, and they ought
to be whipt, every one of them.
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One of the little girls told & ‘sig
which she had heard from her mothep s
how a number of little girls who
play together a great deal, had by

nicely with little pieces of broken

but when they went away and lefth

somebody would come and knock
down, and they did not know who it 4
This had happened a good many #i
So one day they thought they

hide themselves near by and watehs
after a while a little boy came and Syen

to knocking the house down. So

of them they held him and tied hish
and feet together, and took and laith
in a mud-puddle. I think it was

enough for him, but bays are such §
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strong, rough fellows, and they would

kick and strike so, that I should not dare
%o do such a thing.

But my father soon bought me another
doll, just like it, because, you see, I was
mot to blame about that, and then next
Christmas my dear Uncle William, who
i here now, he sent me a most beautiful
dolly. Her eyes will open and shut, and
ghe has soft and silky hair,— real hair,
just like mine, and I keep her laid up in
@ drawer, and only take her out once in
& while, when little girls come to see me.
Besides, I have one or two more, which
have been given me, so that I can make
up a fine party.

I think T have told you enough now
wbout my dolls, so T guess I will stop.

When Cousin Alice had finished her
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story, little Walter, who had been sittina
very quietly, spoke up and said that,
guessed those little girls couldnt Ve
tied him up in that way, and laid
a mud-puddle,
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CHAPTER VI.
AUNT MARY'S STORY.

REALLY DO not know as I have
I any story to tell. A great many
things have happened to me in my life-
fime, and I have been trying to think of
gome of them. But though I can re-
member a great many little things, which
might amuse the children for a moment,
if I should tell them, yet when I try to
put them together so as to make one
good long story, I do not think I succeed
very well.

However, when Aunt Susan was tell

iﬂg her ElUl‘y about her little brother
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and sister that were lost, it }Jrought
my m]n:] some things ot a similar kind

very well tell one long story, I will tel}

two or three short ones.

I believe almost all little children g
a fancy at some time to run away,
know that some are a great deal wors
about this than others, but almost a].l
them, at one time or another, if ¢
have a chance, will steal off, and have to
be hunted up. I do not suppose #h
they always mean to run away, w
they start off in this manner _
times, T have no doubt, they go wandé
ing along without thinking what
are doing, looking at things around them
until they do not know where theyas
But a great many of them are
rogues, and the moment a door i8
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and they see that no one is look-

open,
ing, they are up and away.

Now there was my dear little Nellie,
who died a few summers ago. She was
one of the best and happiest little chil-
dren that ever I saw in my life. She
made nobody any trouble, but was able
always to amuse and take care of her-
gelf It was like a pleasant song of mu-
gic in the house all the day long, to hear
her prattling voice while she was busy
at her play. Whether she was in the
game room with me, or was up stairs, or
up in the attic, I always used to feel that
she was doing no mischief, so thoughtful
and careful and true was she at all times.
And yet this dear little creature took it
into her head one day, when she was
three years old, to run away, and the
time she took for doing it, and the man-

ner, were the oddest you can think.
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Without saying any thing to any ongy
she went up in the attic and found some
old clothes, that belonged to the older
children, and put them on over her ow
but she could not hook and button them
up very well, and then she put on an old
bonnet, so that she was one of the drolls
est looking little figures that ever you
saw in yourlife. Then she came quietly
down from the attic, and down the frong
stairs, and went out the front door, which
happened to be partly open, and started
offt It was a rainy day in summer, and
the warm, still rain at the time was
coming down quite fast, but she did no 3
mind any thing about that. We

several neighbors living quite near, and
one of them happened to look out of
the window, and she wondered where
such a queer looking child as that came
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from, and why she was walking about in
that quiet and easy manner in the pour-
ing rain. She watched her for some
time, as she was slowly going away
and thought there was something very
strange about if, so she took her um-
brella and went after her, and when she
came up to her, and looked in her face,
it was our Nellie. She asked her where
she was going. She said she was going
to see her grandma. Now the fun of it

was, that she had no grandma living
within twenty miles of where we lived.

She asked her if she did not want to go
back home and see her mamma. She
was very willing to go back, so the good
woman led her to our door. No one in
the house knew that she had gone out,
and it was very funny indeed to see such
a droll-looking creature as she was, com-
ing in, all dripping with the rain.
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But one of our neighbors lost a lit
boy once, and it was a more Serious ma
ter. The first I knew of it, his m
came into our house, in great
about the middle of the afternoon,
wanted to know if any of us had
her little Johnny. He was a happy.
fellow, between two and three years ¢
and his mother said he had been
about the door, but was gone, and -
could find nothing of him. She
been to almost all the other houses
were near, and she could hear not
and she began to be anxious. It al
touches the heart to know that &
child is lost and cannot be found,an

especially it makes the hearts of fa
and mothers who have little
their own, feel very tender and sad;san
they are willing to do every thing
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lean to find the little wanderer. So the
S men around all left their work, and the
SSvomen, too, and they went in every di-
Byection, but for a long, long time they
gould get no trace of him. The longer
Sthey looked the more anxious they grew,
Shecause it seemed as if they had been to
S évery place where he could possibly be.
The father and mother were very much
froubled, as well they might be. They
did not know but he had gone to the
triver, which was a little way off, and had
fallen in and been drowned. But all the
ipeople kept up the search, and others
S who lived further off, when they heard
of it, came to help. It was now almost

S hight, and little Johnny had not been
_-heard of.

Then some men started to go over
o the fields, further than any one had

by
i
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been before. There was a road leas
from the barn out into the fields, w
they went with the cart and oxen,
Johnny had sometimes been theret
his father. But they thought they h
looked far enough that way.  There s
large, rough pastures beyond, W
stretched on and on a long distance, b
they did not think he could be
However, the men thought they
spread themselves out so that they
look over the ground for a wide spi

and go up further into the pastuma},

was after sundown when a man ol
him fast asleep by a rock. He had %8
dered about till he was tired, and
he sat down and fell asleep.

shout of joy went up from those fiel
one calling to another that the lostili
was found! They hurried back W
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him to his mother, whose heart was so
full that she could not speak. She could
only take him in her arms, and fondle
and kiss him, and drop her warm tears
of joy upon his face.

The little fellow was not hurt at all,
because the weather was so warm and
pleasant, only I guess he was very glad
indeed to see his mother again.

But there is one story more of a boy
who was lost. He was older, and, as my
#tory will show, he was a very naughty
Pboy. He did not live in our neighbor-
Shood, but in a village a little way off.
#is parents did not govern him very

well, and he was allow ed to be out even-
dngs, playing with other boys, when he
Bad much better have been at home,
reading his hooks. One ev ening he had

been out in this way, and nine o'clock
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came and he did not return. His p
began to be anxious about him, bug
waited a little longer, and as he did

o

because the people had gone to bed:

looked for him for some time, and's
finding him, he thought he wo
back and see if he had reached
But he was not there, and it was &
ten o’clock. Then the father and moth
began to be anxious indeed. So th
called up some of their neighbors,
told them their trouble, and the i
some fifteen or twenty of them,
out with lanterns and went in
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After a while they came back, but none

of them had heard any thing of him.

Then it was agreed that they should
D start again, and should wake up others
to help them, and because they would
S be so widely scattered, it was agreed, if
the boy was found, that the village bell
ghould be struck two or three times to
call them all back. So they went off,
and spent almost all the night in hunt-
ing for the fellow, but in vain.

But the next morning he made his
@ppearance. IHe had been in the even-
ing to one of the neighbors, whose
Bouse was a little way off; and told them
that he had come up to sleep with an-
other boy that lived there. He did not
tell them that his parents had not given
him leave to do so. They supposed that

he had liberty to come, and as the house




|
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was go far apart, they had not been eal]
upon to help find him, and so they
nothing about what had been going
until the morning.

Such a boy as that, if he does 3
mend his ways, will be likely to come
some bad end. The men who had It
their nights sleep in hunting for ki
would not be likely to look upon ]
with a very pleasant eye, and I dg
think, if’ he were really lost, they
be apt to turn out from their wam—.
again to find him.
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CHAPTER VII.

UNCLE WILLIAM'S STORY.

UNT SUSAN and Aunt Mary
have both told us stories about lost

Sehildren; and when Aunt Mary was say-

Ming that she thought almost all little

Sehildren had a fancy, at one time or
Sother, to run away, I saw her look at me
@8 much as to say, “and some older ones,
200" And so I suppose that I must tell
"you my story.

I was born on the wild and rocky
goast of Massachusetts, down in the
region of Cape Ann. My father was a

farmer, and as soon as I was old enough




104 WINNIE AND WALTER ; OR,

to help him, I was put to work upon

farm. The land about there Was
enough, when you could get at it
remember that the farmers around us
to boast of their rich lots, and I supp
they were rich where the roeks
stones did not cover them all up. T
was one part, and a very large part tog
of our work to dig out these rocks "
stones from all the fields where we want
ed to plant and sow, and cut oup!
and build them into great, thick, hea
stone-walls.  Many of the farms, and w3
father’s among the rest (all that
of them which we worked upon), W
cut up into very small lots, and the
son why the lots were so small was
there might be walls enough to use 1
the stones that were dug out of theme
The rocks in the pasture-grounds W
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did not mind any thing about, and it
used often to be said there, as I know
‘pow is said in many of the rocky parts
of New England, that the sheep ought
o have their noses sharpened so that
they might stick them down between
the stones and eat the sweet grass
Many a time, in the early morning,
when the cold dew was on the ground,
have I been across these stony pastures
barefoot, stepping all the while upon the
stones, because they were warm with the
heat which the sun had given them the
day before, and they were so near to-
gether that I could step from one to
another without any trouble, and so
Keep my feet off from the cold, wet
grass. There are a great many men
Who have been brought up in New Eng-

land, and o great many boys that are
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-

now growing up, that could telli
they had done so too. _

I don't think I ever took any§
fancy to farming. The men who ow
the farms seemed to be very prouds
them, and to take great delight in the
and I have no doubt they led o ¥8
happy life. 1 think I should like i6%
a great deal better than I did them
used to go to school about fourn
in the winter, and this I liked, for sew
reasons. In the first place, I :
have to work; in the next place; In
with other boys and had a good chal
to play; and then, besides all the »él
rather loved to study, ‘and was W

would be called a pretty good scholas
But if the farm did not pleasés

there was one thing that did,—

was the sea,— the great, restless, €
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solling ocean. From the upper windows
of our house we could see it quite plainly,
’}mt we had a much better view of it
from some parts of the farm. Indeed
bur pastures, where the cows and oxen
'fed, reached entirely out to the rough
Pand cragey coast, so that we did not
have to build any fences on that side
Nof our farm. How often in the warm
summer days, when I have been hoeing
Bgorn or turning the hay, and the hot sun
Bwas beating down upon me, have I
stopped a moment to watch the white
Bsails, sometimes near the shore, and
PBometimes far out upon the sea, and as

' 1 Jooked upon them, gliding along so
quietly, how often did I wish that I
s eould in some way escape from the farm
iand live the free, roving life of the sailor.
Bl ventured sometimes to tell my father
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8o, but I used to speak of it more ofte
to my mother, because she was .
kind to me, and I did not stand
much fear of her. But I found that
ther of them wanted to hear any o

of my going to sea. They wanted¥

to stay at home, and live with theém,
work upon the farm. | _
But it was not alone in the brigh
summer days that I loved the sea.
in the stillest night, when hardly a hreath
of air seemed to be stirring, there W
the low, wild murmur of the surf’
broke along the rocky shore, with i
rising and the falling tide, filling thel
with a strange music; and many an
in my little dark chamber, have 1
lulled to sleep by this saddest and ¥
sweetest of all songs,

But when the great winter
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D Broke upon us, and the sea was driven
into fury by the east wind, then the
S preaking of the waves against the rocks
was grand and terrible. The solid earth
seemed to shake, and all the air was
filled with the wild noise. Often when
these fierce storms were raging, the salt
gpray from the dashing waves, borne
onward by the wind, would beat against
our windows all the night long. Then
I used to shudder at the thought of be-
ing a sailor, and I often used to lie awake
and pity the poor fellows who might at
that hour be out on the ocean in their
Plittle vessels, struggling with the wind
band the waves.

But when fair weather came again, I
fOl‘got all my fears, and still I longed for
the seq. Sometimes, just at night, if T had
Worked well through the day, my father
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would allow me to go down to the sk
and fish. Many a time, as I have §§
sitting among the rocks, with the™
murmur of the sea around me, ¥
for the lazy fish to bite, I have we
the beautiful and changing light
the setting sun threw over the !

making the ocean so lovely in my'ey

that it seemed to me I could not'h
wait any longer. But in all my
with my father and mother, 1 saw
there was very little chance that T
ever gain their consent to my
sea.

And so f:}' dogrccs 1 bcgan
of doing a very naughty thin
thought of running away. I1knew
books which I had read, that
been often done, and 1 set m







The evil companion.
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It was quite a long time after I first be-
gan to think of it, before I did it. But
I kept turning it over in my mind, and
said nothing to any one.

This wrong purpose was made stronger
in me by a visit which T made about this
time to a neighboring seaport town,
where I saw ships and sailors in great
mumbers, and where I fell in with a
eompanion who was nearly of the same
age and was of the same mind with my-
gelf. I had many long and secret talks
with him about the sea, and as he seemed
0 understand the whole matter a great
deal better than I did, T gave myself
wholly up to his influence. He made a
great friend of me, and 1 felt very much
honored by his attentions: but I have

known since that he was a very poor
friend indeed, and all his talk only had
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the effect to make me more restless and
unhappy, and to strengthen in me ks
rii-il‘il of disobedience to my parents.

One day in the spring, when T 5w
fourteen years old, my father had scolded
me because he thought T was lazy, and
Il:lfl not done so much \\‘(JI‘I{ as he ex-
pected. In the first warm spring ‘days
I think we are all apt to feel very weals
and languid, and the idea of hard labos
upon the farm was very disagreeable™to
me. 1 had just finished the Syvintes
gschool, and now I saw that the heavy
spring and summer work was comingion
and my father had, as I thought; bées
cross to me, and I resolved that #has
night I would run away.

So when bedtime came I wentSup
stairs as usual, as if to go to bed. But I
did not go to bed. I kept very still, Mld

|



STORY-TELLING AT THANKSGIVING. 113

ed up my clothes in a little bundle

pack
which 1 tied up in a handkerchief, and I

took two or three dollars, which I had
picked up in one way and another, and
put in my pocket. Then I waited until
J was very sure that all the folks were
asleep, when [ raised the window ecare-
fully and dropt my bundle on to the
ground. |1 listened a few moments to
gee if anybody had heard this noise, and
s all was still, I stole softly in my stock-
ing-feet down the back stairs, which were
away from where my father and mother
glept, and out of the back door. I put
on my .\h!ww'. which 1 had iJI'IrLI_':'fii n my
hand, as quickly as I could, without
8topping to tie them, and caught up my
bundle and ran. I think I have forgot-

ten to tell you that I had no brother.

Lhere were three sisters younger than

O
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myself, but I was the only son my father
ever had.

Well there I was, out in the open air,
in the still night, with the stars :-shining
upon me, actually running away S
would not have 111!‘”1:__"1”. a ft‘\\' }em
before, that I could have done so wicked
and cruel a thing. I say eruel forl
might have known well enough thatiig
would almost break the hearts of my
father and mother, and 1 did know it,
only I did not allow myself to think
much about that. I ran for some time
until 1 was quite a good distance awWay
from the house, and then 1 lllollghtl
would stop and tie up my shoes Ales
which I went on pretty briskly, SOmEs
imes walking and sometimes 1~unn'mg.

[ was old enough now not to beSeEs
much afraid of the darkness of Highs
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and yet I was not quite so bold and

courageous as I thought I should be. 1
confess that I was a good deal startled,
many times, by noises which I heard,
and by objects on before me along the
road which I could only dimly see. I
have no doubt that I was a good deal
more timid than I should have been if I
had been doing right. I knew the road
I was going, for I had been on it before,
but it secemed very lonely to me now.
When I came to a spot of woods, T went
through them on tiptoe, and in a very
lively manner, I can tell you, and it
seemed good to come in sight of a house.
Though the people were all asleep and
the lights blown out, yet it seemed like
having company to be near a dwelling.
Now and then I passed a house in which

8 dim, faint light was burning in the
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chamber, and I fancied some one thess
might be sick or dying, and I went very
softly by such houses, lest some ong
should hear or see me,

[ was on the road to Salem, and o
wards morning a man came along who
had some things to sell, and was going
to Salem to sell them. He had faken's
very early start, and when he overtook
me I asked him for a ride, which he
granted. He asked me some questions
about 1'1{_\'-1-]['. and 1 meant to deceive
him and did deceive him.

But 1 must not make my story so
lone. When 1 reached Salem Il:l}' still
and kept out of sight through the day a8
much as I could, spending a part of the
day in sleep. When night came again,
I started for Boston. When 1 reached
the city in the early morning, I skulked
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about the wharves, inquiring of persons I
met whether they knew of any one who
wanted to hire a boy to go to sea. At
last I heard of a man who was in want
of a boy, and I found him as soon as I
could and made a bargain with him,
His vessel was to sail the next day,
which was all the better for me, as I
wanted to get out of sight of land as
goon as possible. I kept very shy all
that day, for fear my father, or some
one whom I knew would come along
and break up my project. I do not
think that this sea-captain ought to have
made any such bargain with me, without
finding out who I was, and where I came
from, and whether 1 had leave to go.
But at the time, I was very grateful to
him for making such short work of the

matter, I did not stand very long about
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the wages which he was to give me,
because my great object then was to find
a chance to get away.

I soon came to know that this captain
was such a man that he would not he
very apt to ask whether a thing was
l‘i:-__"hl or wrong, if it n!l].\_‘ suited him to
do it, and I might have known, if 1 had
stopt to think, that a man who would
hire a boy in this way, would not be
likely to treat him very well aftérhe
had hired him. But I was so bent upon
getting off, that I had no time to reason
about these things.

But I had time enough to think of
them after we were fairly out at sea. 1
had never been away from home beforéto
stay ; and now, when all the excitemens
of getting off was over, a dreadful home-
sickness came upon me. 1 would Bave
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given every thing if I could only have
been put back again into my quiet home.
At night, when I had crept into my little
pnarrow and dirty bunk, with all the
smells of the vessel and cargo in my
nose, and the noise of the waves dashing
against the sides in my ears, I used to lie
and weep and sob aloud, thinking of
father and mother and home, and the lit-
tle sisters in their white night-gowns, that
perhaps were just then saying their
prayers and going to bed. But in the
daytime, if the sailors saw any of this,
they used to laugh at me, and call me a
greeny, so that I tried as hard as I could
to hide all these feelings from them. And
because I had to strive so hard to con-
ceal them during the day, they were all
the more ready to break out as soon as I

was alone and in the dark.




120 WINNIE AND WALTER ; OR,

[ had sometimes thought my fathep
cross to me, and as I have told you, I
ran away at the time | liii.l_. T.nc('.auseI
was offended with him for scolding me,
But here was a man who ordered me
around all day, and threatened to flog
me with the rope’s end, and who swore
at me, and talked to me in a way I had
never been talked to before. When I
thought of these things, and remembered
how kind, on the whole, my father and
mother had been to me, and especially
my mother, who loved me, her first-borm
her tJH]I\ son, as she loved her own 8011],
and who would often stoop to kiss me
when she came into my chamber, aftes
[ had gone to bed, even after I had
rrown to be a big boy, — when I remeéms
bered these things, and thought how bad
they were now feeling because I had left
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them, it scemed to me sometimes that I
could throw myself into the angry sea to
hide my sorrow and shame.

I had been in such a hurry to get
away, that I had not once asked where
the vessel was going, nor did I know
until we had been out a day or two,
when one of the sailors told me that we
were bound for the South of Europe,—
for the Mediterranean. I knew then,
that much as I wanted to get back, it
was useless to think about doing it at
present, and that I must go through the
voyage. But I resolved that if ever I
reached my native land again, I would
go at once to my poor father and mother
and ask their forgiveness for what I had
done, and would try ever after to be a
dutiful and obedient son.

I shall not stop to tell you much about
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the voyage, for it is not my O}J‘iect to
relate to you the wonders of the sea, or
the strange things which may be seen in
other lands. I want rather to make you
know how wicked it is for a boy to treat
his parents as I did, and how bad he will
feel, if’ he is not entirely hardened, when
he comes to think of what he has done.
Well, the time wore away very slowly
We reached at last the port where we
were bound and unloaded our cargo, and
then we cruised about here and there,
stopping at different places, often staying
some time, and taking in cargo to bring
back. At last we were ready to sail, and
my heart bounded for joy when we came
out of the Straits of Gibraltar, and saw
the broad ocean before us, which was the
pathway to my native land and my
home. The captain’s treatment of me
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had always been harsh, and once, when
he was in anger, and had been drinking,
he struck me. But I could put up with
almost any thing now, because I hoped
so soon to be out from under his hateful
rule, and to find my way again to my
mother’s heart, which I knew would be
full of love for me, notwithstanding I
had abused that love.

It was late in the autumn when we
drew near our own loved shore. We had
had rather a rough and stormy voyage
all the way across, and had been often
driven out of our course, making the time
much longer than I had thought it would
be. But now our trials seemed almost
over, and in a day or two more I hoped
to stand upon my native shore. But our
troubles were not yet over. There came

upon us one of those long and fearful
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storms from the north-cast, which are the
terror of our coast, and which have 50
often strewn our shores with the wrecks
of ships and the dead bodies of men,
By degrees the wind increased in vio-
lence, until it howled through our rigs
ging and the waves rolled as I had nevey
seen them roll before, except when I
had stood on the safe foundation of my
father’s farm, where they could not harm
me. The air was filled with the driving
storm, half rain and half snow, which froze
the ropes, and every thing which we had
to handle, and almost blinded us when
we attempted to open our eyes to attend
to our duties. And I can tell you, af
; such times on shipboard, duties come
very thick and fast. Every one has to
exert himself to the utmost, and there 18

no sleep or rest until the danger is over
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When the night closed in upon us,
with this storm raging in all its power, it
was the most fearful and gloomy night
that I had ever passed. In the midst of
my work, I had time enough to think
that after all I might never see my poor
father and mother again, and that it was
perhaps to be the just punishment for
my disobedience, to perish almost within
sight of my father’s house. Our great
object now was to lit-(_‘p out at seu so that
we might not be driven, by the sweep
of the wind and waves, on to the rocky
shore, where we should have been dashed
to pieces in a moment. This would take
us far out of our course, but that was
not a matter to be thought of at such a
time as this. We must keep off the
coast if possible at any cost.

Well, we survived the storm, else I
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should not have been here to-night to
tell you about 1t. We had gone o far
out of our way that it took a week to
get back again and into Boston harbor
But we reached it at last, and as soon as
I could be released and had received my
pay, I went straight to my father's house
as 1 had resolved to do. 1 found the
family all alive and well, though my
parents had been full of grief for me,
and full of doubt and care and anxiety
on my account. They had had no cer
tain news of me since I left home, though
they thought I had gone to sea, because
[ had so often talked of it.

[ asked their forgiveness, in the best
way I could, and they forgave me, and
clasped me to their hearts again, as pas
ents will who have found a long-lost

SOI.
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After a time my father told me, if I
did not like to work upon the farm, I
might go into a store with a friend of his
in Boston. This suited me very well,
and =0 in the course of time I became a
merchant. But so long as my father and
mother lived, I used to go very often to
sce them, and I think I really tried more
to make them happy, because of the
great wrong which I had once done

them.

After Uncle William had finished his
story, Winnie’s mother said that it was
high time for the little folks to be in bed,
and so after they had kissed all round,
and all agreed that they had had a very
nice thanksgiving, they went chatting up
to their rooms, and there we will leave

them, wishing them happy dreams.
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