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WINNIE AND WALTER'S

CHRISTMAS STORIES,

INTRODUCTION.

AT THE close of the last volume
;x [ told you that Winnie and Walter,

with their father and mother, were in-

vited tospend Christmas at Mr. Johnson's,
in Boston. You may be sure that those
three days before Christmas very
joyful. Every morning as soor

eyes were open, they thought of this
visit which was coming, and on the
morning of the happy day, they were
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up bright and early. Their father weng
into the city the morning, and the
hours seemed luu‘j mtil it was time for
them to go in the afternoon, Jut if
came at last; and they set off with theip
mother, and when the y reached the city
they first called at their father's store,
and from there the y all went togethep
to Mr. Johnson's house, People were
very thick in the streets, and the bells
were jingling merrily, e Were g0
many horses and gl ighs eve rywhere,
Winnie and Walter knew e little
boys and girls at Mr. Johnson’s ve ry well,
because they had often been there be-
fore; and these children, too, had been out

to v them in their own country home,

and so they did not have to take any

time to get acquainted.

But after tea, other men and women
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and children began to come in. that were
strangers. There was the minister, who
preached where Mr. Johnson and his
family went to met ting. He came with
his wife and two little boys, about five
and seven years old, named Joseph and
Harry, and a little girl whose name was

Mary, but whom they called May, and

who was about nine years old. There

was the chief cle in M. Jol
store, who had no wife or children of
own, but was very ready on that night
to give his attentions to all the little
folks, that lie might amuse them and
make them happy. There was a brother
of Mrs. Johnson, \ a sea-captain,
and thoug ) had some rough
times in the life he 1 , he was a very
kind and good-hearted man, for all that.

He had to be away from his home a
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great part of the time, but his wife and

children lived in Boston, and it so h.-lp.

pened now, that he was at home to spend
with them. My Johnson's
thum 0 called him [ ncle Geo , and
they were aly V8 very glad to gee him,
because he brought home from othep
countries, a great many curious presents,
and told them wonderful storieg ahou
the sea. He wag there that night, and
Aunt Mary, his wife, was there with himm,
They had four little folks to add to the
company, the oldest of whom was Sy
Uncle John ang Aunt Carvie were ulso
there, hut they broughit no children with
them, ere Ir mourning for {hege
dear little boy, who ¢ a short time
before 1
Then there was m Englis

merchant from London, with + Lhom Mz,
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Johnson had traded, and who had now
come to this country on business, ¢

le was staying at the

Johnson knew how much

think and make of Christm:

asked him to his house

evening. There was 50 a4 young
brother of Mr. Johnson's, who
student in college, and was now at home
to spend his vacation, — for as his father
and mother were ¢ , he called M=
Johnson's house his home,

1 do not think I have yet told you
all of the little folks or of the grown
folks that were there, so you sce there
was quite a company

When they first came

the parlor was very carefully

and none of the children were

to go into Mzrs. Johnson and some
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of the other ladies were running in ang

out, opening and shutting the doop very
quickly, so that the children could on]

get a peep now and then at what was
going on. But they werve on the watehy
I can tell you: and when any bundleg)
were shly passed in, there was g great
deal of guessing as to. what was in
them.

But quite early in the evening (and
the evenings are long you know
Chiristmas), all was ady, and the par-
lor doors were thrown wide open, and
there was the green Chyi tmas-tree hung
all over with little horns and bags of
candy, dolls and doll-dresses and hats and
shoes, and a great many other things
which I should not have time to tell you
about if T should try. It was a very
splendid sight, and all the childven were
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in high glee the moment they saw it.

All these presents had little - papers

pinned upon the

were for,— whether

«May,” or “Susy,” or « Winnie,”

& Walter,” or % Harry,” and so on through
all the names. There was no little child
there forgotten that night. Somebody
had taken thought for them all, and
most of them had more than one pres-
ent or #wo. But there was one thing
that made them all laugh, and gave
them a merry time.

There was one black doll, with great
staring eyes and thick lips, and dressed
very funmily, that was “For May” If
this had been her only present, I don’t
think she would have liked it very well.
But as she had several more, she was

very well pleased to have this droll one,
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and she took her in hep arms and g
her “black darling?” and tossed hep

and down, and talked to her, unti

the children and grown-np people shog

with lauglter.

So after the presents were divided
compared and talked about long enougly
and the strange wonders of the Ch
mas-tree were all known, and some
them eaten up, the company went g
the sitting-room to get ready for
Christmas  stories. They had ‘to 8
rather thick, there were B0 many of
them; hut some of the little folks could
be tucked away on a stog] or crickefy
into a wve ry small corner, and so when
they were all ready, the minister, who
was to tell the first story began,
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OHAPTER

THEHE MIN

T SUCH a time as this, when sc
A many thousands and tens of thou-
sands of children are made ha
all parts of the world, I thin
very proper and right that we
ask what Christmas means, and why we

keep the day so joyfully. If 1

tell you about this it will not be a new

story by any means, for has been told
over and over, not in the words
that I shall use, but in one an-
other, for a great many In

Little children that we
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used to listen to this story with the
interest that I hope you will listen g
night,

I have said that my g
not be a new one. But new stories g
not always the most inlvln-sling,

certainly they are not always the B

for us 1ear.  The story which T ai
going to tell has heen called “That gy
story of old,” and T wish that one
these little girls o hoys who  knoy
those beautiful verses, would stand u
and repeat them.

[There was a little shyness when
request was made, for though quite &
number of those children knew what
verses he meant, and could repeat them
perfectly well, yet they were somewhat
afraid to get up and ; y them before
S0 many persons. But. at length Iitﬂﬁl
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Winnie, seeing her mother motion
her, took courage and began

o] think, when 1 read that sweet
When Jesus was here among n
How he called little children lik

I should like to bave

#1 wish that his hands had |
That kis arms had been throw
And that T might have seen his k
enid,
‘Let the little ones come

unto me.”

% ¥er still o his footstool in |
And ask for o share in
And if T thus earnestly seck hi

T shall see him and hear b

“In that beautiful place he ha
For all who are washed and forgi
And many- dear children are
“For of such is the kingdom of
“But thousands and thousan
Never heard of that hea
1 should like them to know there is r
And that Jesus has bid them to

ime.
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“1 long for the j v of 1
The sweetest and brightest and best,
When the dear litde chiliren of every clisting

Shall erowdl to his arms and be blesk®

[When Winnie had said these Ve

very sweetly and clearly, the B

man, who first had to wipe away o e

that was on his cheek, said that a
woman in his own loved England
those verses, and if she knew how
happy children in England and Ame

and in other fa

ing them every day, and especi

every Sunday, though she had m

written any thing else in all her

she might feel that she had. don@
great work.]

Now, said the
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to other stories Vv be more

new and exciting, I very sure

will not be more beautiful or good than
thisz. We keep Christmas, you know,
becanse it is .‘nmm-wl to be the day on
shich Christ was born; and though it
i§ l"\ no means certam Ill'\xl i.‘«' was horn
on the twenty-fifth of December, yet it
does not perhaps make any great ¢ i
ence whether he was

know iliat he was born on some da)
of the year, more than eightecn hun-
dred years ago. For a good while ufter
he was born men did

great a thing had happened,
wonderful it was that Jesus should
come upon the earth as a little child.
Jf they had thought more about it

they would have been very carveful to

Bave kept the exact month and day
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But it was perhaps just as well

they did not keep them exactly, fg
what Christ came to do for us iy 8
much more important than the day

was born, that it is well for ug nog L

have too many of the little thingy

think of, o that we may be the
free to think of the great things

But there are many true and beanll
ful things that we do know about,
birth, and ahout the infant Jesus,
canse Giod has been pleased to tell @
of them.

I have always loved to think of the
shepherds, who were out in the lone
fields, among the hills which are 10
about Bethlehem, ¢ ping watch
their flocks by mnight” The gentle
sheep and lambs that had heen feedm

through the day were now all gaths
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together into some place, and were

Jying down to rest; and the shepherds
s'm}'ctl there by them through the night,
o that the wild Deasts n ight not come
out of the woods and mountains and
kill and devour them. Kvery thing »
shill about them in those e

The bright stars were shining upon them
in their beauty,—the same stars which

now, after eighteen hundred years, lo k

down upon us so peacefully ,— shining
o 4

with the same light and
same places in the sk

(lod has always seemed to love shep-
hepds. It may be because it is so kind
and gentle in them to watch over and
take care of the simple and innocent
gheep, that cannot take care of them-
gelves, in lands where fierce and strong

wild beasts are roaming about,
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beantiful to shelter and profect the Iy
tle lambs, that might otherwise ndeg
and perish. And when God wants
make us know how much he loves
and how kind is his care over us
likens himself to q shepherd, who &5
feed his flock,” «yill

with his arms, and ea 1y them in
bosom.”

Do you know that it was in thesg
same fields, near to Bethlehem, m
than a thousand years before Chyist
born, that the youthful David kept
father's sheep, and when God wanted
a king to rale over his people; he seng
the prophet Samuel to find David, M
bring him from those fields, and muke

him king

These she pherds were thus alone, with

only their sheep and the stars for coms




CHRISTMAS & TORIES,

pany, when they were startled by
grent light that ghone about them,
they were full of fear, and were won
der}ng what this should mean, when
the angel appeared and told them not
to fear or be afraid, for he had come
bring them the joy ful news that Churist
was born in Bethlehern.

How strange, we might think, that
the angel should tell this story to them,
and that they should be the first; ol all
the people on the earth, to know that
the blessed Saviour had come to dwell
among men. There were at cities

then as now, full of noise and pomp,

and men who thought themselves great,

and whom perhaps others thought great
foo. But the angel was not
Rome, to Athens, or even to Jerusalem,

to tell this news, but to the | and
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honest  shepl , in the  quiet
luwl:.' fields about Bethlchem,

0¢s mot care much about the
which men call great, but he oV
what is simple and faithful and true

This child that was then ].ull'n, Was a
first a helpless little infant, needing
mother’s care and kindness Just as
all have needed the same care, and
had it He was small and wealk
other little children, but as he grewn
it was seen that he had a great
wonderful power, such as ne one
who ever lived upon the earth lagh
or ever will have, He could heal
sick by a word, He could
lame. He could raise the dead.

could know all the thoughts and

ings which were in the minds of th

about him; and more than all, he cot
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forgive our ing and fit us to dwell with
him in heaven.

Now Christmas S as the day on
which this infant Je: as born, and
how wonderful it is that, alter more
than eighteen hundred years, what was
thought so little of at first, and seemed
g0 very simple and common, should
come to be looked upon as so great,
that tonight we could not count the
thousands and millions that worship thi
Jesus who was born as a little child;
and s the years pass on, all men of
every nation, and from cvery part of
the earth, shall come as the e men
did on the night in which he was born,
and say, “ We have seen his star in the
east, and are come to worship him.”

And as the good Jesus, who thus ca

from heaven to our world, was so kind
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and loving, go ready to help the
and needy in all theip troubles, s Quie
to feel all our sorrows; so Ohtist
ought to be a time of all othepg

every gentle and ]n\'inf_r tlmught,

for every kind act. We ought te

thoughtful of those who are in
of those who have 1ot so many fije
and so0 much of every thing tg
them happy, as we have.

And before I stop T will tell you o)
very short story.

I once knew of 4 happy company ¢
little children, pathered as you are gatl
ered here to-night; and they too had
Christmastree hung all over with nice
presents, as yours was g little while a
and when the door was opened, th
childven were a1 Jost as full of happ

ness and hnlm you were, when ¥
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frst caught sight of yours. But when
the pn‘*l'““‘ were taken down and di-
vided, it was found that one dear little
girl in that conipany had nothing at all.
In the hurry, and among so many chil-
dren, thongh she was invited, she had
heen forgotten, and when the presents
swere handed down one by one, till all
the other children had their hands full,
and she saw that the beautiful things
wete all gone, and that nothing what-
ever had come to her, she could bear it
10 longer, but burst into te and eried
as if her little heart would break.

But there was another little girl there
who saw in an instant how it was, and
Kind thoughts and feelings came very
guick and easy in her heart, and
said at once, ©

Let us each give Jenny

one of our presents, and then she will

have more than any %
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was agreed. But You could see ag
difference among those childrag

this was going on Some, who

most full of pity and kindness fops

poor little girl that was in such trouhl
Ap?‘-kwi out the nicest presents they
and gave to her, and S0IME wWere
areful to take the poorest. But 4
was one boy who was go selfish
greedy, that he did not think he oon d
part with any of his, and Le kept
all to himself in spite of every
that was said to him.  Now I do
ink T should ever expect any
and noble things from sueh a hoy as ]
1 that he would
through life trying to get all the
things to himself But Jesus came
teach us a better lesson, that “it is mo

blessed to give than to receive
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MAY

PON’'T KNOW as 1 have any
I thing to tell about, only about the
presents | had last Christmas. I had
& nice lot of them, I can tell you, and
I guess 1 have foumd out where they all
eme from, but it was a good long time
Before I knew this. You see that I do
mot believe in Santa Claus, and about
his coming down the chimney with all
these nice presents, for I think if
was true, he would be very apt to get
his things pretty black and dirty with

#0ot; and I am sure that mine had not
8 speck of black on them. Be i
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he had to oo down so many ol

all over the Jan I, he would he %0

himself before morning that he S

not be fit to he s n, and he would g
his eyes 50 red with smoke that T g
they wounld smart we Il the next day, o
that Ae would not have a very g
Christmas, if other folles did, .
believe a word about it, for father
told me that it js all a story:

make little children open their eyey
wonder, and that there ig no such

as old Sunta Clays.

But I know I found some nice
ents, if they did not come down
chimmey, and I ean guess pretéy
now where they come from,

And this was the way it was
several days before Christmas my me

wanted me to go of errands a
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deal, ov she wanted me ay in an-
pther room, and she : gsend me
t0 bed very early every night. If I
hnp[mneﬂ to open the door suddenly

Mhere she was, she had all her sewing

things about and seemed to be very
I rather

busy, doing nothing at all.

thought something curious was going on,
but I did not say any thing, but kept
thinking and wondering and guessing
to myself what it should be. T did
aob look about in cupboards and clos
and drawers when my mother not
#8, and try to find out what she was
doing, because that would be rather
sy and mean you know, and the
ghould not have the wonder and

on Christmas morning. But T thought
about it a great deal, when T went to
bed and when 1 woke up in the morn
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ing, and 1 longed to have the tim
come.

[am sure I am very much oblig
Mr. Johnson for asking my father g
mother to come here to-night, and
bring us with them, for we are haviy
such a nice, nice time. Bug last
we were not asked to go anywhe
Christa

ourselves,

Well, at last Christmas eve
and father and mother both thous
that all of us children had hetter se
per off to bed prefty ea
should want to be getting up eanky
the moming. T know well cnough now
and I thought then, that they wan!
to get us out of the way, so that th

could look over the presents and

them all ready for us.
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I slept in the room with my older

or, and there were two nluw‘ upn‘muu

5 agreed that T .-hnnH hang my stock-
on one door, and my sister on the
. g0 that if we got up in the dark,

o might know, each one of us, where

find our own stockings. And so we
t to bed, and as soon as we could

fo wenut to sleep. 1 say as soon as we

to talk it all over, and f’ jess and
ever so many times what we
find in the morning.

ut by and by we went off to sleep.
did not know what time it was when
gister shook me, and told me she
going to get up and find her stocl

I only know that it was dark as i

be, for | was wide awake in half
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a minute. So we both tumbled out,
bed, and began to fumble about {g |
the doors, and there we found our ]
ings. And oh! such stockings]
were stuffed ont fuller than they |
ever been before, and on the o
of mine there was something
which hung*down and made it
We ran against each otlier two op

times in the dark, and came neatil

bundles, and guessing what they

I found very quick that the great e
thing on the outside of my s
was o doll, bigger than any T lad
had before ; and though T could nokl
very well how she looked, 1" hat

doubt she was a nice one. I put

finger on her eyes and nose and




CHRISTMAS STORIES.

and she seemed just right. T felt of her

dresses and her shoes and her honnet,
until 1 could almost tell how ghe looked.
Just then, my mother, who had heard
the noise, opened the door and set &
Niight into the room, but said mothing
And now I can tell you the stockings
to be emptied very qui and we
Hnd & merry time, my sister and I, as
¢ pulled out one thing after another,
and held them up so that we coulid see
m. There was some candy, but not
# great deal, for my wother does not
0 have us eat much of that. But
fBre were a great many cunning little
ngs, and some of them were gueer
fanny, There was a little box in
Stocking, and when T took off the
of it, a terrible looking old fellow
up his head and sprung ot me,

3
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and at first T was Just as frightened §
could be, but the next minute T laugh
as loud as 1 could langh. |
After T had taken all the things oug
of my stocking, then I had time to tal
up my doll and give her g good |
look. She was a beau ty and a dag
[ can tell you. I had four or five dall
before, but I thought more of thiskd
than of all my other presents, T de

see why boys want a whip or a lorse

or a ball or something that will
a noise. I am sure that dolls are
prettiest playthings in the world
cannot tell you what nice fimes I Hay
had with this doll, for 1 have her el
all safe and sound.

When T used to go out to walk W
my mother, T almost always took
doll, and I used to show her to even
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one we met. One day we mel a boy,
and 1 ran up to him to show him my ni
doll, but he put hig finger in his mouth
and looked down on he ground, and
did not seem to care any thing for her.
My mother told me afteryards that I
st not run to show my dolls to boys,
because they do not have dolls to play
with, and they do mot know what to
gAYy,

1 used to put two chairs :Axllwr up
by the window in the room where we
slept, and make up a litile be d, so that

she could >|. there nights near me.

and he told me that she would
Bier death sleeping under that window.

And sure enough she did have the croup

and was very sick. But I gave her

gome medicine, and took good care of
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her, and she got well. When [
school with all my dolls, this one
was given me lagt Christmas is the e
scholar among them. She sity up
nice and straight, and behaves g0’ g
that T praise Ler a it deal and gi
her merit marks, only T should lilke I
a good deal better if she was home
think a real born baby would be
nicest thing in the world.

I don't much suppose that we
find any presents to-morrow mo
because we have had so many

and such a nice time here. But I#l

I shall hang up my stocking just

same, because we never can telly

know, what is going to happen
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CIIAPTER IIT.

THE y ISEHMAN'S STORY.

THE N THE Englishman was called
.‘\ upon for a story, he began by

saying,— 1 must confess that it ms

e fecl rather queer to be here ir

country for the first time, among

@live Yankees” about whom I

Beard so much. When English and
American people meet together it “is
yery natural for them at first to think,
Well, we have had some pretty tough
guarrels in times past, but they are all
made up now, and we are glad of it”
We had the same fathers and mothers

& good while ago, and we are all cousins
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'
after a sort, nand we ought, ('m'minly- n

love each other, and treat cach g
kindly, and T h pe after this we al
shall. T believe the good time is com
by and by, as the minister said jn h
story, when all men ghall love
worship Christ, and the nations
have been so long fighting and Lkill§
each other, will live in peace, and
to do each other zood.

I

toward each other than we should;
cause of these old wars, which e

now been so long ended. Tt i
natural, T know, for us Anglo-Saxons;
both sides of the water, to want to ha
our own way pretty well. It is i

blood.  But we have learned to k
and respect each other now so well, ¢
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1 hope shall hereafter settle all our

‘““!"”"‘ without ing fo war

Lu,.m- one of the older boys said, in

g modest md low tone, that for his part
he should like to understa yd what ¢ An-
glu»\\;nxr,m' about which he heard and
yead so much, means, und he himself
was an Anglo-saxon, he should like to
know it.]

A very proper qu estion, said the 1
lishman, and though I think it likely
that the minister or the st ident from
eollege (for [ understand we have one
here among us), would tell you hetter
about that, yet, as I just said, an English-
man don’t like to give up any better
than a Yankee, and so I will do the best
I can. But I must turn aside a little
from the story to which 1 was coming,
and, in fact, must first tell you quite a

long story about England herself,
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I presume that these children

it a long, long time ago, since the

grim Fathers came to Plymaouth

great and wonderful changes have, it
true, taken place since thag time;
that was less than tswo hundred and fi
years ago.  Now two hundred and
Years do not take us back a great wa
in the history of Old Eungland.  1f
should double the two hundred and

years, so as to make them five Hunts

to make them a thousand, even

would not bring us hack very near §

be giuning. But if we should double th

one thousand, and make it two thouss
s, that would take us just a

and only a little, further back tham

should have to 20, 1o reach the firstwe

know about England.
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Tt was inhabited then by people who
were very much like ﬂn:ls::\;u_;r-*lxlmt were
5 when the Pilgrim Pathers first came
I::r;lesu shores, only they had fairer skins,

were not quite so brutal and eruel.

» old Romans, under Julius Cresar, who

Was o great warrior and congueror, came

p England fifty-five years before Christ

a4 born. That is the first we know
bout our beautiful island.

How long those savage people, who

pould not read or write, and had kept
| account of themselves, had been
gre, or where they came from. we can-
tell. But since that time we know
ety well all the great changes that

i@ taken place, and they have been

wonderful and strange. The
mans, after they had conquered
e islund, did not seem to care very
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much about it, though they wers
with their armies a good many
in all, and to this d vy we find ] ling
the island to remind us of them
sometimes dig up from the ground
old weapons of war, which have
rusting for almost two thousand yen

used to bury the

we find the old pieces

they lost, or which they buried inl
earth to hide. Some of the old

and towers which they built are stilll
and we should know that some 8
people had been there a long, long
ago, if history did not tell us who

were.
But after some hundreds of yeass

old Roman Empire began fo sl

fall, and after that the Romans had’
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Jittle to do with usg,—only we got one
Ahing from them, which was the best
,'_ﬂli_ng we ever had, and onc that has
done more to make England the great
on it is than all things else be-

5 — and that was the. Christian re-
figion.  Before the old Roman Empire
and passed away, it sent mission-

to England to teach the poor
Sgnorant people about God and Christ,
the way of truth, and so in time
ghmd became a Christian land, and
done more than any other land to

ke the rest of the world Christian

ihout

gland too long, After some hun-

8 of years from the time England
awas first known, there came in a people

dtom the continent of Europe that were
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called Angles, and they conquered
much of the land and became 0 1
ful, that after that, for some timem
people all went by the general

of Angles, and that was the sway il

the country came to have its pee
name of “Angland,” or “England®
was after these Angles came in
gave their name to the people andH
the country, that the Christian reli
also came in. The way of ity a8
story runs, was this. Some of
Angles or Angli (as the Romuus Gill8
them) had been taken prisoners ii8
and had been carried lo Rome as'sli
and were standing in the marketpl
to be gold. They were veny fiir-skis
and fair-haired, and drew much
tion for their beauty. Some one
along and stopt to look ut thems




STORIES, 45

d with them that he

1 pleas

was 80 1
acked of what nation they were The
answer Was, are ¢ Angli”  Well,
Bid the man, they are s0 heautiful they
would be “ Aneeli” (which was the Ro-

meels) if they were

man word for
Christians. And
given the first

this is said to have
thought to some good

men in Rome, of sending missionaries

%o England to teach the people the true
religion.

But T have not yet told you what
means, though you will

Anglo-Saxon
bRoe that we have found out now where

f of the word came from

the first
and what it means

But the history of Er of
many other nations, is a history of a
great many wars, and of much wron
and suffering.  After a while, other
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nations round about began 1o look
longing eyes on our fair and

island. Among the rest, the Saxomn

a rough and cruel people, and swhe I
in the north of Germany, came in'
took possession, and though they
some hard times, because they

attacked and beaten by the Danes an
Northmen, yet they did not let go

fought on, and finally held the
And so came the name of AnglosS
But in course of time there was
invasion more, and that was by
Normans, as they were called, who cat
from the north of France into Eng
They were

men, because they had first come 108
the north of Europe and taken

sion of a portion of France, and
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that place they crossed over to England.
There was 2 very fierce and Dbloody
‘attle at that time between the Saxons
and the Normans. On each side there
were about sixty thousand men, and
Bhose in the Saxon army were most of
them killed, and even the Normans lost
fifteen thonsand of their men. But the
‘Normans had the victory, and they be-
Spame the rulevs of the land, though the
Saxon race was still there, and was @
yery brave and hardy vace. That bat~
tle, which is called the battle of Hast-
angs, was fought almost eight hundred
Wears ago,—in the year 1066. Since
that time we have had a great many
Svars and battles on the island, but they

have been from quarrels among our-

Selves, and not because people came in

m other countries to attack us




After the hattle of Ilastings the NG
the conquerors, 1501
lands he offices and Honors
NS¢ “\t“. .’:”‘1 lh(‘.

the lords, and the barons and

high titles, for'a

ong time were these Normans, and theis
children and grandchildren: while the

wxons held the humbler lowlier

places. But this Saxon race, as I have

and foree,

1 at length
sland, that

the lords of

re now living, came from the SaSon
stock, and a very large proportion of
the wealth and influence and power ol

Fneoland at the present time ].dnllg to
the descendants of the Saxons, Amndin

ull of the people
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that sprung from fthe Pilgrims, and from
others who early came out from Eng
land to this country, are 5 Saxon
blood, and nof from the Norman.

So you see that a good many people
have mingled together in the course of

fwo thousand years to make up the

There was first

present English race.
the old race that lived on the island
when the Romans took i
ealled Celts. Then came the Ang

Then the Saxons

it, and who were

which T have spoken,
and Danes and Normans. DBuf because
the Angles and Saxons were rather the
most important in their influence, there-
fore th is called by the general
mame of Anglo-Saxon. Have I made it
plain ?

[The children who were old enough
t be interested in a subject like this

4




all agreed that they knew better now
what “Anglo-Saxon” meant, than they

So you see, said the Englishman, talks

ng up his story again, that in England

we have a great many things that aré
very, very old,— churches that for cons

turies have been covered with moss

buildings of every sort, scattered all
over the island, that are so old you can

were first

Tower of Lon-

We have in

don all the different kinds of armor that

wave worn and used in

our War
battle for ever so many hundred yearss

» for show. Wherever yongo

1d you are made to know that

jere men of the

you are 1r untry w
ourselves have lived

fought and sufiered

game race with

and labored, havi




and died far back

y every thing -that

ot

gseems new to me. For

things here may seem

they look so unlike our reall;

that to me they do not seem old at all

Only in one thing you have the advan-

tage of us. Your rocks and hills and
forests, which are older than any thing
we can ’!l"'-'». are a good K‘J!
they w
People

been so busy in our listle dsland, that

it first than ours ¢

so Jong, and I

almost all these things have been
worked over and changed. But here,

as I go about the country, T see that

many of them are igh and

shagry and wild as they were when the

world was made. And I suppose that

I find a pleasure in looking at these old
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1 woods that you

are so nsed

u would find &

than I do in

1es and towers
because they would be so strange and
wonderful to you

You think your good city of Boston;
4 at  and
populous city. 1 think from what il

have seen since 1 have been here, that
and well-

1 place jut it seems 1o me

rather like clever, clean, and Wit

of London,

awake village

where I live, is » fifteen times

lar; and more populous than Bostons

And because it is so large and EHE
people a o many and so thick, it has

often been called a great wilderness




So many thousands of people e all

the time 1t I
stream  of life and business, not one
of whom he knows, — not one of whom
gtops to t ke any notice of him, that

Ist of the G

if he were in the
Desert he conld hardl

and

feel more lone

lesolate. Men live and die in the

same building and never speak to each
other, or hardly know each others

fa

es all their lives long. There are so

people in London, that if they
Ul before

u g0 that you could

count them, and you should set about

doing it, and should count sixty every

minute, and should keep on counti

twelve hours each day, at that rate, it

would take you fifty-e ys simply




gido-

kind of carriage,

t each other,— hurrying

everybody had something
to do which must be done that very
minute. London, you know, is t

y of trade in all the world.

no city anywhere that has such wide

the nations of the

1 remember very well the first time |

1 saw this

shall never

which I looked

channel. Though we could not see the

water of the channel at our house, yet
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we were only a few miles from it, and

the mews of the

adful ship

which often happened there in the

<tormy scasons of the year used 10

weh u

v quickly, and my father

often went with other men round about

to try and ren ler assistance. My father

was what would be called n Ex

smull farmer. He did not own the land

N

but hired it |

so that we lived

a long cour

there in one ace just the same as

though it were our oWwn There were
geven of us children, all older than

one,—a dear sister, who
years younger My older

brothers and sisters some ol them had

grown up in and were away from

thers was in the

ome. OUne ¢ £y

army in India, ny mother used to




have a great many a days and
im, and we all used to

i h the letters we had

from him. One of my sisters had mar-

ried and gone to Canad

At

through the kindness of

un of whom my father hired his

ho alwavs took a great deal

procured

I may as well tell you here
England people who are rich are very
kind to the poor. We have a gveat

many more poor people in England than

you have her nd those who own lands

and houses expect to do a ny

1‘ VOrs “"l‘ ‘:H\ C W 1 not. 0 N ‘]I H."
Men of estates are wont always
to receive the poor kindly,— to listen

to their story of suffering and want,
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and fo try to give them good advice

I was to go into a great store, t

a sort of errand boy, but if T

was [aithful, was soon to has

place among the lower cle

was a great event in my life. 1 was

then fifteen years old, and boys and gir

at that age are o full of hope, and th

know go little of the real trials nd

sorrows of this wo t they almost

always look forward to any s wch change

as this, and expeet

pleasure [rom it. 1
mother, and all my brothers
but especially I loved 1

who wi

Sl

and protection. T bad led

hand to and from school a great many




hundreds of times, and she had grown

up from a very little girl with the idea

of always running to me and telling me
all her little joys and sorrows Her

re so much older that

other sisters

she never made much of them, hut

I was her playmate and companion.
When she came to know that 1 was to
go away from home, she could hardly

bear the thought of it; and though

I felt sorry for her, yet 1 wa
to go and live in

h I had heard so much; and

pe and dreams

he great London,

about whi

WS 8O ]HH of ) outl
of happiness, that I did oot stop much
to think how badly she felt. I know

that I was very thoughtless and

sh in my joy; and many,

times since 1 have found my eyes moist

with tears when I have remembered




to live in London.
But at length the
0. My mother

and her

coun:

little sis

sobbing to the chamber where

My father carri 2 me
a place where T was
for London. It was th
tember, and we ha
in the morning. As
land, tl

we could not sec

morning

was very near. Eve
coach, the fog w

the country

But by and




1 at 1 th the sun

thinner, anc

broke through the mist, and the day

was Dbeautiful. Then 1 en wved  the

Jjourne:

away from home any distance before
and every thing w new and wonder-

I liad all

prospect the sight of London itself;

ful to n

while in

which would be so much greater and

more wonderful than all the pest

It was late in the afternoon

was a str ’v. })-”K‘IJ' Z\l‘ 1 the 'HIU.’.
going to and coming from the city, and
for the first time in m y life T began to

know and really feel

it a mighty

place London

went on w

1 to come into the noise and roar of
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the eity, and the rush of people moving

to and fro was almost fearful to me. 1

1

was so oceupied that I hardly
what I was about until the coachman
stopped at the store where I was tc be
employed.  He had his direc

ther to carry me to the very

ons from

my 1
spot.
And so

For a few

began in London.

ant about with an-

other boy, who was sent on errands, so

that I might learn some of the main
streets, and the ways of the city, and

then my business of errand

by began
in earnest

When I told you, a little while ago,
that nowhere would a stranger feel more

lonely and desolate than in the heart

of London, I spoke from w I myself

bad felt. Though I had been so much
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ed with the

v of coming up to

Y, and looked npon eve

thing at first with eyes of wonder, yet
soon the thoughts of home began to
come over me, and I may as well con-

fess that T was dreadfu homesick.

When 1

crowds of people were rushing }

out in the streets, and

¥ 10t
one of whom I had ever known or seen
before, and who had no time to think
of me or care for me, I could not h AAp
but remember that there were hearts

that Joved me. 1 knew if my dear little

rould meet me in this ‘crowd, she

would rush into my

arms for ; and

I was sad that I had not felt more for
her and tried more to comfort her when

I came

y from home,

r a good
many days the thonght of home, if I

happened to be alone, would set me
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if T was not alone it was all

[ could do to keep from tears. I was

and go

sorely tempted to break

back to my father’s house. But I knew

that would be weal

and that my father

and mother would not app!

ied day by ds

and so I held on, and

grees this home-

to do my duty. By

sickness wore my life became

1y

more ensy and natural. T tried to be

true to my employers, and to do every
thing T could to merit their approbation,

and though they were men of few

words, I judged from what they did say

and from their manner towards me, that
I pleased them. I gave heed to my
ked me

it to mem-

mother’s counsel, who had
I

ory one single verse of

be: home to cor

ipture, and to

repeat it every morning when I awoke,
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if for no other reason, out of v regard
, “ My son, i

ners entice thee, consent thou not”

for her. The verse

Those words of the wite man, I am sure,

have saved me a great m: nes from

falling into sin. 1 know by my own

expt

ience, that it is very easy to live
safely in the midst of a great many

temptations, il one only resolves, and

resolves strongly, that he will have
nothing to do with them. But if he

once begins to isent ” {o these en-

ticements, he never can tell when he

will stop, or

y will ever stop.

Sooner than I had expected, T was

promoted from the ¢ rrand-boy

place, and this made me

almost certain t my employers were
satisfied with me.

Once in a great while T had a letter




from home

to me, ant have wished

my parents were a great deal better

1sed to work than to writing, and

they did all that I could expeet of them.

So matters had been

the last of winter, when a letter eame one
day bringing me the sad news that my

dear little

been sick with

violent fever, and was dead and buri

This was a trouble which seemed greater

than I could bear, I had been fondly

pietm elf my return home in

summer, when business

would be dull. and I could eas

s matter of my visit had

spared, T}

been spoken of hy my employers, and

it was understood that in the latter part

of June I might go home for a little
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vacation. I had pleased myself with

the idea of going home and carryi

some nice presents, such as I could eas

buy in London, to my dear little play

er, and how ghted she

mate and
wonld be with them, since in her kind
of life in the country, and among
farmers, she was very little used to
receiving presents All this I had
thought over in my mind a good

many times. 1 hoped in this w to

atone for my selfi

as I did, and to make her some a

for her grief and sadness in thus ]

ter was dead

me, But now the dear s
and gone, and 1 sghould see her no more
on earth forever. My first impulse was
that 1

my tears with the tears

and mothe

to fly to

might mir

I knew they were shedding. My




y

mother, however, when she wrofe the

me this sad news, t

letter giv

the precaution to tell me that, though

they very much wished to s

that death had been in th 1

it was probably best that 1 should not

return liome until the

summer visit. And so I kept about Ly

daily duties, but with a ead load on my
heart. My employers, knowing what

-

ness and sympathy that called out my

had happened, treated me with

iem in a much higher

love to

degree than before, and I resolved be-

fore God and in my own soul, that 1

would be faithful to them, and try to

be as useful fo them as T could. 1 had

not the remotest thought w

n I made

this resolve w




from

to suppose that I, who had

one step e !‘M»
boy, shoult v on taking steps
ip until I shonld at length become one

of the partners of the house, as I now
am. DBut I have seen the same thing
happen in many cases, and 1 often think
when T see o young lad sctting out in
life, how much will depend upon the
line of conduct which he pursues in the
very beginning of his course

I do not know but you may think
that I ' have been trying to praise myself,
but I did not so mean it. When I came
to speak of London, and what a great
city it is, it brought back so fresh to my
mind the early days T spent there,— th
carly sorrows and griefs, as well as joys,

which were mine during my first year
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there, that T felt mos »d to tell this story

of my own experience.

as was my

visited my home and my sister’s

have now for

and mother

many j been dead, and the greatest

been, that T

of all my e

hly joys

ion so that

came at length into a cot

I could make their last days somewhat

more easy and comforfable than the

early life had been.
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CHAPTER

Iv.

] SUPPOSE YOU all think be-
cause I am a sea.captain, and spend
so much of my time on the water, that

I shall tell you some great and terrible

ks and storms and

bout shipwr

on the

deep. But T am not

going to do any thing of the kind. For
my part, I have quite enough of the sea,
and I like once in a while, when I can
got o chance, fo talk about something

Besides T think T have

ght to the land, when T can get on to

full as ¢

as those who stay on it all the while.

And tonight T am so glad to be here
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long, rough, and

with my fric
stormy passage home, that I think you

must let me tell a story 1o please my-

gelf and not to pl
I was not born upon the ses, ab any
rate, and T hope 1 shall not be buried

e you.

there. I have pleasant memc ries of
home and childhood on the green earth

like the vest of you, and I don’t think

those memories any the less pleasant to

me because I am tossed about so much

Often

of the time on the r

1, and when

in my sleep, on the m
the ship is rolling and ph nging nlong in

een

her course, my dreams are of t

fields and summer Wwoo around my
early home; or of a happy group of

d , gathered with their

81

brothers anc
father and mother about the cheerful

winter fire,— the old-fashioned open fire




of wood. And so tonight,

Christmas, and every thing tends to
remind us of quiet and joyful home

seenes, I thi
the land

And yet I will tell you a good

you must let m ta

and what is more, it is

down truc

my fancy at work to make up my thi

I can tell you, w

stter stories
lyi

shall not be abont myself

ly and waiting to be told. Tt

yet, as you will see in the end, I g

good de

interested in it, and I

I have a right to be.
There is one reason more why T tell this

I want our good frie

land, v

to-night,

m we are ull glad to

ind whose s




all so much; I want

of a spuit our

mothers had in their old war with

England. I know he will not be dis
pleased at this, for I have been in Eng-
and 1 know that

h people now fi

land o great deal

almost all T that
we were in the right and they in the
wrong in that war, and there were a
)

1t =0

great many of them who thong

in the time of the war; and that v

one son why England could not «

quer us, though she was so much more
powerful than we. Iowever, I will not
talk in this roundabout way any longer,

but will come at once to m

In the second y of the war of the

Revolution, 1776, there was

State of Connceticut, in one of the

stony and hilly fowns in the
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part of the State, about twenty miles

from Hartford, a hardy and thrifty

young farmer. He had been marri

a little more tl

n a year, and had one

child, though he was o

'y twenty-one
years old. At this time the scene of
the war had been moved from Boston
to the region about New York. For

the information of my Yyounger hearers

I may say that the war 1 1 here

about Boston, and the ear y fighting
took place here; hut afler several
months the British army withdrew from

{

80 our people had to follow them there

Boston and went near New Yo and

to see that they did no mischief, Tt was
found necessary also to eall out many
men who had not been in the war be-

fore. At this time the State of Con-

nectieut undertook to raise quite 1

rge
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body of men for the war, and among

the rest this young farmer was called to
leave his farm, his young wife and little
child, to enter the army.

He had fix

in his own State, to be enrolled with his

t to go to a central place

company, before marching away to New
York. After he had been at this place
for some days, waiting for all the other
members of the company to come in,
ofl

upon their jonrmey to join the main

at length were ready to

army. It so happened, that in starting

upon this march, the road which they

were to take would lead them some

eight or ten miles from the young f
mer's home, and it would have been
very pleasant, no doubt, if he might

have stopt long enough to run home

once more, and see his wife and baby,
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before But this

was

thought of e must
keep with his cox ipany, and the march

could not be stopt

him any more
Vi

biless had young wives

than for any other ma

many

of the men do

aud children too, and if all these were

to stop and go home to take leave again,
it would use 1 P a g t deal of precious
time.

But the young farmer wanted, before

he went away to New York, to get

bun of clothes from his home, which
his wife had been preparing for him, and

#0 a day or two before he rted he

sent a letter to his wife, telling

have the bundle of clothes on

at a certain place, through w

he with his cor any was to s, so that

he might find it there, and take it alone

with him
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Now it so happened that the letter

as delayed, and she did not get

within a very few hours of the time

when he was to pass through the place

which he had named. The farm-house,

where she was with her young babe,

quite a distance apart from all other
1 I

houses, and she felt very anxious and
hurried, lest her husband should lose the
bundle, after all the pains she had taken

t it ready. It was now mear four

o'clock of a summer afternoon, s

company was expected to through

the place a little before night. Some-

thing must be done, and that very soon.

So she nursed her baby and gave him
laid him

Then she went ont

a good hearty supper,

asleep in the

into the pasture and caught a young

horse that was only partly broke

nd
ind
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rather wild and

o

isky, — saddled
and bridled him and made ready for the

journey in e. In those days

a carriage was hardly known, in the

country towns, but men and women

both were wont to make their journeys

| on horseback; the women sometimes
e

and sometimes behind their

| riding alone wher were plenty,

wsbands on

|
| the same horse. She took a last look to

t her baby was sl

ping quietly,

door, mounted the colt with

le, and off she went She

) reached the place in season, and I have

N no doubt that one re she was :
I so prompt and ready go n-
. stead of hunting up some one
R carry the
she should have a chance (o see her dear
husband, just for a minuote, and give [
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him once more a parting kiss. And by
waiting a little while after she reached

the place, she had this great pleast

But it was now almost night, and the

dear baby was at home alone in the
cradle. Tt was a little comfort to know
that he was so young he could not very
ls

to wake up and ery an hour, perhaps it

well get out; and if he should happen

would not hurt him much

But a thunder-shower was rising fast,
and this is not gomething put in to make
the story better, but it is a part of the
real fact. The cloud was heaving up
thick and fast, and the heavy muttering
thunder was heard in the west, and was
all the while drawing nearer. She tried
to urge on her horse, but he was wild
and unruly, and made her a good deal

of treuble. She eould not run away
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from the shower that was now following
close behind hen e night, which was
almost ready to shut in when she started
for home, now eame on all the quicker,

ause of this black cloud that hid the
west.  Soon it so dark that she
could hardly see the road, and she had
to let her horse pick his steps for him-
self ; she could not see to guide him. 1f

would not do to stop anywhere, because

of the baby. A mother would go

traight throt a darker and stormier
han that, when a babe, left
as hers was, was drawing her on
At length the drenching rain came
upon her, and she could not » the
nearest objeet, not even the horse
which she rode, except when
flushes of lightning came, le ¢ the

darkness thicker the instant it had




can tell you she was no
from her horse ar
» fared

her baby, There he was sol nd
asleep in the 1 I cannot say that
he had not wa he had been
gone. Perhaps he had, and cried by the
hour toget until he had cried him-
gelf* asleep again. it no harm bad
come to him at any

I fancy that that young farr

some thoughts of his wif
]l‘|\\ ‘:h" ‘n‘\"ux‘l ever

that wild storm, and

with the baby when she dic
@
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He went to New York, and was in
some of the battles that were fought in

the years 1776 and '77, but was not

killed or wounded. At length he was

released from service; and came home to
live n with his young wife.

That young fwrmer and his wife were
my grandfather and grandmother, and
that little baby was my father, and the

story, as I said, is true.

When Uncle Georze had finished, the
Englishman said was real Anglo-
Saxon grit, and that he thought a good
deal more of such a young woman, than
of one who could simply work worsted

and play the piano.




CAN'T THINK of any thing to
l tell, only “My Ghost Story,” and
though I suppose you will all laugh at
me, I don't care much if you do, for 1

shall langh too.

When I was quite young, I was always

a very timid little girl, and my father
and mother have told me a great many
times that I did not dare to go from one
room into another without having some
one go with me, I don’t know what
made me so much afraid, but I can’t

think I was to blame, for [ eould not

help it. My mother says she never had
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any fear in thosc should run

away, for she kuev uld not dave to

o out of doors alone, and as T was then

the only chilc

chievous brother lead me
always very sure, whatever
doing, or wherever she was goin
the honse, that 1 wus mnot
hind her.

But the worst thing of all was going
to bed. My mother used to su i
was all nonsense for me to think that I
must have somebody stay close by my
bed until I went to sleep, and 1 suppose
it was, but I could not help it. The
moment [ was left alone, even though I
had a light burning in the room, it
seemed so lonecsome fto me that T could
not stand it; and though I felt sorry

and ashamed, 1 could not lie still many
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minutes without calling out for some one
to come and stay with me. They used
to tell me o g many stories about
other little children that were wve
brave, and went to bed and were left
alone without any light, and who never

made any s, and I thought sure

enourh I ought to be as brave as they.

And so sometimes when I was with my
father and mother, before 1 went to bed,
I would get up a great heap of courage,
and I was going to bed bravely, and no
mind any thing about staying alone.
But when I was in bed, and my mother
had kissed me and said good-night, and
I saw her turn and go out of the room,
and heard her steps as she was going
down stairs, and then heard the deor
into the sitting-room open and shut, by

that time all my courage was gone, and
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I felt as though 1 could not stay there a
single minute. My mother said T was a
very good little girl about all other
things, but in this she could not make
me do as she wanted me to. T am sure
I tried hard, and I knew there was
nothing really to be afraid of, but still T
id, and T could not help it.

w older, I was more and more
ashamed about my ¢ fears, and at
length T made up my mind that T would
stay alone, and would not mind it.
after that I did not have ¥ one to stay
by me, but I had a great many frights, T
can tell you. After d been in bed a
little while, some tri noise would
make me think of somefhing th
wanted to say to mother, and

it comfort to have her come to the

foot of the stairs and answer my ques
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tion. If I could only hear her vt

a moment, it gave me new courage.
Sometimes I used to find that I was ver)
thirsty after I had gone bed, and
could mot go to sleep without some
water to drink.

If a mouse stirred in the attic, I was
sure to hear him, and many a time I
have covered my head all up in the
bed-clothes, so that I might shut such

sounds out of my ears. My mother

always used to come and look at me

after she thought I was asleep, and
take away the light, and she says that
she has often found me with my head
all covered up, and my face as ved as it
could be, and she used to tell me that 1
ounght never to go to sleep in that way,
for it is very unhealthy. And I never

meant to go to sleep so, but I used to
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against the window «

Every

time the wind blew har th
would rattle, and one of the
got loose, ane ogether wit

slam, and m;

boots and go ont
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1 me worse

window




CHRISTMAS STORIFS. 80

there was a loud, gharp so md, just like
a woman's voice, and I thought it called
out #St 17 1 tell you I was out of'
bed and down stairs in quick time. I
rushed into the sittingroom with my

bare feet and in my night-gown, where

my father and mother were, and told

them that I guessed there was a ghost
up in my room.
« A ghost!” said my father, lau
as loud as he comld laugh, “ what makes
you think there is a ghost ther
“There was & woman's voice,” said I,
éright at my window, and it called out
so that T heard it very plainly, ‘Susie!"”
¢ Gihosts! " said my mother, “who ever
told you any thing about ghosts?”
#Oh!” said I, “ Bridget has told me a
great many stories about ghosts, and

about fairies, too. 1 like her fairy sto-




ries a great deal the best. Only Insg
night she told me a beautiful long story,

about how a hunter was lost in the moun-

tains, and wandered this vy and that,

till one night he lay down on the e

a rock

d fell asleep, when a fairy
came to him and awaked him, and told
him how he might find his way back to
his home. But I am that it must
ich 1 heard, for it

came elose to my window, and called out

have been a ghost

Susig!?”
« W

will go up and

ing, “I

my father, la

ay with you, and we
will see if the ghost will come while I
am there”

So my father went up into the room
and s

d with me, but I could not go

to sleep for a long time. It was so cold

that he wanted to go down and leave
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me, but I had been so frightened that T

could not bear to stay alone. After a

while there ¥

wind that made every thing vattle again,

and Lt in the midst of it came that

strange voice at the window calling out
% Susie ! ”

ere)” said I, “ that was the ghost”

My father heard the noise, but he said

that it did not say ©Susie,” any more
than it said ¢ grandmother.”

But Lie went close to the window and
waited a long time, and by and by there

came another great gust of wind, and

with it the voice calling out  Susie.”

s 1

“There,”. snid my father, “1 gue

have found out your ghost.”

S0 he opened the window and reach
ont his hand, and broke off the end of

one of the limbs of our cherry-tree.




*There is the ghost,” said my father
“Look 4t it now, and see what n fricht-

You see the way of it was this. One
of the limbs of the cherry-tree had
grown so long that it reached almost

up to my window, and when the wind

blew very hard, as it did that nicht, so

the whole tree

vould bend a very

» end of that limb rubbed

the glass, and made that little squea

nuise th

the ghost ealling

wie,” It wag
only when the hardest gusts of wind

came that the tree would bend enongh

the window,

I always

name called when the wind
wild and noisy. And so this is

Story.




r hear the last
ny of us children get
little thing, my

to tell my ghost

Y

1 think it has done me good, and T am

to be quite hrave.

You may laugh at me now just as
much as you please, because I hav
s0 many times about my

, T am used to it.




CHAPTER VI.

1 to come

ht, and lo

group of childre

¢ upon such a

t would bring back to my mind

our dear little boy whom we laid in his

m only a short

I'am not sorry to

1im, for though it

easure, it is never-

3 real pleasure for me to think of
him. He was such a dear and lovitig
1

child while he lived, and was so wood

and thoughtful and patient in his death,
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that I can have mo higher eart

o sit silently and think of him.

But I would not bring a cloud over

the pleasure of others, and especially 1

would not d the happine

dear children who are gathered here to-

night, yet still I think the best joys of

even little children are not the noisiest

ones; and that they feel sweeter and

happier after th minds hs been
moved with things tender ntle

and a little sad, than when they are
filled with mirth and laughter. 1
thought all these little folks seemed

ory which the minister

to enjoy the
told

out the birth of Jesu

or the

one which our good English friend told
about the death of his dear sister, quite
a5 well as they would have enjoyed

stories which are funny, and which




CAnd
) them as well,
y are hearing them, they will

like them a great deal better aftep

I am

rds, when they remember and think
it will be right

{ story of i

and proper for me to tell a |

{ the life and death of our dear little boy:
[The children had all been still thus,

far, and had heard every word that was

spoken, But heve there was & momentis

ause, when Susie said, in low voice
I Y

ly to hear this

dl the rest would:

| There w a of

i among the children, and it was so plain

\

i that they all wanted to have the story ‘

told, that Aunt Carrie, who had been' &

little doubtful and hesitating, felt cour

ge now 1o go on.
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There is a little hoy here to-night who

has the same name that my own dear
child had; and when I came in this

evening, and heard the children calling

“ Walter,” it sent a strange thrill of feel-
ing through me which I eannot well
describe. The “ Walter” who is here is
a stranger to me, for I have never seen

him before, and I had not once thought

of meeting to-ni a little boy of that

name. But since I have known who he
was, I have hardly heen able to keep my
eyes off from him, and already he is a
very dear boy to me.

My own dear Walter was younger, it

is true, for his fourth birth- will not

come until the next summer. He was
born among the rose-buds of June, and
none of them ever opened more sweet
and fair and lovely than he. While he
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lived he had mno little brother or

er
for a playmate, but he was so full of Jjoy
himself, so full of sweet and pleasant
fancies, that he could make playmates
of all the grown-up people about himsg
or, if they were not with him, he could

turn his own playthi

§ Into companions,

and make up life which seemed just as

s to us,

real to him as our life app

There are some children that seem

horn to die et

rly ; not because they are

weak and sickly, for often it happens
that these very children are among the

healthiest anc ipiest w

le they live;
and their brief life is crowded as full of

it can hold. It is true, there are

ren who from the time they are

are never well, and no one ecan
think

they can have a long life. But I spesk

hen ke

upon them, that
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ildren, who ¢

for the
part very well. Some of them

ever know what pain is, until
they come to die, and even then they
do not have to bear it very long. And

yet they seem to be born to make the

hearts of their parents very glad whi
they live,—to win the love of every-

body about them, and then, after three

ws of this beautiful and happy

The reason why we come to feel that
they were born to die thus early, is, that
when we wateh them while living, and
still more when we sit down and think
over all their life,

hen they are gone,
we see that they have been a little too

bright, —a too thonghtful and

amiable and ving for this eold and

tronbled world, — that what they have
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said and done during their stay here, has
after all been more like heaven than
earth, and it was not meant that they

should

with us long We love

them, the more for the

they have lived,
and when they die it grieves us sorely,
and makes our hearts bleed with anguish:
But still 1 think it is pleasant to feel
that the kind and loving God can take
better care of them in that world, where
they have gone, than we could take of
them here,— that He can furnish better
teachers for them than we are, — moré
gentle and loving hands (o supply theis
wants, than even a mother’s hands could
1

be; —that He can open before them

scenes more br

t and joyous, — objects

to look upon greater and more wonders

ful than any which earth can show. For
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though our fair earth is benutiful with
its rising and setting suns, its moon and

stars, its flowers and singing birds, its
areen fields, woods, and mountaing yet
heaven is more beautiful by fur, and 1

know we ought not to wish the dear

awa

ones who have pas
sing and sorrows of our earthly state, to

that bright and peaceful home,—we

ought not to wish m back again.
Still, it is very havd, after we have
taken care of them for a few short years,

| have come to love them as we love

our own souls, to be so suddenly and

strangely parted from them. And es

pecially it is so, when an only child dies;

when there are mo other happy voices

of children to break the dreary silence

of the honse,— no other little feet to go

pattering through the rooms and up and
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down

e for all

many months

the ple
have been kept

As M

1 in demanc

al not

 the
to fill the sad and

daily 1

aching v

home and the heart.
I have had, ever since the dear Wgl™®
ter was born, a dim, strange féeling that

he was not to live, not because he seemegh

frail and weak, for though he hassat

times been sick, he was what would be

called a strony, robust boy ;

nd any ene
i
1ld think that his chanees for

looking upon him in his d

health,

of per

e better than those of most ¢hil-
Nevertl s it has all alon

gtrangely impressed wpon my mind that

een

he was to die, and T have often spoken
of this feeling to others, and sometimes

felt so sure of it, that T have
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almost wished the end might come, and

the trial be over, before my heart had

grown any closer to Lim g for I knew
when it came it would be a dreadful

plow. I cannot ex this feeling,

ave come upon

;1 suppose it nay I

me because all the dear little boys in the
families of my older sisters have died

before they were four years old, while

the girls,
all lived. Walter, at the time of his

death, had ten cousing, on my side, who

h ouly one exception, have

irls, but hig boy-cousins, four in

number, and one dear little girl, had

are

to the other world before him, and

rone

W there to meet and welcome him,

wmd a most precious little company of

chil-

cousins they are. Nome of the:

lied very young, that is, in early

dren
infancy, and none of them lived much




104

over four years They were all hriglt
and lovely children, and all
enough

parents

bands of s re they were taken

years ago, mourned for
little boys, the sweet and
the child of my sister, as
before. .1 had
been with him so much, that I seemed o
love
when he died, I felt for a long time that
I eould not be con

that it 1

mournetd

im with all a mother's love, and

. I suppese

been from this fact of

the death of all Walter's boy-cousing,

that 1 fear so strongly that

my « not live. Most af

th children

1 of the same dis-

ease — scarlet fever — that has emitten

so many of our New England households,
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and carried sudden and terrible sorrow

to so many homes and hearts. 1 knew

that there were many ways in which the
gear child might die besides this, but I
have always felt that if this dreadful
d

would be gone at once. Not that all

ase should come upon him, my hope

children who haye . this disease die.

Thousands and tens of tho nds of
them go throngh with it saflely, but it

has been so sure and fatal in our family

that I could have no courage to meet it

Such were my real feelings, through
all the years that the darling Walter was
gpared to us, and every year made him
more and more dear to us, and to all the
house. As he grew older, he was so

ready to do every thing that was

t, however it

proper and Ti

might go against his feelings and wishes,
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he had such kind and loving and win.

ning words and wy

s,— his mind was s
yous and hn]ml‘u],

ame to love him with ourwhole

clear and brig

that we

souls, though my love was always mine
gled with this trembling and feax,

But T must tell you some of the

pleasant things he s
lived. Tardly e was there a little
d life more than he. I§

was very easy to please him and make

id and did while he

boy who e

him happy, because his soul was 50 joy-
ful.
We had two dogs,— the name of one

was “Ponto,” and the name of the other

urk”  Little Walter thought very
much of these dogs, and it was his great
delight to carry them their breakfast
i and see them eat. But “ Ponta” wae
the largest and strongest, and Walter
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used to think that he some times got

more than hiz part. He liked “Turk?”
the best, and so because he thonght

« Ponto” was a great greedy fellow, he

re that his good dog

used to
«Turk” should not be cheated out of

yut should have his part,

the nice pieces
in spite of “Ponto.”

He had some beautiful® white rabbits,
that he loved very much indeed. * One
day this same Turk,” that Walter
thought was such a good dog, but who
was something of a rogue after all,
cancht and killed one of these rabbits.
Walter was sorry for the rabbit, and
gorry to lose him, but he could not bear
to think that “Turk” had been naughty,
and so he came to the kind and charita-
ble conclusion that his dog must have

W so, if any one said

been mistaken. A
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any thing to him on the subject, he used

to  answ Turk was mist

en; he
thought it was a ‘at” (rat).
He had a nice rocking-horse, and he

was called “Bucephalus”  That, you

know, was the name of the horse that

Alexander the Great used to ride upon,

and so his father told him to ecall hig

horse “Bucephalus” 1t was rather a
hard word for him to speak, and he used
to make funny work at first in trying to
say it. But this was his name; and &0
he always called him by it. This horse
he rode o great deal. Always before

getting on to him, he must have his

little cap on his head and lis whip in
his hand, and then he was prepared to

go off on erran or for other

for me,

members of the family. He would go

o the stove, or to the postoffice, or
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wherever we wanted to send. His mind
was full of pleasant fancies, and he
would often muke remarks that amused

as very much. One day when he was

riding, he stopt suddenly, and

«There is a dog barking at me, I must

get off and shoot him.” So he coolly

wot off from his horse, and took a s

3
and pointed it where the dog was sup-
posed to be, and then “ bang ” went the
gun, “There,” said he, “il 1 i

shot” Then he

ed his horse again, in the most serious

t up his gun, mount-

manner, and went on

riding as before.
One day a boy a little older than
himself came to see him, and he wanted
to ride Bueephalus” But when he
was on his back, he began to whip him
very hard, and to talk to him in a very

rough and noisy way, and Walter did
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not 1 this at all. e came to me and

told me that “that boy ought not to

whip Bucephalus so, for he was a good
horse” He himself always treated his

horse

cindly and gently, and i
troubled him greatly to think that any

» and abuse him, a8

This

horse and he were very great friends

one should v

though he were naughty and had

and so in his last sickness, when it wonld
seem as though he were too weak and
too full of pain and trouble to think of
such things, he used to look at the horse,
which was standing in the room where
he

to him, and eall him by his name.

was, and sometimes he would spealk

Only a few weeks before he died he
gtartled me one day with a question that

seemed to me v

'y strange for him {0
|

and which seems so now as 1 think
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He was at the time fresh from his

play, full of life and joy, the very pic-
ture of health. Plump, robust, and ae-

tive, it would seem if any child u

live, he might.
He came running to me, and said, —

¢ Mamma! what should you do if you

should lose me
“«0Oh!” gaid 1, “I should look all
round, in the house, out at the bam, out
in the garden, down in the fields, until 1
found youn.”
“No,” said he. “I mean what should

you do if you should lose me up in the

A strange fear came over me, and for
a moment I did not answer. Then I
said,

“ Walter! I should ery.”

“Then I would come right back to

you, mamma.”
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This m

it be the merest child-talk, it
is true, but I “kept all these s wyings and
pondered them in my heart.”

» now that his mind was {oo

I can

active and quick, and that he was fog
bright for his ‘age. During all the last

year of his life he committed to memory

hings which were read to him, with the

se, and some of the litile

greatest ¢

books which he had heard a fow times
he could say entirely through with

hardly a mis

ake, but he wanted the

book in his hand, and would turn over

the leaves at the right place, though he
could not tell one letter from another.
He had a little prayer which he used

night when he went to heds

One day his fatler rea
ter in the New

Lord’s Prayer in it, and told him, whea

to him the chap-

‘estament which has the
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to it, that it was the Lord’s

So he wanted to learn that too,

all

and very soon had it in his memor

right, so that he could repeat it f
fectl;
It is the fancy

and imitate every thing which they sce

of children often to try

anybody do, and so after he began to wo

to church, it was his delight to stand up
in a chair or on the sofa and preach a

sermon.  Sometimes he had me for a

hearer, or if' any little girl or boy came

to the house, he would preach them one

of his sermons, and he had a great many

thoughts like those which we hear in

I sermons, only they were brought

out in his own childish way.

It was wery charming to hear him

gs which he had

repeat the many thir
learned, because he did it with so much
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life and earnestness, and hardly ever made

a mistake. And there v

another thing
that made it very pleasant amd childlike.
He was not old enough to speak the
words distinetly as we speak them, and
go if a stranger did not know before-
hand what was said, he could hardly
understand a word ; but if he knew, or
if he had a book to look over, he could
see then that the dear little fellow had
it all right, though it gounded so odd and
and queer.

There

whom Walter alway:

as one member of our family

called by the name

of “Aunty” They were very good friends
indeed, and his dear “Aunty” mourns
his ith  al

Whenever Walter happened to find her

most as much as I do.

sitting alone in her chamber, he seemed

to think it was very lonely for her there,
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and many and many is the time that he
has gone to her kindly and asked her to
come and sit in his “nuttery,” as he

called it, and there y one chair that

she was always expected to it in, which
was there for her.

A few weeks before he died, his nurse,
whom he had had for a long time, went

away fo be married, so that

‘alter had
no one now whose particular business it
should be to take care of him, He had

been used to this kind of care so long

that he thought this state «

things

would never do in the wor

and he
wanted very much that we should get
him another nurse as soon as we could.
We did so, and as soon as she came he

took to her at onece,— told her wl

‘re

every thing was, that was needed for

him, and indeed he went throngh the
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t
childlike way, how to take care of him.

Oh! he

s of aching her, in his

whole proce

as the light and life of the

house.

He was taken sick on a Saturday, and
when the doctor came he could not tell
{

for a day or two we were in great doubt

er or not, and

whether it was scarlet

what was the matter with him. But it

proved to be that which 1 had alwa;
dreaded, and my heart sunk within me.
From the time the disease was fairly

upon him, it went on with its work of

destruction, and nothing which we could
do, or the doctors could do, seemed to
have the least power to stop it. But it
was most touching to see how patient he
was under all this, and how he tried to
do every thing just as we told him. His

thoughts and feelings were all so mild,
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gentle, and heaven-ike, that we could

not but feel that the hour of his death

and that he was ripen-

was drawing nigl

ing very fast for a her and purer life.

e that

It often happens in this di
the mind is strangely affected, so that

the thoughts wand But it did not

r.
seem to be so with him. Ie understood
all that was said to the last, and what-
ever he said, seemed to have a real
meaning.

A few

that he must soon go, I leaned over him,

urs before his death, T krew

and said to him, —

“Has Walter got a sweet

mamma 7"
I asked the question in this way, be
cause every morning when he was well,

and his nurse had dressed him, the first

thing he did was to come ruaning into
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my chamber, with¢the words on hig
lips, —

% Walter has

this

for mamm

When 1 asked him this question, he
was lying upon his side, and he made an
effort to turn his head, but was so weak
that he counld not. 1

v how it was,
and I said to him, —
“Wal

good bo;

needn't try, but Walter is a

I had hardly ever had to punish him
in his life in any way, except to tell him
if he did g0 he would not be a sood boy,
and when he did what pleased me, I

used to say to him, “Walter is a good
boy” And so he understood what T
meant, but at the same time he seemed
also to understand that he had not done
all that T had expecte

and hoped, and
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sick as he was, he kept this in his mind.
A few hours after, and just before hLe
died, he had, as is often the case, a few
moments of more ease and comfort and
brichtness. He called for me, and when

I went to him, he told me he had a

sweet kiss for me, and e sed me
twice, and told me he loved me, and
then sinking back he said, —

« Walter is a good boy now,” —

And Lhe

spoke. Knowing all his thoughts and

were the last words he

wavs, as I do, he could hardly have said

any thing in those last moments so sweet

and con o to me as those words,

I cannot think that the dear child

could have any ar idea of what dying
is, and yet it seems (o me that eyen
little children, just before they pass from

this world to the other, are in some way
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moved to say thi

1gs which do after

l“

heard of

have this meaning. I have
many little children who,

i heir 4l
in their dying
hours, have

what T eannot explain
in any other way. I have said that

Walter did not seem to be wandering
g

in his thoughts during his whole sicknes

and yet he said to me g little while be-
fore his death, and said it very distinetly,

at the same time p

ting upward with
hiz hand, —

“lam going up there; and T wisl

you
would go up with me”

These words, strange as it may seem,

were almost the same that

one of his
cot

ins had uttered in the dying hour.
I know that people who have never
seen or he

1 such thing

are apt to

think that these sayings are somehow

made wup.

But the two worlds come
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very mear together in the dying hour
and T myself have seen enough to know,

th

t words are spoken and things are
done at such times, which *we cannot
very well explain, but which neverthe-
less are true and wonderful

And so the dear Walter has gone from

ioht, and I shall never more see

my

him in this world, but T hope to see him
in that bright world where T trust and
believe he is now forever at rest. That
blessed Jesus is there, who was once a
little child upon the earth, and who
knows by his own experience, all the
thoughts and feelings of little children,

done for

and what they need to he
their comfort and peace,— that Jesus,

grown to be a man,

who when he wa
said. as in the beautiful verses which we

heard to-night,—
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“Let the Little ones come uato me”

And from his bright and beantiful home

above he says the same now ; and every
day, from- all parts of the earth, these
dear ones are

roing up to be with him,
in this heavenly home.
The morning of the day on which we

laid him in his little grave, was dark and

gloomy. Thick clouds hung over the

earth, and there were s

s of an ap-
proaching s

m. It seemed dismal to
carry the dear child to his last resting-
place on such a day as this promised to
be. Bit God was better to us than our
fears. As the hours passed on, the clouds
grew thin and be

n to scatter, and in
the afternoon, when we were making our
sad journey to Mt. Auburn, (he

broke out in his

sun
fulness, and the soft,
still, clear light covered the earth, as
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with a mantle of beauty It came to us

as a sign of quiet and watiful rest and

peace. It seemed to dispel, in a meas
ure, the darkness and gloom of our

minds, and light them up with hope and

expectation.
All that I have now of the dear boy,

d

this is a

is the precious memory of his life, stor

up forever in my own soul, and
oW

1all

treasure T prize above all price. I

ears before me 1 s

that in the weary

have longings for him, such as I can
neyer express; buf still, with my whole

soul I can feel and say, —

“*T i3 bette have laved and lost,
Than never to have loved at all”
I cannot tell you how sad and lonely

our house seems without him, and so it

must be for a long time to come.
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niss him when the flowers vom

In the parden whers he

him mbre by

Il miss

And they will speak wit

h a silent spoeen,
Of the %

ttle boy that die
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