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CONVERSATION THE FIRST, 

IN A LITTLE G A R D E N  CALLED T H E I R  O W X ,  

GEORGE, Look, Emily, look at this 
iyxu1tifuI shining insect, which has almost 
h i d  itself in this white rose, on your fa- 
vourite tree.-It is shaped very like those 
brownish chafers, which you desired me. 
t o  take nway from the gardener’s children 
yesterday, becaufc you  thought  they were 
pins to torment ancl hurt  them; but this 
is not so big, and is much prettier.-Sce 
what  little tassels it has on its horns;  thc 
wings shine  like some part of the pencock’s 
feathers. 

EMILY. It is very pretty-but indecd, 
George, X am ‘afraid it will fly away if 
you disturb it, I s h o ~ ~ l d  like to keep it 
in a h x ,  but only you know, Malnma 

V O L .  1. B says, 





CONVERSATIONS.  

the most beaLltifu1 of that species of in- 
sects, at least of those  that  inhabit  this 
country ; for in warm climates, where the 
colours qf insects are much brighter, 
there are creatures of the beetle sort, of 
which  the shards, or upper wings, and 
bodies, appcar  to  be studded with dia- 
monds, rubies, and emeralds. 

EMILY'. Mamma, may  we  take this 
chafer  and keep i t ?  George says he  could 
m a k e  a  box with holes for  air,  and WC 

could fced it  with rose leaves ! Would i t  
be wrong ? 

MRS. TALBOT. No-'-ut I da not 
think 7 ou would find so much satisfaction 
in it, as in letting your chafer enjoy his 
iibcrty, and wander from flower to flower, 
for thcyfeed on several sorts. You might 
have found them on those  beautifulguelder 
roscs, which you know were in bloom 
a1)oat LL fortnight since in the shrubbery, 
brrt tbc trecs  were  too high for you to sec 
thcnl crceping among the round white 
bunches of blossoms, which the servants, 

a52 and 





C O N V E R S A T I O N S .  

'qdG llflll 
i i r J l c  de* ---Why the chafer cannot be supposed to 

understat~d it. 
MRS. TALBOT. Certainly not; prose, 

or poetry, we know to be equally unin- ' 

telligible to an insect, as to a bird, 'P 
tree, or a flower, or  any  other animate, 
or inanimate bcing, that docs not possess 
speech  or rcason. But you rclnember  your 
brother  Edward recited an address, in  that 

poem 

trdla i t  R 

1: rcld [Q 

i clrscribce 

utw 
? yrW, 
@err style of verse called a sonnet, to a 
WïIVC,' '  nightingale, which was composed by 

Milton,  the first of English  poets.-And 
ay 'Kruily the $ghtingdle,  though called the poet 

of the woods," is not more qualified 
to 'understand  thesc addresses than ,  this ' 

shiniug  insect. Go, then,  bring me a 
pencil and a drawing card. . WC will 
sit down on this bank, undcr  the  laburn- 
um, and  you  shall write whilc I dictate, 
Emily, b y  this l m t r  to-morrow, will leam 
to repeat our littlc aclclrex+- 



'9
 



C O N V G R S A T I O N B .  

n \VIIITE EMILY. I don't know, Mamma, what 

MRS. TALBOT. That word is L I S U ~ I Y  
undcrstood to mean the outward  wings 
of beetles, and sclch insects, which  under 
them  have another pair of light filmy 
winp ,  that, wllcn they fly, are spread 
out ; bat  a t  other  times  are folded up un- 
der  their  hard case-like wings, so as not to 

shards are. 

i 

be perccived. 
GEORGE. T h e  word corselet I do not 

cluitc comprehend. 
MIM. TALBOT. That expression is ta- 

ken from the French word for  armour, 
which was worn to cover the body i n  
battle. 
GEORGE. I understand it now-and 

petnls, you  have told us, mean  the leaves 
of the flower itself, which  sho~lld be dis- 
tinguished  from  the  greenleaves  that grow 
on the  branches. 

MRS. TaLnoT. Well, then you will 
assist  your  little Etnily in learning this to- 
morrow.-But thecc is John crossing the 

B 4 gmlcrr 



garden with letters in his hand;  let 11s ga 
in to read them, 



-v 

C O N V E R S A T I O N S ,  

; k t  U8 go EMILY. Brotller, you need not evcngo 

so far, for I saw two or three in the window 
this  morning.  Here, I have foi,tlntl one 
a1rt:ndy.-It is a  very small one, with only 
two little black spots. 

MRS. TALBOT. There are a  great 
many sorts of them. Some IIW: more, 
and others less of these spots; some arc 

now and then I have seen thcm black, 
with red spots. In shape you see thesr. 
little insects resemble the chnfer we saw 

I I ~ C I C ’ B  i n  wingc,, spreads the gauze-like pinions un- 

nrp. very Lady-bird, we arc now going to read 
M r  q -  some verses about you, made, I S C P ~  

m c x h .  i n  the same mcas~~re,  as the nursery 
trc ILIUIC. lullaby, which I rcmembcr when I was 
urlrrlirrles D child, 

M’S lttttr 
1 1  B n i l y ,  

for piceca 
m OflCIl 

dpbirds, 

Ilfqw, alld clark red, others of a lighter red; and 

rimy nt yesterday.-Observe, he unfolds bis upper 

1111C511111C1 clcrncnth, and prepares to  fly. Farewell, 

TO 



X0 CONVERSATIOh’S. 

TO TIIE LADY-BIRD. 

Ou! Lady-hird,  Lady-bird,  why  dost  thou  ronm 
s o  far  from thy comrades, so distant [rom l~omc  ? 



C O X V E R S A T I O N S .  

ext rendy pretty.-Eut should I not  first 
be perfect irr those on the rose, which 
you desired me to write yesterday, after i 
hac1 dressed the flo\ver-glasses with those 
beautiful groupes of roses. 

Mrts. TALBOT. Perhaps you can already 
repeat them-try. 

EMILY. 

QIUEEN of fragrance,  lovely Rose, 
T h y  soft anci eillrcn leavcs disclose : 
T h e  winter's past, the tempcsts fly, 
Soft galesbrentlle  gently  through  thc sky; 
The  silver dcws and genial  showers 
Call forth  a  blooming  waste of flowers ; 
And lo ! thy beauties now unclose, 
Qecn of fragrance,  lovcly Rose ! 
Yet, nh ! how soon tha t  bloom is f lown,  
lSnw soon thy blushing chartns arc gone! 
To-dny t h y  crimson buds unveil, 
To-inorrow scatter'd in the gale. 
Ah ! l n ~ m l a  hlisa as swiftly  go^ 

And fades like  thee, thou lovely Rose. 





THE SNAIL. 

T o  grass, er I d ,  or fruit, or wall, 
The snail sticks fast, nor fears t o  fall, 
As if bc grew there, house or all 

together. 

Within tha t  house sccure Ile hidcs, 
When dangcr imminent betides 
Of  storm, or other harm besides, 

' of weather. 

Give bnt his horns thc slightert ~ O L I C I I ,  
H i s  self-collecting power is such, 
Kc shrinks into his housc w i t h  much 

displeasnrc. 

Whcre'cr he dwelIs, he d.rvclls'alone, 
Except hinlsclf has  chattels none, 
We11 satisfied to be hi5 owl1 

whole treasure. 

'I'lnls I-Iermit liItc h i s  life hc lends 
Alone, on  nimplc vitwds fccda, 
Nor ;{t his hu\mble banquet nceds 

attCIldaKl!. 

And tho' without socicty, 
Prc finds 'tis p leasa~~t :  to bc frce, 
And thnt IIC'B blest w h o  necd not be 

dependant. 

13 

I 





KVENING. 

& ~ L Y .  Mnmmn, I was extremely glad 
to  get away from t h a t  rudc boy-I hope 
h e  will not conle often here. 

MRS. TALBOT, Inclcecl, Emily, 1-shall 
not G 



not bclicve your brother wishes it. 
EMILY. I am sure I should  not love 

my brothers so wcll as I do, if they werc 
like this Mr. Sc:tmperville. H e  is so 
proud, and contradicts every body, and 
~ e e m s  to  think h ime l f  so grcat; ancl Le- 
sides, I never I1eard any  boy talk so about 
eating, and sauces, and gravy. 

MRS. TALBOT. He has bad x very bad 
education;  his  father and niother are 
people who live very fmhionably,  and 
have lcft h i m  entirely to the  chmec of n 
school, and the superintendancc of a person 
Lctwcen n servant ancl a tutor, w l ~ n  has 110 

wish bat to mnkc advantagc of the con.. 
fidcncc reposcd in him ; the boy is thcl 
ccho  and  mimic of the pcoplc hc secs, ant1 
will probably  becomc a n  ignorant dissi- 
pated n ~ n n  of fashion, who would l x  clc- 
spiscd if he was not rich; nntl will, likc 
many other such pcople, blazc for n day, 
and be fovgotten. But Ict u s  avail ourselves 
of this intcrvnl, to do at  least part of our 

avening 











C O X V E R S A T I O N S .  

GEORGE. No ; for they are not eausht 
-for that  purpose;  when  thc ponds are 
drawn they are often talten OUL of the wa- 
ter where they  are bred, to  be removed to 
oLher ponds  where  they  remain : my bro- 
ther and I were cmployed to  carry  them to 
these last; and our great pleasure was to 
put them i n  gently one b y  one, and ob- 
serve  how thcy sccn~ed to enjoy thelnselvcc 
as they were restored to  their 0 ~ 1 1  clement, 
and E W ~ ~ I  merrily away. 

I-~ARRY. O stupid work !-I should be 
wearied to death of such humdrtull amuse- 
ment. 

GEORGE. W C  are not; besides, m y  
 noth her often walks with us, and. tells us 
thc l ~ m c s  of different trees ancl flowers. 
She describes the inhabitants of the WW- 

ters, and the  birds  that live on the banks 
of rivers. There are alders and willows 
of different sorts grow on the edge of the 
stream, and sometimes the great grey 
hcron is secn watching  under t h c m  for 
fish, strctching otlt  his 1011s t w k  over the 

c 3  brii'lc. 
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money was gone, they found themselves 
useless beings in the world, and perhaps 
obliged to become dependant on those 
very persons who had art m c l  cunning 
enough to clleat them out or theIr pro- 
perty. 

I-IARRY, Really now Talbot, when I 
met you  last summer, you seemed to me 
to be ally thing rather  than a formal fellow, 
with such queer shopkeeping notions-No, 
I shall not be idle, I fancy, tho’ I don’t 
inl;end to fag, like a traclesmin, or grub 
like a parson at Greek ancl Hebrew books, 
which are of no use to B gentleman. 
W h e n  I am Sir Harry Seamperville, the 
first thing I shall do will be to have the 
bcststud i n  the  county. I’ll have a curricle 
too, and a tandem with Lloocl horses ; and 
1’11 have, Sir, such a pack of fox-hounds ; 
-hoicks, hoicks, my knowing ones; 1’11 
slmv them what  i t  is  to have right notions 
of all that sort of thing-Germain says, 1 
shall be quite the w r y  thing, the til>py. 
GEORGE, Fray who is Germain ? 

I-IARRP. 















!;:$jjj 
1 ' i  YOU a good  evening-I shall  not  like  to ,i!;;! 

' +  :!: give up my rowing p h  down the rivcr- 
,;;&,4j 
,.,"')!t" I dare say Germain is waiting  for me by 

,\pi; 

4.' ;g; , , , I  

this time-George, have you a mind for 

GEORGE. Thank you-bbt I I~nve not 

HARRY. Well ! good byc to yotl 

GEORGE. Farervell. I 

MRS. TALBOT, There he goes, the 
echo of insolent wealth arid unfeelillg 
prosperity-totally without  any sense of 
what he owes to others, and occupied 
only in gratifying himself. 

GEORGE. I am sure I shall not siek 
him again ; and I heartily  hope he \vil1 
not seek me. 

MRS. TALBOT. Byt as WC walk, wllicI1 
in your wet clothes must  not 'be slowly, 
tell me how it happened. 

GEORGE. Scamperville was boasting 
about his  courage in hunting, and dcscrib- 
inghow hcwould fearlessly ford theriver 011 

his 

, a little dash ? 

the least wish for. it. 

then. 



W 



C( specnlatitrns, exercise  suitablc to the viva- 
Cc city  natural  at  that  period of lifo-I would 
r c  have them taught to swim, not only tha t  
cc they  may be enabled to  extricatc thcm- 
cc selves fiom danger,  but  thnt  they may 
cc succoLlr others whose peril l m y  call 1 1 p 1  

'c their 11~1mtni ty .~~ 
I congratulate myself that you cat1 dis- 

tinguish between that uselcss hcadlong 
rashness,  which often hurries a joul1g 
person into danger i n  n fit of boasting, n n d  
that  real courage, which does not sl1ri11l~ 
from any peril  which  duty to n f c l l o ~  
creature  calls  upon h i m  to bravo; ancl if 
the  danger i n  this inst:mce had bec11 
greater, if I l ~ n d  cven been dcprivctl of 

y o 11 





bee, which w e  were going to begin ycstcr- 
day ? 

MRS. TALBOT. Only the abridgement, 
introductory to the little poem ; we shall 
have time for no more. 

EMILY. Apis mellitica, the common 
homy bce, is an insect of important use to 
mankind.-An hive  contains from 16,000 
to 20,000 becs, of which one only is a 
female; of the rest, some are drones, but 
the greater part of them are working bees. 
-On which Inst, the care of the you11g 
depend, as well as tfle making of honey, 
whicf~ they collcct from alnlost cvery 
flower, while bp a ditrcrent process, thcy 
form the wax of th:: pollen of Ilwuers, 
and build their hexagon cella so rctq1IarIy 
ancl neatly, t h a t  human  art cnnnot lnlitatc 
thenl.,-The eggs of the qwcn,  or l11c 
only fenxde bce, arc I d  i n  tllcsc, and 
cach is then filled wi th  honcy-tlley 11tlve 
the art of extracting the nectar frora aln~ost 
all plants, even those w l l i c b  to us appcar 

P 

tu 
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MRS. TALBOT. There are many other 
sorts of hces, you know; and  there  are 
other insects, such as wasps and hornets, 
that resemble then1 in living in societies, 
making very ingeniously the nests  where 
they raise their young; but in elegance 
of taste, and delicacy of manners, these 
are very  inferior. They live on fruit, 
ment, and cven on other insects.-’I’hc au- 
thor  who  writes under the name of Hector 
S’t. J o h ,  an American  farmer, relates, 
that in  America, i t  is very c o n m o n  to 
suspend ?n hornet’s nest in the  middle .of 
the ceiling of a room where the family 
live, that these insqcts may relieve them 
from the great nulnber of flies w i h  which 
the  houses arc infested, ancl that it is usual 
for the hornets to settle on  thc  faces of 
children, with no other intention than to 
carry m a y  the flics ; while the cbildrcn 
accustomed to them express 110 fear, and 
mvcr  are stung. These hornets,  and lheir 
near relations, the wasps, are great ellemies 
of tbc becs, not o d y  by itenling their honcy, 
_ .  h l :  

, ’  



but becnuse they kill thc  industrious la- 
bourcrs themsclvcs. In the vast woods of 
Armerica thcre  are wild bees, that make 
O preat quantities of honey in the hollows of 
trees, and the settlers and Indians are 
guided to these treasures by a bird, who 
knows where they are deposited.-There 
are m a n y  other particulars, which  at some 
!FLI~LIIT timc WC will collect. At present 
our business i6  with  the honey bee of our 
QWII country. 

lNVITATXON TO TIIE BEE. 

Cmr.n of patient industry, 
1,itLlc active busy bee, 
Thou  nrt out at c a r l ~ ~  morn, 
Just as the opening flo\vers are born, 
Among the green and grassy mcads 
~ ~ l l c r e  the cowslips hang their  heads ; 
Or by hedge-rows, while the detv 
(>litters on the harebell bloc.- 

Then on eager wing art flown, 
T o  thymy hillocks on the down ; 

" D 4 



But when the nlendows shall h mowll, 
And summer’s garlands  ovcrblown ; 
Tllen c u m  thou  little busy bee, 
And let thy  homestead be. with me, 
There, s!lcIter’d by thy straw-built hive, 
In  my  garden  thou sltalt live, 
And that garden shall supply 
Thy delicious alciltimy ; 
Thcri  for thee, in au t t~mn,  blows 
The Indian pink and latest rose, 
The n l i g ~ ~ i o ~ ~ e t t e  pcrfnmes the air, 
And stocks, vnfadinp flowcrs, are there. 



! 
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Yet fear not when the  tenlpests conle, 
And drive thee ta thy waxen home, 
T h a t  1 shall thcn n~ost  treacherously 
por thy honcy murder thee. 

Ah, 110 !-throughout the winter drear 
1’11 feed  thee, that another year 
?‘hou may’st rcnew thy  industry 
Among  tllc flowers, thon  littlc busy  bee. 
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CONVERSATION THE SECOND. , 

1 M R S .  TALBOT-GEOR&?.-EMILY. 



fiom the village boys a little time ago, 1 
put it  into  my handkerchief, and brought 
i t  home, meaning to let it  go ill tile 
copse. 

M R S .  TALBOT. Do so then, ancl un- 
promising as it appears for a subjcct of 
poetry, we will try if some thin^ cnnnot bc 
made of it, to encreasc our collcction of 
animals, as subjects of naturai llislory i n  
verse. 
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should man to whom his God has  given 
Reason, the brightest  ray of heaven, 
&light  to  hurt, in sensclcss mirth, 
Inferior  ani~uals !-md dare 
T o  use his power i n  waging war 
Against  his  brethren of the earth ? 





k a ,  I . C O N V E R S A T I O N S .  

. .  And the vulgur still believe, that hedge- 
hogs are  unlucky, and even more active- 
ly mischicvous-for, that they eat t he  
roots of the cor11 ; s w k  the cows, ca\uing 
their uclders to ulcerate; and nlany o t l w  
misdemeanors are laid to the charge of 
this poor little ugly beast; who, being 



$0 

which you bade me put  into a box, are  not 
yethatched.-Tt will be solong befim  they 
become butterflies, that I shall not have 
patience to watch them. 
GEORGE. If my mother does not’ dis- 

like it, T will search for  some of these 
insects i n  a more advanced state; that is 
when they  are  become chrysalis’s-which 
is their intermediate form between the 
caterpillar and  the butterfly. M y  book 
says they are to be found at all times of 
the year. 

MRS. TALBOT. And a very IilteJy 
place is the old room at thc cnd of the 
green-house; I have  hardly ever failecl 
to meet with several sorts there-and as 
early as last March, I found one of the 
most beautiful  and  delicate of English 
butterflies. Probably, the next night’s 
frost killed it, for on the following day 
I C O L J ~ ~  not find it-and if it had got 
out, it would have found no flowers to 
feed on, for the  weather  afterwards be- 
Came very severe. However, there is a 

CIONVERSATIONS. 

yellow 





$2 C O i V E R S A T I & R % .  

GEORGE. But, mothei; though yoL1 dfd 
not like tn destroy the butterflies you 
speak of, you might have found in them' 
good objects for 'our poetry. 
MRS. TALBOT. It is dificult, George, 

i o  say any thing that is not mere coln- 
mon place on so obvious 2nd hackneyed B 

subject; but open the drawer i n  my 
chiffonier, and take out my book ; I have 

just recollected a few stanzas to the but- 
terfly, called Rhamni, which makes its 
appearance early in March. 

Trusting  the first warm day of spring, 
When transient  sunshinc warn16 the sky, 
Light on his yellow spotted wing 
Comes forth thc earl7 butterfly. 

With  wavering flight, he settles now 
Where pilewort spreads its h l o s s o ~ ~ ~ s  fair, 
Or on the grass wherc daisies blow, 
Pausing, he rests his  pinions  there. 

Yct 
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finding- another  glow-worm, since the 
turkeys or  guinea-fowl certainly dcvourcd 
those you so carefully placed on the Iawp 
the other  night ; and these shining crea- 
tures will not appcar above a week or ten 
days longer. Come, George, wiI1 you 
not accompany u s  ? 

GEORGE. As soon, Mother, its I have 
written out c c  thc Moth” fair in m y  
book ; I have already finished Emily’s. 

MRS, TALBOT. Kasten then, dcar bop, 
-and we will go down the srceri lane 
which leads to the  woodland^. I t  was 
there that Emily and I found several 
glow-worms a few nights àgo; and as 
we brought them home on thc leaves und 
blades of grass, Emily would hardlv bc 
persuaded that they were by day-light!very 

%]Y 

c 
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ugly insects, without either h t r e  or beauty 
of shape. 

EMILY. Incleed, Mamma, the sonnet 
you taught w e  was quite c1iscowaging.- 
Here, however, is a glow-worm, and 
here comes my dear George to help me 
collect two or three to take home. 

GEORGE. I don’t remember the son- 
net, Emily, what is i t ?  

IF on some balmy  breathing night of Spring, 
The llnppy child, t o  whom the world is new, 
Paraues the evetling moth of mealy wing, 
Or from the heath flower beats the  sparkling dew, 
I-IC sees, befnre his inexperienc’d eyes, 
The  brilliant: glow-worm  like B metcor  shine 
On t& ,turf bank ; anwz’d and pleas’d he crics, 
I ‘  Stnr of the dewy  grasa, I malte thec mine!)’ 
Thcn, c’er hc sleeps, collects the moisten’d flower, 
And bids soft leaves his glitteriog prize enfold, . 
And  dreams that fairy h n p s  illllme his bO%VCr, 
Yet  with thc  morning shudders to behold 
1.h lucid treasure, rayless as t h e  dust. 
s o  turns the workVs bright joya to c013 and blank 

BblI LE’. 
disgust, 





CONVEBSATXONS, 

An intelligen~ travcller relates, that some 
Moorish ladies having  been  made  prison- 
ers by the Genoese, lived in  an  hotm near 
G ~ L I O ~  till they could be exchanged ; and' 
on  sceing some of the lucciola, or flying 
glow-worms, darting  about in the evening 
ill the  garden  near  them, they caused the 
tvindows to be  shut in a great alarm, from 
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în whatever line of 1ifc we  we placccl ; alld 
that persons \v110 trifle away their time i n  
waiting for fortunatc days, will probably 
bc unfortmlate in proportion as thcy are 
idle and foolish. 

GEORGE. Brit, Mother, I want to hear 
morc of thcsc lanthorn or fire Aies. 

Mns. TALBOT. I have no boolts at 
I~ancl, George, that cnable n x  to give you 
correct  information o11 this subject;  but I 
\vi11 write to n fricnd, w h o  has a grcnt 
collection of natural  history, to send me 
such books as  may hclp you in  your cn- 
quiry-Perhaps we may inform ourseIves 
on this subject. 

GEORGE, I was reading i n  some voyage, 
that the sca is sometimes all bright with 
lighl:, sonlctliug likc that af the glow- 
worm, and that it was supposed to be 
occasioncd by sca insccts. 

MRS. TALDOT. Many diffcrent opi- 
l ions have nriscn as to that  appearance. 
Some have , thought the light owing, RS 

you say, to scn inwes, and others to n 
degree 
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try. There, planted in a swampy soil, 
brought  from  heaths and moors, are the 
beautiful productions of North Am,erica; 
in another  spot of compost  earth are Al- 
pine plants; and on that  artificial rock 
those that flourish 011 dry and stony,places, 
where little else will vegetate. Can any 
thing exceed in Iovcliness those orange 
trees, bearing at  once  the  most  fragrallt 
flowers, and fruit in every stage, from the 
first falling of the blossom to the  goldell 
orange in  its  utmost  perfection? These 
myrtles too, aspiring like cypresses to the 
top of the conseriratory, are delightfu~. 

GEOnGE. And that beautiful tree  which 
seems to bear white lilies, wBnt is it ? 

MRS. TALBOT. The datura  arlorca, or 
tree strammonium, which  is a native of 
Peru and Mexico, and is of the same spc- 
cies as the datura, or thorn apple; a plant 
common enough in lanes, and among 
rubbish by the sides of roads, and which 
is of so poisonous a nature, that village 

childrcn 
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children  have  sometiilcs been  destroyed 
by eating the  fruit it bears. 

EMILY. Oh Maunma! how I should 
like to have  such a phcc as this to walk 
in ! when abroad i t  is cold, and wet, and 
comfortless, when there are no leaves on 
the trees, no flowers in the fields.- 

MRS. TALBOT. Yct it so happens, 
that many of those who have these envia- 
ble luxuries have n o  taste for them ; and 
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' a garret has a few sprigs of mint or ange- 
lica, faintly attempting  to vegetate in his 
wretched  abode in some narrow alley, 
where i t  is hardly possible to breathe:; 
while the  aery fine lady, whrn she gives a 
splenclid fetc in town, goes to au immcnse 
expence to orlla~nent her  rooms in the 
nlidcìle of winter with lilacs, syringns, ancl 

-roses ; and winds hcr festoons of colotl~ed 
lamps round o r a ~ ~ g e  tree's and Inurcls. 
GEORGE. I have buin in t h  stove, 

Mother, but I could not  main there 
long, it is so extremely hot and sultry, 
The prdcner has shewn me cofcc, cocon, 
ant1 the bread fruit tree-thc sugar cane, 
indigo, and ginger-Will you not go for 
a moment ? 

MRS. TALBOT. Yes, and I an1 very glad 
you have seen these plants, as t h y  give 
you a much clearer idea of those proclac- 
tions thus growing, than can bc collveyed 
by any description, 

GEORGE. W a s  it not  the bread fiuit 
which the Indian from thc S a ~ ~ t l l  sc,a 

jdnnds 



' islallds was so affectcd by, when be  saw 
i,, i t   in  the King's garden at Paris ; because 
l, , 

i t  brought  to  his menlory his clear natirc 

Mns.  TALBOT. I am  not sure : nor do 
't ', I now recollect whether the Abbé de Lille, 

. country ? 

J 

who has so happily introdtlced the circual- 
stance into his Poem des Jardins, has told 
us wlmt tree it was. \Ve 'must not forget 
to look for the pawage, when we return 
11o111c. 

EMILY. Mamma, I touched a very 
light prctty' plant that is like a n  acacia, 
only much  smaller and with finer leaves, 
ancl instantly i t  withered away. 
GEORGE. I c o d d  have told you wvhat; 

that is-It is tbe sensitive plnnt-I saw 
them, you know, Mamma, at  a nursery 

MRS. TALBOT. And pcrbaps you' may 
remember that I then told you, it  is called 
the cnlblcm of excessive sensibility ; and 
a great many fine things have Seen said of 
persons whose delicate nerves malte  then] 

F 3  resemblc 

~~l'clcncr's. 



fall, and fold over each other. Your aunt 
compared this singular specics of the m i -  
mosa, to persons who yield to a n  excess 
of sensibility, or what is termecl so ; which 
arises much oftener t h m  is generally ima- 
gined, from their  having too much feeling 
for tlmnscIves, and too little  for otl~ers, 
While we sit in this recess, and recover . 
ourselves from the faintness occasioned by 
the heat of the stove, I will endeavour to 
recollect and repdat the lines she ndtlrcsscd 
t0 



h
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.bitant of the Alps,  becomes torpid in cold 
weather,  and  rolling himself into a ball 
wl-\ich has hardly any 'appearance of life, 
be remains snug within his nest, till the 
first warm clay calls him  out  to nibble a 
little o€ 1l;s winter store ; but thc chill 
winds of evening again congeal his bloocl, 
ancl he sleeps soundly. This  little c'reature 
is not classed with the con~mon rat or 
n~ouse, but with  the  1mrmot, squirrcl and 
hare, Of thcse the marmot inhabits the 
highest Alps, where trees will not gro\v, 
and forms  little societies of fourteen or 
twenty, feeding on roots, grass, ancl such 
plants as grow on those bleak summits. 
'rky mabc burrows,  solnethillg like those 
of rabbits,  and  line them vcty inclustriously 
with moss and driccl grass. They go into 
these  retrcats as soon as the first frosts set 
in,  and sleep wi th  great pcrseveraace till 
March. They are easily tamed ; but arc 
in  winter so much disposed to sleep, tha t  
even in a warn1 room they are l m d l y  kept 
awake.-So much for the warmot; and 

whcn 
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to your collection of minor poetry,%k has 
jus t  occurrecl to me, that I have 
quatrains on the imprisonment of a dor- 
mouse, written  some yeaw ago by your i 
aunt, which, as soon as #?Piw I lave rested B i 
little after our Iong walk, I will tky to find 
i n  a book, where several of our poetical at- 
tempts in former days are insertccl. - - 

. m  

SLEEP 011, sleep on, paar cnptivo nIausc, 
011 deep ! unconacious of the fate 
'I'hat ruthless spoil'd thy coscyr house, 
Aud tore thee from thy  nwtc. 

,* Coscy, a Scottieh cxpression for snug;. 
What 
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i Warm is the lodging, soft the bed, 

f T h y  little mistress will prepare ; 
By her kind hands; thou shalt be fed, 
And dainties be thy fare. 

But  neither  men  nor nlice forget 

'i7 

Their x ~ a t i w  home, wvhere'er they he, 
And fondly thou wilt still regret 
l ' h y  wild woods, loves, and liberty! 

CON- 

ì 
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woclld 11ave.served the little rascal rigl~t, if 
they hacl killed him on the spot, for  what 
business  had he in the  way ? But fariner 

declared, that the horses  were so violent, 
and unmanageable, that one of then] flew 
ont of the road and ltnocked thc poor Loy 
clown, and i t  was itnpossibk for h i m  to 
get out of the  yay before the  wheel  ncarly 
tore his leg off. 

MRS. TALBOT. And i t  i s  thus,  thnt 
voung men, who aspire to be thot1gbt 
spirited  and fashionable, trifle with the 

4 lives of others, while they  hazard  their 
own ?--But what an aggravation, thr ts ta 
add cruelty to fad-hardiness !-Go, 111y 

dear, and send Margaret down to the cot- 
tage of these poor old peoplc-or 11crhnps 
you would like  to go yourself. 

,' 
'&fi I Dewsberry, mho saw the whole business, 

1 

\ 

GEORGE. Ye;, X shall go quiclter. 
MRS. TALBOT. Give thcm this piccc of 

money.-Tell them they slmll not be under 
the necessity of ápplying to the parish to 
pay the apothecary, as I dare sny tllnt is 

o n c 
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one of their  apprehensions;  but ,we will 
' takc care of that;  and in my walk this 

evening I will call upon them. 
GEORGE. Poor creatures ! that will 

conifwt. them-bat indeed, Mother, I 
think  some  one  ought to apply to the  men 
wl~o did this mischicf, to make poor Jack 
some amends. 

MRS. TALBOT. If they CIO not break 
their own ncclts bcfore night, which is 
highly  probable, and which would not be 
l ~ a l f  so grcat a loss to socicty as that of 
one honest Inbourcr, who supports his 
children w i [ h  difficulty by the utmost ex- 
ertion of his strength ; they will probably 
forget after a ninc o'clock dinner, ancl, 
sitting up  the rest of the  night n t  the gam- 
ing-the,   that  sncll an accident 11appened. 
Or  if t h y  could be brought to  remenlber 
it, they arc much more IiIcely to resent au 
applicatiou  to thcir justice and humanity, 
t h n  to listen to it, So we will do for 
poor Jack as wcll as WC can ; and while 
you hastcn to tell him so, Emily and I 

wil l  



as much feeling as they have ? 
MRS. TALBOT. They never thidc  about 

poor people at 311. They  were  probably 
brought up with every luxury  about  them, 
and how others fared they were  never 
taught to consider. Self gratification is 
their  governing principlc, and wldd  they 
fly about from one  place  to  another i n  
search of pleasure, the wants and woes of 
the humble class of society, without whose 
toil these flashing  men could not exist, 
are wholly overlooked. I do not  n ~ a n  
however to say, that i t  is  the case w i t h  011 
young  men of fortune;  but I fear there 
are too many of this  anfeeling disposition, 
and that  it is a disposition that is rather 

gaining 

'I 
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gaining ground.' However, since we c m  
do but little, Emily, to amend them, let 
US endeavour to corrcct our own faults; 
and we shall seldom want employment, if 
w e  candidly examine onrselves. And now 
while George is gone to poor Jack, let 11s 
read these two little poems OII two favou- 
rite  early flowers. The first I wrote, k I 
11owrecollcct, when, after having been some 
time i n  town, I went in  Spring to pass a 
few days at a place, where in my early 
ycnrs I had lived freqi1cntly for two or 
thrcc months at a time, with some young 
people of nearly my own ige. We had 
madc gardcns of our own, as you and your 
brothers and sisters do ?IOW, and,planted 
several flowers. After a long abscnce, 
I (mec morc revisited the spot ; i t  had been 
collverted into 'a yard to dry the houschold 
lillen; yet among the grass with which 
our former parterres was now covered, and 
llotwithstanclirlg the frcqnent inroads of 
,pattens ancl bucking baskets, 8 few of O W  

fornler 



wl~itening the ground  with its elegant 
drooping blosso~n, It is S L I P ~ O S C ~  that 
the roots, if boiled and treated lilcc those 
of  .the orchia of whicl~ saloo,p is marlc, 
tiroald be equally nutritir& ; ,but a t  p c -  
sent its greatest merit seems to be in its 
delicate w1lite petals, those with,in being 
ekgantly veined with grceu; and its early 
ap,pearance as the aclvlznccd guard, if I 
may use a military expressioa, .of the love- 
liest productions of nature,, and as an- 
nouncing, though yet at .a distance, the 
approach of the loveliest season of the 
year. 
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MRS. TALBOT. The next, 
also addressed to a flower, is not 
my own.  Indeed some of the 
entirely  taken from a little poem, 

which is 
altogcther 
lines are 
I believe 

written  by Mr. Gifford, a d  I adapted 
them to my purpose, which was for  yow 
sister to learn ;. but I left  the  book in town, 
2nd forgot that solne of these wcre written 
in it, till George's taste for rhyme, and the 
facilitywithwbich youboth learn  any  thing 
written' in measure, made me recollect it 
was among the last papers and  manuscripts 
that, were sent me from thence, 

VIOLETS. 

EMILY. 

SWEET Violets ! from your humble beds . 
Among the moss, beneath the thorn, 
You rear your unprotected heads, 
And brave the cold  and chenrless nmrn 
Of early March ; not yet are past 
The wintry cloud, the sullen blast, 
Which, when your fragrant buds shall blow, 
M a y  lay thole purple beauties law. 

Ah 
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,Ah etay awhile, till warmer showers 
And brighter suns shell chew the day; 
Sweet Violets stay, till hardier flowers 
Prepare to n ~ e e t  the lovely May. 
Then from your mossy shelter come, 
h d  rival every richer bloom; 
For though thcir coloorr. gayer shine, 
Their odours do not cqud thioc. 

And t1ms r c d  merit still nny dare Co vie, 
Wit11 311 thnt mealth bestows, or pageant hcraldrp. 

Mns, ‘FALBOT. And here cornes your 

Gnoncrs. The boy is ensicr, Mothcr, 
nnt l  thc poor old people, comforted by pour 
kindness, haw ceased to Iament them- 

fered to drive up  thcil; cow, and d o  st~cll 
things as thc old man uscd to be assistcd 
in  by  his grandson, 

MRS. TALBOT. EIow little do thase 
who live in  luxury, whose cvcry want  is 
providccl for ancl evcry wish prevented, 
know or comprehend of thc difficulties 

VOL. I.. 13 with 

brothcr fiom his chari!:hlc n~isuiou. 

selves. Some of the nc;ghbollrs hnvc of- 



jaded, to put themselves in  the  placc of a 
felluow being, who rises from his flock bed 
before the sun, to work a!l day, and hag 
nothing perhaps but bread for himself and 
his children, and  not always enough of 
that, It is not possible for  thc  formcr of 
these men to conceive, of what importance 
a sbilling is to the latter; and how happy 
the industrious poor man woultl think  him- 
self, to receive in  the course of an who3c 
year as lnuch as is, in a single journey of 
wYhim, expended by the idle  rich out, 

who perhaps yawns all the way, and 
when he arrives at the place he has hur- 
ried to reach, wonders why he carne at d l ,  
and scampers back again. And yet so 
little reni happiness docs this unmeaning 

W l S k  
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waste of money and time, bring to those 
who practise it, that if the fact could be 
ascertained, I am very sure the infirm Ia- 
bourer Thomas I-Iartlhnm, who is olcl.and 
]amo, and poor, ancl who bas lost his 
chiIdren, and met with n great n ~ a m y  mis- 
fortmcs; is R much happier being, t l ~ ~ r  



1 O0 C O N V E R S A T I O N Y ,  

kinder is God to  his  creatures  than they 
are to each other !"-Have YOU remarked 
nothing new, George, in your walks these 
last days ? 

GEORGE. Yes-I sat down on a dry 
bank behind I-Iardham's cottage &arden, 
while I waited to hear  what  Mr.  Grant, 
the Apothecary, who called llpoll Jack n 
second titne, thought of him. And as I 
remained there, I saw two of those large 
bees, which we call hutrlbk becs, go into 
a small hole in  the ground. They seemed 
to unload themselves just as the honey 
bees do;  for one of them came out again 
while I remaincd there, withont  that yel- 
low meally substance on his  thighs  which 
I saw when he went in, and which I sup- 
pose is the mater id  with  which thc cells 
arc n~nde;  and rhcrefore I thought these 
humble becs n~ight have i n  sotnc hollow 
place in the bank, a sort  of, hive or storc, 
and that thcy  were wise to hide it from  the 
robbery of man,  Have thcy any such 
contrivance ? 

MRS. 
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Mils. TALBOT. I think there are se- 
veral sorts of what we call humblc bees. 
T h c  apis terrestris or earth bee, and the 
apis nemormn or wood bee, and sotne .~ 
others ; but  those two are, I believe, the 
commonest sorts, and the first is what you 
saw go into his subterraueous  house. As 
they appear as busy as the con1mon honey 
bec, and to collect the nectar and  the pol- 
le11 of flowers i n  the same manner, it is 
probable that  their habits are nearly the 
same;  yct I ncver rccollect having heard 
that their hoards of honey had been dis- 
covered i n  digging into banks, or those 
places which  they are known to frequent. 
And it  was on  the supposition that they 
Were not e jud ly  provicknt with their con- 
geners  the honey bee, that, as a lesson of 
industry and forecast, the verses wcre 
composed  which I am going to repeat. 
‘P11ey were written for a little girl, who 
had expressed great curiosity on this sub- 
ject. After all, however,’ it  is probable 
that n’y lnornl is given at the expence of 

13 3 the 
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But you, no doubt, h w c  wisely thought, 
These joys may be too  dearly  bought, 
And will not unprepar'd be caught , 

'CSThen Summer's past. 

For soon will  fly  the  laughing hours, 
And this  delightful maste of flowers 

.%las ! who tlrcn will lend you aid, 
If your dry cell bc yet unmade, 
 or of wnx and honey laid 

In magazinc ? 

By cold and hungcr lcecn oppress'd, 
say, will  your yellow velvet vest, 
Or thc fur tippet on your Lrcnst, 

Shield p a  from  frost ? 
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And the hard $cason braving there, 
On Spring's warm gales you will repair, 
Elate thro' chrystal fields of air, 

T o  bliss again ! 

And now to dinner, and then we will 

SECOND PART. 

N R S .  TALBOT-GEORGE-EMILY, 

A FOREST, A N D  W A L K  IIOME. 

MRS. TALBOT. Now, aftcr  our repast, 
we will rslnble into  the forest.-There is 
no scene more pleating to me than these 
cxtensivc woods, and  none  that  are less 
fiequently enjoyed in England. 
GEOBQE. If he  hac1 not bcen rccordcd 

as a robber, as well as an  inhabitant of the 
TVOOC~S, I have often thought,  Mother, 
that I shoald have liked to have lived 

w i t h  
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with Robin I-Ioocl, aud his followers, in 
Sherwood forcst. 

MRS. TALBOT. And I remember, 
Gcorgc, when I was a girl, havins 811 
equal clclight  in wandering abont woocls 
and copscs, but particularly among those 
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GEORGE. Did you reaIly believe then, 
that such persons  existed ? 

MRS. TALBOT. No--I certainly  kncm 
they did not, yet a great deal of desultory 
reading, and R lively imagination, without 
haviilg any friend who knew how to direct 





GEORGE. And there were snakes, I re- 

M R S .  TALBOT. Snakes of great size 
are  found  both in Africa, and America.- 
In the latter  you know is the formidable 
rattle-snake, whose\ bite is SO fatal-but 
they do not  attack  man, unless trod upon, 
or otherwise provoked ; when they move, 
the  horny rings in  their tails, falling over 
each  other, make a ltincl of' tinkling sound, 
which gives notice of their approach ; 
but the rattle-snake is, you know, soid 
to possess the power of fascination ; so 
that if a bird, a mouse, or  squirrcl, once 
sees the creatura fix his eyes upon it, tbe 
wretched animal, perfectly conscious of the 
fatal attraction, cannot escape, but as if 
bewitched, it is impeJled to approach  its 

ellcnly, 

member. 
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enemy, and  it colncs nearer and nearer, 
still uttering cries of distress and terror, 
till the jaws of the  monster close upon it. 
II: has sometimes seemed to me, that 
there are people exactly in the case of the 
animal, thus fascinated by the rattle- 
snake. How often does one see that a fatal 
impulsc,  contrary  to reason and common 
sense,  seems i o  despite of both to drag 
away  some  unhappy person to their de- 
struction; and tho'  they  arc told, and * 

really feel themselves, that they  are  plung- 
ing  into  ruin, yet nothing  can  stop  their 
headlong course  till that ruin overwheln1s 
th em. 

GEORGE,. But is it  true that the rattle- 
:;tlalcc has this  power? 

MRS. TALBOT. I t  has been averred so 
repeatedly, that notwithstanding travellers 
are a little  too  apt  to exceed, or misrepre- 
sent  the  trnth  in  their relati.ons, one must 
believe it to be true;  and  the  ancient fa- 
bII2 of the basilisk that killed with its eyes, 
seems to have originated in an opinion 

that 
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that an animal possessing this  power ac- 

terrified, Mamma, if we were to  hear in 
this wood a noise wsembling that  which 
the rattle-snake maltes. 
GEORGE. But that, you Itnow, Emily, 

is impossible, for thcrç arc no  rattle- 
snakes in England, and no snaltcs here 
hurt  at all. 

EMILY. 1 am sure I would not trust 
thew though, for I saw a frigbtfnl one the 
other day, just hy the  cucun~ber bed ; and 
I ran away as fast as I possibly could. 

M R S .  TALBOT. And what clic1 t h  snake 
do ? 

EMILY. It rail away too, I bclicvc, for 
I looked behind me, h ing  rather afraid 
it would bave pursucrl me;  but I saw 
it  malting its way towards th s  hot  
beds, quicker than I ran  to the honsc. 
The gardener said, when I told h i m  how 
i t  hacl frightcncd me, that  hr had killcd 

another 
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EMTLV. Indeed the Indian girl sbonld 
not chuse a pattern for me, if she preferred 
the colours of a snake to those of beautiful 
flowers, or to the colours of the butterflies. 
But pray, Mamma, tell me-what is that 
ioud shrill noise? I often used to hear it 
last Summer, but never when I happened 
to be walking with you; and I could not 
describe it so as to get any one to tell me 
what creature made it.-List.ea, I hcar i t  
now ! 

MRS. TALBOT. You mean the. chirp- 
ing or song of the field cricket-or perhaps 
of sonle of the  various sorts of grasshoppers 
thnt now are heard in rnauy places, form- 
ing  but a poor substitute, honrevcr, for the 
birds, many of which, SOOQ after Midsum- 
mer, cease to sing. 

EMILY. Yet I like to hear those cric- 
kcts and grasshoppers, the sound, is so 
Swzmerish, if 1 may use the expression. 

G E O R G ~ .  There i s  another  sort too, B 

great dcal larger than either field crickets 
or grms11oppcrs, that make a sort of shrill 

P O L .  'I. T noisc, 
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leaves a t  a very early period of the Italian 
Summer. 

To this.family the grilli and cicada, also 
belongs the locust;  which has covered 
whole countries as with a cloud, and car- 
ricd famine and desolation with it where- 
ever their terrific hosts have settled, eating 
up every grcen leaf and blade of grass, and 
even thc thatch of thc houses, and every 
vegetable silbstance they alighted upon. 
ßut forttmately they never find their way 
to these northern regions. -And see, 
George, hcre is another insect, which in 
this couutry is only of very trifling incon- 
vcnience to the husbandman or the gar- 
dener, but  in  son~c parts of thc world is 
so clcstructivc, as to inflict ruin on those 
whose property it scizcs upon-I mean the 
aut. Look at that  brown hillock under 
t\je trees--it  ems all alive and i n  motion. 
It is fornlcd by thc horsc or wood ant, one 
of t h e  largest of :7 numerous spccieq, sonle 
of  which aro as industrious, though less 
nscfd than bees. Eut in the Wcst Indies 

1 8  6 U C h  
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such immense  swarms of the bhck ant 

for many  miles seemed to move : they too 
devour every thing in. th.eir way, eating 
not only vegetable but animal  substances ; 
and they  are said, sometimes t o  have de- 
stroyed the helpless negro children, whon1 

have  sometimes appeared, that the ground 

their  unfortunate,mothers have left on the 
ground  while they worked.-But we have 
wandered from  ow former  subject. I 
meant, George, to have asked, if you do 
not recollect Cowley’s t.ranslation of Ana- 
creon’s Grasshopper, which, as I thought 
him too much of an Epicureau to be re- 
spectable, I altered a little before you 
learned it. 

GEORGE. I am  not sure  that I remcm- 
ber it, but I will try. 

THE G1ZAS’SI-IOFI’ER. 

HAPPY insect, what c m  &e 
In happiness comparld t o  thee, 
F8d with nourishment divine, ’ 

The ,dewy nloming’a dlrJ sta1 winc ; 
Por 



For Nature waits upon thee still, 
And  thy  verdant cup doth fill. 
All the fields  which  thou dost see, 
All the  plants belong to  thee; 
All that  Summer S U ~ S  produce 
Are, blest insect! for thy use: 
While dly feast doth not destroy 

, The verdure  thou dost thus enjoy, 
But the blythe  shepherd hailerh thee, 
Singing as musical as he ; 
And peasants love thy voice to hear, 
Prophet of  the  ripening year. 
To thee of all  things upon earth, c 

Life is no  longer  than  thy mirth. 
h e c t  truly blest ! for thou 
Dost  neither age nor winter know; 
Bot,  when thou hast danc’d and sue .. 
T h y  fill, the flowers and leaves among, 
Sated with  thy  Summer feast 
Thou retir’st to endless rest. 

EMILY. But, Mamma, I: want to know 
what  use  these  creatures  are of; for both 
the  insects  we  have been talking of seem in, 
some places to  do a great clml of harm,  and 
I don’t  understand that they do any good. 

MRS, TALBOT. Certainly  they are of 
WSC, for they afford food to a great number 

J 3  of 
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wantonness, using a short  stick loadcd at 
each encl, which-thrown with great  force 
among the boughs, often bring  these  pretty 
lively creatures  bleeding to  the  ground. 
Sometimes too an idle, sportsman, who 
has perhaps been disappointed of his game, 
fires his gun  among them, and  brings two 
or three ~ O W I I ,  maimed or dead, from 
their happy domicile  above him. 

EMILY. H o w  extremely barbarous !- 
If I had  brothers  who were so cruel out of 
mere wantonness, I ani sure I couIc1 not 
lovc them. I should think they would 
torment  me  just the same if they could. 
GEORGE. Well but, Emily, you don't 

consider, that if none of the creaturcs we 
see about us were ever to be destroyed, we 
should ourselves be devoured by them, nnd 
even the least of them  might CIO a great 
deal of mischief. 

EMILY. Yes, but  it is one thing to 
kill them. for food or in defence of our 
property, aild another, you know, Mam- 
ma, to kill them or malre them suffer i n  

sport, 



- 
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sport, Remember the lines in Cowper 
&ch we wrote out. 

MRS. TALBOT. Well, supposc, since 
there is reason here .on Loth sides, which 
vcry rarely bappens in an argument, that 
WC add to our reason a little rhyme, and 
try what WC can say of the  squirreI in 
verse, as we walk home; for it grows late. 

Hie winter food is stor’d : 
TBC 

i .  
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T h e  cope besct. with  many a scale, 
The chesnut  in  its coat of mail, 

Or nuts  complete his hoard. 

Aud of wise prcsciencc tllus possess'd, 
He near  it  rears his airy nest, 

With  twigs and moss cntwin'd, 
An& gives  its roof a conic f u n n ,  
Where safely shelter'd  from the  storm 

He braves ths  rain  and  wind. 

Though  plumelcs, he can dart awuy, 
Swift as thc woodpcckcr or jay, 

His sportive mate  to  woo : 
His dummer food is bcrriee wild, 
And lnst yrar's a;or~l cups arc fill'd 

Por him with ~ p ~ ~ r l d i ~ ~ ~  dew. 

Soft is his shining  auburn coat, 

As ermine white his downy  throat,, 

With  fcathery tail and 'cara alert, 
And little paws as hands  expert, 

And eyes so black and keen, 

Intelligent  his  mien ; 

Soaring above the  earth-born  herd 
Of Lrasts, he etnulates the lJiIy1, 

Yct  feels  no  want of wings : 
Exactly pois'd, hc dares to  launc]~ 
In air, and bounds  from  branch t o  branch 

W t l k  swift clastic  sprjngs, I 

A d  
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minate birds, which are vulgarly called tree 
creepers, that I meanJ but a larger bird- 
I t  is gone!--I speak,  however, of the 
woodpecker, or yaffil. 
(GEORGE. Yes, I know-the bird that 

makes the noise I lose so m,uch to hear, 
like laughing. 

M R 6 .  TALBOT. E X d y  dS if he was 
gleartily enjoying somc excellent .joke; bllt 
notwithstanding his gaiety and his splen- 
did plumage, which excclls that of most 

’ British birds, he is a mischievous feIIow, 
For if in m y  trce he discovers the least 
hole, he bares it with his strong bill, till 
be makcs i t  big enough sometimes to re- 
aeive his whole family ; and while he and 
his feathered  companion are at that em- 
ployment, you may hear  their noise re- 
sounding to a great distance thro’ thewoods; 
but it: does great mischief to the tree, and 
,occasions i t  to sat. The foucl of this race of 
birds is insects, which harbour in the rug- 
ged or decayed bark; and these they get 
out of their biding places by nvxms of the 

long 



BRIGIIT insect! that on humid leavcs and grass 
Lights up thy fairy lamp ; as if to guide 
The steps of labouring swains that homeward pass, 
Well pleas'd to sec thee chear the pathway side, 
Betokening cloudless skies and pleasant days; 
While he whom evening's Bober charms invite 
In shadywoodlanes, often.atops to gaze, ' 

And moralizing hails thy emer.ald !light! 
On the fair tresses of thc'roseate nrori. 
Translucent dews, as precious gen15 appear, 

Not 
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till thé sun is quite gone. And we musi ' 

be early risers to-morrow ; for perhaps we 
may hear by the post that your aunt, at1d 

Edward and Ella, and Fanny expect LIS 

meet them. Then we may'parody a lin(; 
of Milton, and say, 

To-morrow for fresh walks, and verses n e w  ! 

CON- 













E S C . \ F E D  thy place or wintry rest, 
And in the brightest colours dnst ,  
T h y  new-born  wings prepfed for fligk, 
Ah! do not, Butterfly, in  vain 
Tllus flutter on the crystal pane, 
But go ! and soar to lift and light. 

l 

High on the buoyant Summer gale 
’l?wo’ cloudless e h e r  thou may’st sail, 
Or rest among the fairest  flowers; 
’I’o nwet thy  winnowing fricnds may’st speed. 
Or at thy choice luxurious Îeed 
In woodlends wild, o r  garden bowers. 

Geneath some leu6 of ample  shade 
Thy  penrly eggs shall. then bc laid, 
bn1itll rlldinlcntv of nmny a fly ; 
W d c  thou, thy h i 1  existence past, 
Shall sl~udder in the cllilly blast, 
And fold thy painted wings and die ! 

Soon flccts thy transient  lifc away; 
y e t  short as is thy vital day,, 

rilx 
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liilcc flowers that form thy fragrant food; 
'l'hou, poor Ephcmcron, ilalt; llave fillcd 
The little space-thy Malrcr willed, 
And all thou knoaJst of life be good. 

l 
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GEORGE. I am ready-ErniJy, make 
haste--I am going for my horse, and shall 
ride round by the  time you get în. Mo-. 
ther, you cannot imagine how well the 

have got a better bridle.and  had his malle 
hogged-I shall have a delightful ride ! 

l poor old fellow Dumplin looks, since I 

MRS. TALBOT. I hope so.-But w h a t  
has John in his hand ?-A letter ?-It is, 
and from your aunt-Something, I am 
afraid, has happened to prevent  her meet-, 
ing us. 

GEORGE< Oh ! Mothcr, pray tcll me 
what it is. Surely  nobody is ill. 

EMILY. I am frightened so that I dare 
not ask. 

MRS. TALBOT. My dear children, be 
not alarmed. Thank God, i t  is not ill- 
ness among our beIoved party, that de- 
prives us for a time of the happiness ll?e 
hoped to be enjoying in a few hours;  but 
the unexpected  arrival at m v  sister's house 
of an old friend of hers under afliction, 
who comes to her for consolatiu~~, and to 

whom 
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whom she cannot refuse the alleviations 
that friendship and sympathy give to the 
‘unhappy. 

GEORGE. Well-I am very Sorry, to 
be sure, for the disappointment; but 
since it is so, and that none of o w  own 
dear folks are sick, J must not vex about 
it. 

MRS. TALROT. I should be vexed with 
you, George, if yon dicl. The disappoint- 
ltlent to you is surely not worth thinking 
of, since your poney Dumplin, with his 
new bridle and his bog mane, will look 
abil go quite as well another day ; and you 
may even take a gallop with Biln imme- 
diatcly if you will, sincc you and he are , 

qL1ipped. But consider with yourseIf a 
Inonlent what would have been the dis- 
appointment of your aunt’s afflicted friend, 
if” i n  ortlcr to keep her appointment, and 
to have hect1 hcrc a few days sooner, she 
had refused to remain to comfort the un- 
happy, Consider too hon much rime 

severely 
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Imw ill I bore  disappointment myself,., 
when I was a girl, and how frequently .I 
\vas weak enough on such occasions to. 
lose my own temper, and try 'that of the, 
good aunt whose COW I was under.- A 

walk, or to pass the nmrning with any 
favourite play-fellow, seemed then to be a 

.misfortune which was not  to. be endured. 
I remember  that a party of .ladies who 
lived at some distance, and  with whom' 
m y  family werc on  terms of ceremonious 
visiting, happtncd to arrive one morning 
just I was eagerly setting  out to see the 
river iïshcd, that nan t h o '  the gro~nds,. 
and i t ~ o u t  the sport it would afford, I 
Ilad heard a great denl. for some days be- 
fore. Every body was gone but "y aunt. 
and I ;  and already 1 had heard.  hy thc- 
boys and people that were runniog back- 
wards ancl forwards, of the great pike  that 
hacl been taken, ancl the  quantity of fine 
fish thcy expectecl. The ladies, I thought, 
~yxcrl not detain-me, .as I could u o t  amus&: 

th ClIl, 



to exhibit, as she  was  remarkably  accom- 
plished for her  age; and I believc it \vas 
intended to  mortify my aunt by the  com- 
parison. The  little Mfs was formally in- 
troduced to 1114, and no hope  remained of 
my  seeing the river fished ; I ought, you 
know, to have made  light of such ;i trifling 
deprivation, and bave been  civil to m y  
visitor. Instead of that I was silent, and 
I am afraid sullen; while she displayed  all 
her  acquirements; playcd on  the  piano 
forte, suug a fashionable sir, shewed a 
new pas grave, which  her  dancing-master 
had lately introduced,  and  desircd with an 
air of triumph  to see my  drawings,  wl~ich 
when I was obliged by  authority to fetch, 
she turned over in a mighty  negligent lvay, 
as not likely to be worth  her  criticism; 

and 

i 
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and the elder ladies hardly deigned to look 
at  them;  Lady Prunely gravely assuring 
m y  aunt, that a mucli better method was 
now adopted than that which I seemed to 
have  been taught by. , My patience was 
IWIV quite  exhausted; and all this affront- 
ing parade of superiority as I then  thought 
it, operating upon my mind embittered by 
disappointment, I forgot every thing b u t  
m y  extremc desire to escape fram society I 
clid n o t  like, to  an amusement particularly 
$easing to me. Undcr pretence therefore of  
carrying away my  drawing book, I hur- 
ried as fast as I coalcl to the rivèr, where my 
brothers were highly enjoying themselves, 
while the n ~ c n   i n  dresses on purpose waded 
into  the shallow water, and thrcw quantities 
of fish on  the banks. My eagerness was not 
exceeded by that of the boys, in the midst 
of whom I was prcsently busy in putting 
the fish into baskets to be carried to the 
ponds;  and in despite of my maid’s lec- 
tures  that morning about my white frocks 
and petticoats, I was as deep in the mud 

as 







~~ 
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* Caroline, undismayed by her disaster after 
it was once over, continued to be per- 
haps too fand of digging with  her bro- 
thers in  the garden ; running about with- 
out her hat, swinging i n  the  barn with 
them, and  even mounting  an ass j all of 
which were then reckoned very indeco- 
rous amusements.-So Lady Prunely’s 
couucil was in a few months followed, 
and I was sent to the school where her 
daughter was. But you see here was an 
event of some importance in my life, 
produced  by the impatience with  which , 

I borea trifling disappointment; for had 
I been civil, as ~mdoubtedly I ought to 
have bcen, and snded, and bowed, and 
praised Miss Arabella Prunely, instead of 
being, as the Lady her mother described 
me, ‘C ruder than a young Hottentot,” I 
shouldanot perhaps have been so soon, if 
at  all, sent from home. 

GEORGE. But then,.  Mother, yon 
would have been an hypocrite ; and if hy- 
pocrisy is hateful in persons grown up, it 

is 
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is ten t i l l m  worse in children and young 
people. 

cducation, George, is, to teach us, not 
hypocrisy, Lu t  to live for others as well as 
ou~.scIvcs, and even in matters of indiffe- 

MRS. TALBOT. But 
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there is BO disgrace in not having a great 
fortune;  and as to being atvltrvard and ill 
brecl, thnt is nyere matter of opinion, and I 
had rather be both  than 8 finical coxcomb. 

MRS. TALBOT. But if thcy were to leIl 
pu  LI \vere guilty of meanncss or false- 
hood ?- I 

GEORGE. I suppose I should  knock 
any man down that was to  charge  me  with 
either, at least if I could. 

MRS. TALBOT. And yet, George, 1 
have seen you tell pcople, almbst as plainly 
as the  most uneqtlivocal words could have 
donc, that you had as ill an opinion of 
them as thosc words imply. 

GEORGE. Well,  Mother, but if they 
descrvcd that  opinion ?-- 

MRS. TALBOT. You  arc too young to 
judge yourself of the characters of indivi- 
duals ; and you should nor. take evil report: 
hpon trust. There  was  Farmer  Delver- 
stone  who  came  the  other day for taxcs. 
You bad heard he was  remarkable  for his 
avarice, ancl for bcirlg cruel to the poor as 

Overseer 
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Then thiclrly strewn  in moodlnnd bowers 
Anemonies thcir  stars  unfold; 
There  spring  the Sorrel’s veined flowers, 
And  rich in vegetable  gold 
From calyx plle, the frecltled Cowslip born, 
Receives in amber cnps the  fragrant  dews of mom. 

LO 1 the green Thorn  hcr silver buds 
Expmds, to May’s enlivening  hcam ; 
Hottonia blnshes on the  floods; 
And  where  the slowly trickling Strealll 
Mid grass and spiry rnshcs stcaling glidcs, 
Her lovely fringed flowers fair  Menyanthcs hitles. 

In the lone copse or shadowy dale, 
Wild clustcr’d h o t s  of I-Iarehellu blow, 
And droops the  Lily of t h  vale 
O’er Vinca’s matted leaves below, 
The Orchis race  with  varied beilnty charm, 
And nloclc the  exploring bec, or fly’s ; w i d  form, 

Wound in the hedgerow’s oalccn bougl1s, 
The Woodbine’s tassela float in air, 
And blushing, the  uncultured  Rose 
Hangs high  hcr  beauteous blossoms thcrc ; 
Her fillets there  the purple Nigl1tsh:~cle wcavcs, 
And  the Brionia winds Iwr p l e  and rcollopcd leaves. 

T o  later Summer’s fragrttnt  breath 
Clemati’s, Gathcry garlands daacc; 

TllC 
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The hollow Foxglove nods beneath, 
While  the tall  Mollein’s yellow lance, 
Dear  to  the nleally tribe of evening, towers, 
And the wcalc Galiunl weaves its  myriad  fairy 

flowers. 

Sheltering  the coot’s or  wild  duclr’~ nest, 
And  where the t.imid halcyon hides, 
The Willow-herb, in crimson drest, 
Wives  with  Arundo o’er the  tides; 
And  therc  the  bright Nynlplwa loves to lave, 
Or spreads her golden orbs upon the dimpling wave. 

And  thou!  by pain and  sorrow  blest, 
P;lpaver ! that an opiate dew 
Conceal’st beneath thy scarlet vest, 
Contrasting  with  thc Corn flower blue, 
Autumnal  months  behold  thy  gauzy leaves 
Bend in the  rustling gale, amid the  tawny  shcnvee 

Fron1  the  first bud whosc vcnturous  head 
Thc Winter’s lingering  tempest braves, 
T o  those  which  luid thc foliage dead 
Sink  lntelt  to thcic ;u~nunl  grave, 
rill are for food, for Ilcalth, or pleasure given, 
And 8pe:~Ic in various  ways  the  bounteous hand of 

I-Ieaven. 

L 4  EVEN- 
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excessive expense of entertainments;  while 
those who cannot  without  injury to their 
fortunes emulate  these  luxurious  exhibiti- 
ons are half  undone  by  their procligality- 
It is for them  that  nature is forced, allcl 
that cherries are produccd in  Fcbruary, ancl 
roses bloom at Christmas ; for what would 
become of people in n cevtain style, if they 
could only cat cherries  and  smell to roses, 
when  the plebeian can equally enjoy  both ? 
GEORGE. Well ! I shall ncver regrct 

not being in a certain style, if those  things 
only arc clenied to a plebeian-for I an1 
quite content, are not you, Mother? to 
have roses and cherries in the  conunon 
course. 

MRS. TALBOT. Uncloubteclly I am; 
yet I certainly  have great  delight i n  the pro- 
ductions  which  Artgives  us in our cold and 
capricious climate-especially plants, ofthe 
warmer latitudes. N o r  is this a luxury 1111- 
attended  with extensive  benefit, for  great 
mmbers  of people are  supported by the 
cultare, not indeed of exotics, and rare 

plants, 
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plants, for that branch of gardening, how- 
ever great its prescnt perfeaion, can com- 
paratively  occupy but a few ; but the cul- 
ture of early vegetables, and forced flow- ' 

ers, en~ploys many mea, and we may say 
with the Poet, 

'' But hencc the poor are clothed, the hungry fed, 
Health t o  himself, and t o  h i e  ehildretl bread 
?'he labourer hears." 
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day, and I could not then ask you. 'CVhat 
is meant by personified ? 

MRS. TALBOT. 1 will c~~deavour  to 
explain it as well as I can. It is a very 
usual figure in mottern Poetry, and has i n  
many instances supcrscdccl the usc of tllc 
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one of the verses of his  beautiful c( Ode 
on a distant Prospect of Eton College.” 
However, we will have a  farther disserta- 
tion on  this  another day ; I ,  have at pre- 
sent said  enough, I believe, Emily, to 
rnalte you comprehend what  is meant by 
personification. And now attend to the 
plcndings of Nature and Art, on the im- 
provement bestowed by the latter, on the 
darling  production of the former. 

rrm IIOT-HOUSE ROSE. 

AN early Roh barhe from llar genial bower 
M c t  the fond honngc of adluiring cyes, 

~ n d  wllile young Zephyr fann’d the lovely flower, 
Nature and Art contewkd for the  prize. 

Bxultiag  Nature cried, I madc dux fir, 

I gave thce frngrance to pcrfunle the air, 
’Twns I that  nursed thy tender buds in dew; 

 AI^ HtOlC from benuty’s cheek her  bluflling hue. 

Vainly fastidious novelt,y affccts 
O’cr alpine heights and untrodwilds to roam, 

Prom rocks and swamps llcr  foreign  plants collects, 
And bringe the pure but scentless treasures home. 

Mid& 
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Midst Art’s factitious  children  let  them bc 
In siclcly state  by names pedantic  ltnown, 

True taste’s unbiassed eye shall  turn  to  thee, 
And lovc and beauty mark thee for their OWII. 

cease goddess, cease, îndignantvArt replicd, 

This beauteousobject of our nlutual  pride 
FIad beell no  other  than a vulgar tree. 

And e’er you triumph, knom that  hut 11lC 

I snatched her from her  tardy  mothcr’s arm$, 
Where sun-heamsscnrch and pierci~lgten~pestsblom; 

pruned the  wild shoot, and  trained  the h g g l i n g  
011 my warm bosom nursed hcr inf;rnt char~ns, 

bough. 

I watched  her tendcr buds, nncl from her  slladc 
Drew each irtrurling weed with anxious carc, 

Nor let the  curling  blight her leaves invudc, 
Nor \vorm nor noxious insect harbour  thcrc ; 

At length  the beauty’s loveliest bloom appears, 

tVhile  wayward  April  smiling  through l m  tears 
And Art from Pome shall  win  the  promised bone., 

Decks  her  fair tresses with  the  wreaths of Junc. 

Then  jealous Neturc,  yield  the palm to mc, 
To me  thy  pride  its  carly  triu~uph owcs ; 

’Twas Edztcrction formed tlw perFe& Itore ! 
Though thy rude  worltmanship  produccd the trce, 

CON- 
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GJTORGI~. And it is nt last fixcd that we 
are to go on Thursdsy to meet m y  aunt; 
and Edwnrd, and d l  of them, and it  is 
quitc certain, Mot lm? 
MRS. TALDOT. As ccrtain as any thing 

can l x  that depends on humau. will and 
11u1nm powcr; but you Itnow that thcre is 
n greatcr powcr which governs the world, 
and without wllose pcrmission we are 
taught,  that not even a sparrow falls. 
Now it may so happen that some occur- 
rence or other, wl~ieh we can neither forc- 
see' nor  prevent, may counteraci: our pre- 
sent intentions, and therefore we ought 
llever to say that any thing is absolutely 

M 2  certain : 
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certain : there is an aphorism, yon know, 
which says, Man proposes, but God 
disposes." 

EMILY. I am sure I hope nothing will 
happen any more to put our journey off. 
It is near four montbs since Ella has been 
away'! Aed we never saw Edward at the 
last holidays. 

MRS. TALBOT. Well, Emily, I trust 
a few pleasant  weeks passed at the sea side 
with all those ,we  love, will make u s  
amends for all our disappointments. We 
shaJl be there first, h~wevcr,  by more 
than a week. 

EMILY. To-day is only Friday. It is 
five days still before we shall set out-and 
Summer is almost gonc. 

MRS. TALBOT. W e  shall enjoy, there- 
fore, with greatcr pleasure, the change of 
scenery. The downs, near the sea, are 
almost always o f  a brighter  grecn than 
such high lands that arc more remote fro111 
the coast, because the vapour arising from 
the sea nourishes the short tnrf. 

GEURGE" 
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GBORGE. Delightful  green  downs !A 
Mother,  almost the first thing I remem- 
ber  was going out with you, and  while 
Edward  held my hand, trying to run u p  
and down one of the slopes upon  the hill. 
And  you sat clown on the opposite side, 
and  laughed  to see me. scramble up  ; till  at 
last 1 was able to do ‘i t  without  Edward’s 
help, and I was as  prowl as possible of m y  
performance. 
MRS. ‘rAT.BO1’. Yes,  George, you had 

then jnst left off your petticoats, and in ’ 

your  ‘own idea you were already a man, 
and  emulated your elder brother, who was 
six ycars  old. 

GEORGE. I was not  three years old, I 
believe, yet I remcnlber i t  very well. 

MM. TALBOT. Early impressions  long 
remain, cvcn when more recent events, if 
of no great consequence, are  obliterated. 
I, who have passed’ so many  more years 
since m y  infancy, have a w r y  pcrfectmcol- 
lcction of what happened when I was oulp 
threc  or  four  gears old, while I have for- 

M 3  $0 t ten 



C O N V E R S A T I O N S *  

gotten a great  many  things  that  have oc- 
curred within  these few years;  and I have 
observed that very old people often  talk of 
their lives in  their early  youth, yet  seem 
to have  little  remembrance of what  they 
saw last year. 

GEORGE. That is very odd, I think. 
MRS. TALBOT. It is easily accountecl 

for; but not to  enter  into  this enquiry at  
present, I must tell you, that  your  aunt 
has sent you something  to  amuse you and 
Emily,  knowing how tedious you woulc1 
think  the days that  are yet; to  pass before 
we meet. 

EMILY. Oh,  how good she is ! Let 
us see the  something,  Mamma. It is a 
Tale  or a Poem, I know. 

MRS. TALBOT.  YOU may  call  it both. 
It is the  history of B bird. 1 told  your 
aunt  in  one of my letters, that nnimals, 
and insects, and plants, had been celc- 
brated i11 the verses of our  look, but  that 
it was not yet  enriched  with olle birr]. 
She has therefore sent you an account  of q 

fiwouri te 
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favouritc Robin, ancl added a little Poem, 
which I an1 surc you will bu pleased 
with.  George shall rexd it. There 
hnvc been so many verses written about 
this bird, which used to be held sacred to 
thc household gods, that it was not very 
casy to give these m y  novelty. But the 
subject of thcm was highly interesting.- 
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THIS ROBIN'S PETITION. 

" A SUPPLIANT t0 your window comes, 
1' Who trusts  your  faith and fears no guile, 
8' H e  claims admittance for your crumbs, 
C r  And reads his passport in your smile. 

'1 For cola and cheerless is the dJy, 
6'  And he has sought the hedges ronnd ; 
u No berry hangs upon the spray, 
16 Nor worm nor  ant-egg can be found. 

".Secure his  suit  will  be  prefrrr'd, 
!t No fears his slender feet derer ; 
6' For sacred i5 the household bird 
'6 l h a t  wears the scarlet stomacher." 

Lucy  the  prayer assenting heard, 
The feather'd snppliant  flew to her, 
And fondly cherish'd was  the bird, 
That wears the  scarlet  stomacher. 

Embolden'd then, he'd fcarless pcrch 
Her netting or her  work  among, 
For crumbs among her  drawings  search, 
And add his music to  her  song ; 

And warbling on her snowy arm, 
Or  hall entsngled  in  her  hair, 
Seemed conscious of the  double  charm 
Of frccdo~u, and protection  there. 

A p w c r  
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'( Then  let us to  the selfish herd 
'' Of fortune's parasites prefer, 
'' The friend like  this, our  'Winter bird, 
" Thar wears the scarlet stomacher." 

GEORGE. That is i n   m y  opinion the 
prettiest of all our potn~s,-I shall be i m -  
patient to transcribe it,  tho' I do not 
quite  u~~derstand what is meant by the 
scarlet stomacl~er, 

MRS, TALBOT. It is an old fashioned 
expression, used by  an old fashioned 
poet, Dr. Donne, in celebrating t11e 

robin.-Bot i t  needs explaining to you, 
. because it is an  article of dress no  

longer in usc. It means a piece of silk, 
or other material,  forlned to the shape, 
and covered with ribbands, or lace, OP 

jewels; I have seen  such among the 
wardrobe of a good old lady who had 
hoarded up many of the  ornaments of her 
youth, and who used to descant  with 
great eloquence on the elegance  of sto- 
machers, robeings, and do~tble ruffles ; 
ant1 JWS, I beli eve, firmly persuaded,  tIlnt 

the 

l 
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MRS, TALBOT. Towards the end of 
July that always happens.  August, the 
present month, is said, by a11 accurate 
observer of nature, to be one of the  most 
d e n t  in  the year, for later, a few birds 
renew their noles, just as there  are a few 
faint flowers, 'that  blow  when  the  bloom 
of  Summer beauty is gone. 

EMILY. Alas ! they are almost all 
gone now !-I could not to-clay find roses 
to fill even one flower-pot. I was  going 
to  gather  the hlossolns of a tall pink,  and 
white bell-shaped flower in the  lower 
shrubbery, the Irame of which I do llot 
know;  but I found that i n  many of the 
flowers there were dead flies. 

MRS. TALBOT. It is the Apocynunl, 
or tutsan leaved dog's-bane.-I did not 
recollect that  it was likely now to be in 
bloom, or I should have looked at it. 

GEORGE. Shew it me, Emily, whe11 

w e  go for our walk. 
MRS. TALBOT. It i s  one  among some 

other flotvers, that has the singular pro- 
perty of catching insects, 
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MRS. TALBOT. We must,  however,  find $nt, 
t 

Some method to make our Emily  acquaint- 
$ f&m, OF 11 
1 ,The atltbt 

edwith these  mythological fables, or  rather ': wllb , 
allegories; because without  some  kno\v- 
ledge of them, many books cannot be un- 

lbtic gnrh 

derstood, nor  can  we  comprehend  or enjoy 
been C t r l h v  

those  beautiful works of art, that  represent D i m  j but, 

the beings with which  the  ancients peopled . ing intodb, 
the heavens and the  earth. W e  should I fiant SU CR 

not disdain to  acquaint oursrlveu wit11 
the deities  acknowledged by some of the 
wisest and  greatest of mankind,  and whose 1 , spincsi wl: 
existence Cato and Cicero  made a part of \hero in it6 

that  faith  which  they professed, althoug11,,. ' col1a1rtrcLio' 

we know there is only  one God, the father jnsecls get 
of light and life, and the  'creator of the dscicl q t l d  

universe. But at  present  let us return 1 h t  
to our plant, the  Apocynum.-There is a j CYnUM) 
drawing of it in tBe botauic garden, and migllt bc r 
an account of the  manner of its  catchiag much trau 
the flies-which is, however, more  cor- ,, i r ,  has g 
rectly explained, I believe, i u  number 280 . \ d l i C b  I c 
of Curtis's Botanical  Magazine,  where EhIILY, 
there is a much better drawing of this 1 

p i c s *  T 
f~liole, o r  





cannot perhaps he  acquired, I shall be 
quite content, Emily,  if you learn  to de- 
scritu thew  subjects of natural history, 
elegantly and accurately with  your pencil, 
and if you will take as much p a t m  * to 
exaell in that art, as may not interfere 
with other  more necessary, because 
more useft11 acquirements. But  now  your 
brother w i l l  read the poem. Conle, 
George, i t  is not new to you, 
GEORGE. NO, Mother, I remember 

having once  heard it. 

S E D n c E D  by idle change and luxury, 
See in  vain struggles the expiring fly, 
He perishcs ! for lo, in evil hour, 
He rushed to tdste of yoilder garish flower, 

Which 
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An insect lost should thus  the  muse  bewail? 
Ah no!. but ’tis the 111oru2 points  the tole 10*&Nls n m r a  
From  the  mild  friend,  who seeks with  candid truth Eb[[L\’t 1’0 g 
To show its errors to presumptuous  Youth; 
From  the fond caution of pJrenta1 care, 
Whose watchful  love detects the hiddcn snare, 
How dn the Pour<g reject,  with  proud  disdain, ofllvo hnlchilta 
Wisdom’s firm voice, and Reason’s prndeot rein, st\ ill 8 siile 
And urge, on pleasure bent,  the impetuous way, kI,* of all íu\: i l  
Heedless of all  but of the present  day, 
Then while false metcor-lights their steps  entice, Ih(&rc: L a  S W  

They taste, they drink,  the empoisoned Cup of vicc ; imc, if not ( w  

Till misery follows ; and too late they mourn, . Cl,\prlR t r d  
Lost in the  fatal gulph, from whence there’s no teturff. 

I&fl,entIlti~~fl 

mit!, I S I I O U ~ ~ ,  
Mn$, ‘ r A 1 J n ’  

wj‘geg if tO lllt 

GEORGE. Now I like that better  than 
any other. 

EAITLY. And I like it very n?cll-es- 
tremely well, only i t  is rather too grave. 

MRS. TALBOT. Tc11 me, Emily, should 
you not have preferred the history of some 
bird, forhircls, I lind, are at present very 
much the fosbian with you, as boys say of 
their sports a t  school? S11ould you not 
have preferred an elegy or an eulogium on 

A b~l l f inch ,  to this somew.hat  serious p- 
cticnl 



. .  
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etica1 lnmentatian over a fly, ending with 
so serious R moral ? 

EMILY. To' say the truth, my mam- 

or two hatchiug for you, but they are not 
yct i n  a state to maltc B figure ih our  MLI- 
scum of animals. Let us h a w  recourse 
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Though in voice and  shape  they bq 
Form’d as if akin to thcc, allyl I !hhn 
Thou surpassest, hagpier Tar, much IuBLC: @J 

Happiest  Grasshoppers  that  are ; ~ n s ,  ’l‘\t 
’rheirs  is  but a Summer song, 
Thine endures the  Winter long, 
Unimpair’d, and shrill  and clear, lhcje in@( 

J&lLYl 

rcmcnJ 

Melody  throughout  the year. 
- -  

Neither night nor dawn of day 
Puts a period to thy lay. 
Then Insect! l e t  thy eimplc song 
Chear the  Winter  evening  long, 
While secure from  every  storm, 
In my cottage snug and  warm, 
Thou shalt my merry minstrel hc, 
And I delight  to  shelter thcc. 

EMILY. I don’t love crickets I ~ L I C ~ ,  

Mamma-they are not pretty-and I re- 
member whcn we callcd ouce al: pow old 
Dame Beech’s cottage, she complainctl 
that ever since the boys had killed her 
cat, the crickets over-run her so that they 
spoiled every thing. 
MRS. TALBOT. You know you savcd 

a kittcn for her, and I clare say she has 110 
more cricltets now than she wishes to hnvc. i 
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with wuater,-The rivrrs overflowed, and Mflstcster 0 
swept away the produce of whole farms ; 
and the sad consequence was, a scarcity 

, , WlICGt by 
of bread, amounting almost to famine ; 

colna r d  
mns, 'l 

8 deprivation most severely felt, particu- 
larly anlong  the poor, who, tho' assisted \vilIl YOU] 

by subscriptions, were unable  to  purchase popers nn 

cnough for the support  of their families, Jircctiaas 

so that sickness soon followed, and d long  
train of evils.-Let us, therefore,  learn bnl J \v: 

. t o  thank God for this fine weather, ancl your wnl 

let us see with pleasure and  gratitude the M L '  

last load of wheat carried by, dressed w i t h  bn t- 
b o q h s  by the little  peasant bays, who Mns t 
are mounted upon it, l~allooing and re- EMXI 

joking, while the n1cn  ancl women who I calln 

have been employed in reaping, binding, phcnt ~ 

and carrying it, are enjoying  by anticipa- bad r&\ 
tion the harvest snpper;  and  look for- M ns 
ward with still more  satisfaction, to the only m 
certainty of having bread for their chiIdrcn Ciria 
during  the  ensuing  winter. aicc the 

GEORGE. And that  sight, Emily, we Ml\! 

may enjoy this evening, for I have becn I .  OllCC) 

, ' i[\ D e  18 

have t h  

i n ! 
i 
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GEORGE. Eut you have seen it ? 
M R S .  TALBOT. Never.-Tell me, how- 

ever, what  makes you think  the harvest 
there a S p c f o c k ,  (to  LIS^ the  phrase of 
that  country  for all sorts of sights) sq 
particalarly desirable ? 

GEORGE. Because they  at once col- 
lect the  three articles which  are  named 
in Scripture, as being necessary to the 
life of man ; corn, wine, ancl oil. 

MRS. TALBOT. I admire your reason. 
-Eut the fact  isnotexactly so.-The corn 
in  thenorthern provinces of France, la ré- 
colte, le moisson, is not gathered much, 
i f  at all, earlier than o m  in  England; 
and there  are no olive trees in those 
provinces, and very few grapes; I mean 
comparatively.-There are more, and bet- 
ter grapes than in England, but the wine 
is little worth, and very little of it is 
made. The peasantry of Normandy are 
content with le bon cidre; and i t  is indeed 
excellent. 

GEORGE. 
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ness the joyous scene of the.vintage, la 
Femlunge, in  that delicious country. 

GEORGE. The olive tree, I think you 
told me, was not at all beautiftd. 

MRS. TALBOT. I believe it is neither 
beautiful individually as a tree, or  whcn 
grouped;  it is grey, and pale like the 
willow, butwithout  the silver  lined leaves 
or flexible branches of tbat aquatic.- 
The most  beautiful things are not always 
the  most useful. The  history of the 
olive  tree is worthy, however, of  farther 
investigation, and we must  enquire into 
it more  at leisure. Ancl n w ,  while you, 
Emily, go after dinner to your plants,  and 
give your  charge to old David  to  take 
care of them,  George will go to the harvest 
field ; and busy as I am, T will try a sort 
of impromptu on the  subject of our dis- 
course ; this autumnal  heat  which offends 
you so much, 

GRORGE. Come then, Emily,  the 
sooner we p the better, 
' EMILY l't!fZ¿l.ni??g. well, m y  dear 

M an] 111 a, 

'I'BE c 
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Mamma, have you in the midst of your 
packing composed these verses ? 

MRS. TALDOT. I have.-They may 
perhaps want some polishing, for they are 
litcrdly an extempore composition, and 
hcrc cowc's George to rend them. 

GHO~IGE. Aud have you done thc 
slanzas so soon, Mother ? 

MRS. TALBOT. Read them, 

Farrwell I tho madowu,  wllcrc euch various alloware 
Ol' beauty lurked, anlong tltc fragrant  hay 5 

Where 
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Where orcllis bloomed wi th  freali’d and  spotted fl,ow. 
And lychnis  blushing like the new to rn  day. 

ers, 

The burning  dog-star,  and  the  insatiate  mower, 
Have swept‘ or witllcr’d all  this  floral pride; 
And ?lullein’s now, or bugloss’ lingering  flower, 
Scarcc cheerthe green lane’s parched  and  dusty side. 

His busy siclde now the  months-man  wielding, 
Close are  the  light  and frigile poppies  shorn, 
And while  the golden ears  their stores are  yielding, 
The azure  corn-flowers  fall  among  the  corn. 

T h e  woods are  silent too, whcre  loudly  flinging 
Wild notes of rapture to the weatern  gale, 
A thousand  birds  their h y n m  of joy were  singing, 
And bade  the  enchanting hours of Spring t i n x  ha31 ! 

T h e  stoclr-dove now is heard, in plaintive  ~neasure, 
The cricket shrill, and  wether’s  drowsy  bell, 
But  to  the sounds and m n t s  of vernal  pleasuw, 
Music and  dewy airs, a longfarervell ! 

’Yet tho’ no beauteous  wreaths adern thc ~eason, 
Nor birds sing blythe, nor sweets the winds  difise, 
This  riper period,  like the age of reason, 
Tho’  stript of loveliness, is rich in u m  
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tic&rly towards its close ; but in Septenz- 
ber they leave their woodland retreats, and 
are heard no more till the following 
March, when they return to build in this 
country.-And now you may amuse your- 
selves 3s you please an hour or two, for I 
am obliged to attend to a person, w l ~ o  
comes to me on business, which before 1. 
leave homc must be scttled. 

NOTES 










