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THE TWO TIIMBLES.

A STORY FOR LICTLY FOLKS.

¥

BY THE CUTHOR oF ** A TRAF FOC I A sInBRAM Y

Wark youever in o carpenter'a shed, little
folks 2=a large shed, with its piles of shav.
ings, its strange, quaint-looking tools, its
endless pieces of weod, of all shapes and
§izes 1—Dbecnuse if you ever were there, you
know what it iz to play in What a mjy ste-
rious awe hangs over the tools we must not
touch, and therefore lovk at with longing
eyes—What a delight to buikl houses there,
with those pieces of wood, so much nicer
than our owa neat box of bricks at home ~
What fun the piling up shavings to * pre-
tend” it’s a bontire ; and the stitl greater de-
light of having the hamwmer and the nail-box,
and driving a whole row into a picce of
wood, with no earthly object but to make
the same noise as the carpenter!  Such plea-
sures as these were being thoroughly enjoy-
el by a little bright-cyed, dark-haired,
gipsy-looking child, one warm snmmer af-
ternoon, when I shall first introduce her
to you Her name is Jessie Hay ; she i the
second child of one Atfred Ifay, the village
carpenter ; and, perbaps, it may be owned,
his darling ; for in spite of the never-ending
scrapes into which she continually got, she
was so merry, so clever, and so winning,
that he coulll not help loving even while he
scolded her. AMrs. Hay said her father spoilt
her—but I don't quite think that; Mrs Hay
made the mistake too of.en made with child-
ren - she thought if a child was quict and
never worried her, it was good; but if, on
the contrary, it was full of life and restless—
ness, it required constant correction. So it
happened that the little meek-faced, quiet,
unexcitable Lucy, Jessie's eldest sister,
rarely meurred her mother's displeasure,
whi'st poor Jessic was in constant disgrace.
Mrs. Hay had never been fond of children
before she married; and though she had =
natural love for her own, all their © little
ways” irritated and vexed her, Exquisitely
clean, neat, industrious, and remarkably
quiet herself, the mess which children make
wasg a source of real paint to her Zthe ringing
of their fond, eager voices—the impatience
to be heard and attended to, however much
she was engaged lerself - the spoiling of
their clothes—the destruction of books and
playthings—all combined to prevent her
finding any pleasure in her children. She
loved them with o tender, anxious love,
which made her willing and desirous to
spare them from pain or ill-usuage; but she
wished in her heart that she and her hus-
band had shared their home alone—that the
spotlessly clean ctoth she loved to spread on
the table was never soiled with dirty fingers
and clumsy ¢ upsets;” that the nicely-snept
floor was never strewn with broken rubbish
nor shreds of linen; in short, that she could
sit down peacefully to enjoy the neat home
she took such pains to keepso. Lucy being
a naturally quict, duil child —she had trained
her to her notions of right and wrong, so
that before her mother, Lucy was never in
mischief, always neat and clean, and sup-
posed by her, and all who visited the cottage,
to be & model child; but Jessie—wild, rest-
less, joyous Jessie—was her mother's per-
petual torment, and, as I have said, con-
stantly in disgrace. And let me pause o
moment to address you, the * Young of the
Houschold”—I who love you all, from the
tiniest baby cradled in its mother’s arms, to
the sturdiest boy or girl among you~rich or
poor, high or low—the lordly infant in his
silks and lnces, as well as the cottage child
in its patched, and, it may be, dirty pina-
fore—let me tell you I can understand how
it was that Mrs, Iay did. not like children,
and how it is that so many do not; how it
is they are so glad to shut them up in their
nurseries with their nurses, or turn them
out in the streets to play—amywhere so they
are rid of them—because you forget, most of
you, the good old proverh, “Little children
should be like old men's beards, seen but not
heard.” You should try to remember that
there is a time to play and ho merry and
noisy ; and a time to be.silent and quict;
when you must be contented not to beino-
ticed, nor engage attintion; but to gteal
away in some littlo. corncer, and' be,.so still
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that no one shalt know you are in the room;
4 timo to ceaze the eager questionings, to
rest the restless feet; so that it may be said
of you, that, though always i the way, you
are never out of the way.

Lucy lay bad learned this lesson, but un-
happily she had only learned it to serve her-
self, not because it was right and good ; and,
moreover, it was not 3o much merit to her
to be still as it would have been to Jessie,
becauze it was no trouble toher.  She liked
to be qnict—wshe lihed to listen to what other
people said—and above all, she liked the
sugar-plums  and  half-pence, and sweet
words, her mother Iavished on her for being
“s0 good.”

On the afternoon when I tell you Jessie
was so happy in the earpenter's shed, Lucy
was quictly seated in a corner of her mother's
best room, listening to the conversation be-
tween her mother and a visitor who had just
arrived. At last, her mother returned to her
and said—

“Lucy, love, where is Jessic ?7=in mischicf
somewhere, I'll be bound !”

“1 don't know, mother,” answered Lucy,
meekly., ¢TI think I saw her going into
father's shed.”

“ Into father's shed !
wouldn’t have her go there. I never saw
such a naughty child in my life. I declare,
Martha,” continued the mother, addressing
the visitor, “ [ don’t know what to do with
her; you'd never think the children were
sisters, or had been brought up alike. Lucey's
always quict and good, and no trouble ; but
as to Jessie, she almost drives me distracted,
Go and tell her to come here directly Lucy i
she shall have bread and water for dinner,
for not minding what's said to her.”

Now do you know, Lucy knew well that
Jessie was not in the room when her mother
had snid she did not like the children to go
into the shed, and she had quite forgotten to
tell her sister so; but, fearful of getting
scolded herself for not mentioning it, she
allowed ler mother to believe Jessic was
wilfully disobedient. She found Jessie very
happy among the shavings, and, beckoning
lier out, gaid :— ' ‘

“Oh! Jesgie, Aunt Martha’s here, and
you're to come in ; and mother said we were
not to go into the shed any more, and T for-
got to tell you. Don’t say I forgot, Jessie
dear—pray don’t; mother will be go cross.”

‘“ All right,” said Jessie, cheerfully, and
throwing down her bundle of shavings, she
ran into the house with her sister. 1ller hair
hanging in rough, disordered masses about
her face, with. pieces of shavings sticking to
her clothes, and her little brown hands any-
thing but clean, Jessic certainly did not
present a very elegant appearance; but the
honest glance of her loving brown eyes won
her aunt’s heart at once, and the angry re-
buke of her mother was interrupted quickly
by Aunt Martha, whe, taking the rough head
kindly between her hands, said :~

“Dont scold the child, sister: we have all
been children once; and this is g loving,
honest face, that can’t helong to g very
naughty child, I think.”

“She is a naughty child, Martha. What
vbusiness had you in the shed, when I said
you should go there no more 2—it’s not a
place for girls., You should bide at home
with your needlework, or vour hook, or
something, quict and steady. [ shali never
makeo anything of you, I fear.”

Jessic made no answer, only still kept her
steady gaze on her aunt’s face, as though 1o
discover it in truth she had found a fiiend.

“Your aunt’s going to dine with us,” ex-
claimed Mrs. Hay ; “so go and muke yourself
tidy, Miss, though you'll only get bread and
water for your dinner. Go on, Lucy dear,
with your sister, though I don't know that
you want doing much to—you're always
tidy.”

When the children had left the room, Aunt
Martha made it a pacticular favor to herself
that Jessie should be forgiven, and have her
dinner with the rest; and.as Aunt Marctha
¥ & . favored individunl—a rich rola-

—her request was granted, and pour
‘Iittle Jessio was permitted to partake of beef
and pudding with the rest of the family.”

She heard me say 1

Before Aunt Martha went avway that night,
she and Jessic were fast friends. She gave

each of hor httle nicces o sitver thimble, and
smd  that sho hoped she should see them
when she eame again, and that they would
show her some of the work they had done
with them,

Jossie was very sorry to see her aunt go
away, and called after her as she turned the
corner of the stieet—* Do ¢ome again soon "
—for which she got notlnng but an angry
push from her mother, for her annt was too
fur off to hear what zhe said.

Jessio and Lucy went to school in the
village : and they would have been there to-
day, only it was Saturday, which is always
a holiday.  Un Monday morning they both
started ofly earrying their thimbles in their
pochets, proud enough, as you may suppose,
of having silver ones.  They bad some little
way to walk, and Luey kept taking hers out
of her pocket and tlourishing it about on her
finger. Once or twice Jessie snid—

“Take care, Lucy—you'll lo.» it” But
Lucy only gave her some pert answer, and
went on, At length she gave her finger one
uniucky twist, and off flew the thimble ; but
where had it flown to?--that was the ques-
tion : It was not to be seen anywhere. The
road had just been repaired, and was full of
stones—doubtless, it was among them. DBut
if so, where would their search end ?—not in
time for them to get to school, certainly.

“You run on,” said the good-natured
Jesgie, “and I'll stay and hunt. I don't
mind «» scolding so much as you do, and if |
do los¢ my place in the class, 'l soon pick
it up again.”

“But I wanted to show my thimble di-
rectly I got into school,” said Lucy, begin-
ning to cry.

Jessie could not bear to hear her ery, so,
taking her own thimble out of her pocket,

she snid—
“ Take mine, then—they're both alike—

and I can have yours when I find'it. There,
do run on, dear, and den’t cry any more.”

“ Oh, thank you, dcar, dear Jessie, youare
80 good,” said Lucy, quickly leaving off cry-
ing; and, taking her sister’s thimble, off she
ran to school, whilst Jessic remained busily
looking for the lost onc. ]

It was a quict little village, and but few
persons were to be seer about it; but those
few who did pnss asked her what she was
looking for, and some even helped her for a
few minutes, but in vain ; so, fearing certain
disgrace at school if she did not soon make
her appearance, she turned away, determin-
ing to have another search on her return, The
village clock struek ten as she entered the
school; she was reoeived, of course, with an
angry rebuke, an order to go to the bottom
of the class, and the information that she
wag to be “kept in? She would not have
carcd for all that so much as if she had
found the thimble; for the gratification it
would have afforded her sister would have
been her consolation. Butnow she had to tell
her that it was not found, and the fuct that
she was to be “kept in " would prevent her
having another search for it. At twelve
o'clock Lucy went home without her, and
Jessic remained to finish » tagk that had been
set her, and which would at least take her
half an hour. One or two children who
lived a long way off had brought their din-
ners, and sceing them cat theirs made Jessio
feel very hungry ; but though they alt good-
naturedly offered her a picce she would not
stop from her task toeatit. She got it done
at last, and was permitted to go homne.

Her mother saw her coming, and opened
the door to her.

“You naughty child \” she said'; “T'I1 take
care and let your aunt know how well yon
have kept her pretty present--you careless
litle thing youl 1Iv's useless to give you
anything, it's broken or lost dircotly ; and
now, do you think I'm going to give yon
any dinner, coming i just as it's half over 7"

“Yes, yes, mother,” said her father, “ give
the child some dinner; she didn't lose the
thimble on purpose.”

““ Ah, Henry! that's the way you go on; I
shall never do anything with her while you
take her part;—come and eat Your dinner
then, as your father 8ays s0.” But poor
Jessie had flung herself down in one corner
of the room, and was weeping bitterly; the
geolding, the ioss of her place at school, and

her dinner, mattercd notliing, but that her
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sister, whomn she had tried to serve, should
have told an untiuth about her, was hard
indeed.

“ Come, come, luasic,” said  her fathef,
Kindly ; “doen'ttake on 80 ; eat your dinner--
you did not mean to lose the thimble— Aunt
will forgive you, il he bound.”

Rut poor Jessie sobbed on-— her little heart
felt breaking--she could only say, “1 can't
cat any, dear father ;" she would not say that
Luey had told an untrath, And 80 hor
father went out to work, and her mother
cleared her untouched dinner nway—nnd
still poor Jessic sobbad in the corner. At
length it was time to go to the afternoon
school, und her mother told her, if she was
not ashamed to be seen such o figure, sho
had better go off with her sister. Slowly
rising apd drying her eyes, and pulling down
her bonnet and cloak from the peg, which
sho threw on certainly without the least re.
gard to appearance, she followed Lucy out
of the cottage,

* Jessie, dear,” said Lucy, a3 soon ns they
were oulside, “ 1 am so sorry; I'll buy you
some bull’s eyes—-I've got a penny.”

Jessie must be excused for feeling so angry
that she could not answer. Lucy went on
—* Mother said, as soon as I went in,
* Where's Jegsie ' and 1 said you were kept
in for being late ; and she said, ¢ What made
you late? and I said you stoppett looking
for the thimble. I didu't say your thimblo;
but she flew out directly, and said she'tt beat
you for losing it, and I was afraid then to
sny it was mine; and she asked direetly for
mine to put away, and kissed me for having
got it safe, when I gave her yours, and I
could not gay anything, Jessie. I should
dic if mother was to scold me as she doces
you; but Il run back and tell her now,
Jessie, if you like.”

Lucy had said. this in an eager breathless
manner, gazing carnestly with cyes filled
with tears in her sister's face. Jessio's
anger vanished al once, and she said, ¢ No,
Lucy I'm used to scolding; better mo than
you. Mother won't sny any more if I go
home with a cheerful face, and I shall be no
worso off than before I had n thimble; keep
mine and welcome, and let’s forpet it.” And
ns she spoke these generous words, the little
girl remembered the story in Holy Writ of
him who was falsely accused, but came at
last to great honour, heartily forgiving thogo
who had injured him. And her step soon
recovered its lightness, and her loving faco
its glandsome smiles; and ker joyous laugh
rang out the londest as with the rest of her
sehoolmates she saunted home that evening
in the light of the setting sun,

A few weeks after, their Aunt Martha
cime fgain to see them; and, after somo
litile conversation, requested to sec tho
thimbles and the work that had been dono
with them
“ Oh, Jessic lost hers next day! a careless
little thing ; and Lucy asked me to take caro

of hers, 30 no work has been done wi.h it—
bat I can show you Lucy's; and, unlocking
n box, her mother produced the thimble.
Aunt Martha looked at it all over, silently,
for a moment; and then ealling Jessie to her,
snid very kindly.-

“ Where did you lose your thimble, my
dear 7"

Poor Jessic looked first at her mother, then
at Lucy, and.then on the ground, before sho
replied ; but finding they said nothing, sho
answered —

“It was lost in the street.”

“And what were you .ving with it in tho
street ?”

“Lucy and I were going, to school.”
“Did you lose it out of your pocket, dear ?
tell mo the truth.”

But this was too much for Jessie, and with
atrembling voice she said— y
“Please don'task me any more, dear Aunt
Martha.”

“Thers is no occasion to ask you any
more, my dear litdu gil; I know it all.
This is your thimble and the lost one is
Lucy's. Tmarked them, in case of any dis-
pute; thero is the Iitile cross I placed insido
Jessie’s ; Anne,” slie continued, turning to

the mother, who was looking from one to
the other in amnzement,.but suddenly sho

exclaimed'—-

“Let mo see tha thimbloe a moment. It
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