RECOLLECTIONS OF
A HOUSEKEEPER,
PP. 1-144



Published @ 2017 Trieste Publishing Pty Ltd

ISBN 9780649687374

Recollections of a Housekeeper, pp. 1-144 by Mrs. Clarissa Packard

Except for use in any review, the reproduction or utilisation of this work in whole or in part in
any form by any electronic, mechanical or other means, now known or hereafter invented,
including xerography, photocopying and recording, or in any information storage or retrieval
system, is forbidden without the permission of the publisher, Trieste Publishing Pty Ltd, PO Box
1576 Collingwood, Victoria 3066 Australia.

All rights reserved.

Edited by Trieste Publishing Pty Ltd.
Cover @ 2017

This book is sold subject to the condition that it shall not, by way of trade or otherwise, be lent,
re-sold, hired out, or otherwise circulated without the publisher's prior consent in any form or
binding or cover other than that in which it is published and without a similar condition
including this condition being imposed on the subsequent purchaser.

www.triestepublishing.com



MRS. CLARISSA PACKARD

RECOLLECTIONS OF
A HOUSEKEEPER,
PP. 1-144

ﬁTrieste






RECQLLECTIONS

&

oF &

HOUSEKEEPER.

BY MR8, CLARISSA PACKARD.

Quihly, Loak you, [ ksep bl beimin, cad T wsh, weiog, braw, lados, mxr; does
monl nad drisi, male e beds, and do ull morselt,
Blenpls. "Th s groxt charys 10 coons andee s Sody's hand.

NEW-YORK:

FUELIAHED BY HARPER & BROTHERS,
®o, B cLirr-ETREET,

AND MOLD BT TRE TRINCIFAL BROEBELLEAS THEOUGHOUT THE
UNITED ETATEN.

1836.




TO MRS FAY,

Of Cambridge, Messachusabts,

I]IIIGLLGHIHH AUTHENTIC BEETCERER;
THE MIFOLED RESTLT
oF
OBEAEAVATION AND EXPERIENCE,

ARE AFFEOTIONATELY DEDICATED BY

THE AUTHOR,.
Charieston, 8. C,






RECOLLECTIONS
or A

HOUSEKEEPER.

CHAPTER L

Ici tout est vivant, tout parle & ma memoire
Trexzei,
Far up the tide of time I o my madl,
Roszea.

My maiden name was Clarissa Gray. I was
born in the neighbourhood of Boston (Mass.),
in 17—, and educated with the few facilities at
that time afforded for the young ; that is, I read
% No man may” in Webster's Spelling-book,
then advanced to the more elaborate “ Art of
Speaking,” and committed to memory, page by
page, Morse’s Geography, without maps, of
course in glorious uncertaingy with regerd to

the position even of my own country. My
42
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ciphering-book, however, was my pride, and
my mother’s too. With what delight did she
display those sums, that rose like Banquo's
ghosts, -
w And drew at each remove a lengthening chain.™

At the age of eight years [ recollect seeing
my mother reading a thin black book, which
attracted my attention. It was * Blair's Grave,”
.and she read me the passage,

——*"But ses, the well-plumed hearse comes nodding on.”
How distinctly my imagination pictured that
hearse and those nodding plumes! I recollect
no other books, until I saw and devoured Shaks-
peare, at the age of nine, except an odd volume
of Pope, containing “The Messiah,” and “ The
Rape of the Lock.” I sometimes look around
on the mass of books collected by my chil-
dren, and am half skeptical with regard to the
value of juvenile literature, when I remember
how my mind opened under the mysteries of

those writinga.
In justice, however, to the good tendency of




A HOUSEEEEPER. i

engravings, I must mention, that the effect pro-
duced on me by the only two picture-books I
possessed was an important one. One of them
was “ Watts's Hymns for Infant Minds,” where
fighting animals are portrayed. 'When friends
have wounded or foes oppressed me, the strong
but simple lines which elucidate the picture,

“ Let dogn delight to bark and bita,”

have arisen to my memory, and calmed my |
chafed spirit, when mere flimsy sentiment would
have afforded me no shelter against wrong,
The other book, and it is as distinct to my
imagination now as the rich landscape by Fisher
which hangs before me, contained a representa-
tion of Miss Kitty Greedy leaning both elbows
on a table, with her mouth crammed to reple-
tion, trying in vain to address her mamma. The
morale has clung to me to this day, and I never
see a young or old gourmand, or detect myself *
in & saperfluous mouthful, without thinking of
Kitty Greedy.
The utmost term of my solid a&umnm was
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one year of attendance at the town school,—a
square building, with one room for both sexes,
near an open common, without a shrub or tree
to grace or shade it. Thither, bearing my own
satchel, | walked a mile, being a journey of four
miles daily, to make my “young idea shoot,”
I will not say much for my ideas, but my limbs
were not backward in the process. I shot up
into a tall girl, and was allowed to go occasion-
~ally with my mother to take tea sociably with
her friends at four o'clock, carrying my knitting-
work for occupation,

My accomplishments are soon told. I epened
an exhibition ball with one of the slow min-
uets of the last century, and I cannot but stop
to render a tribute of admiration to that charm-
ing movement, in spite of the admirers of the
lazy quadrille, or the seductive waltz,

A single courtesy or bow, when well ordered,
ie graceful ; think then how delightful must be
the spectacle of a series of these beautiful
curves, performed to slow and appropriate mu-
sic, by so attractive a couple as I certainly be~




