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GENERAL GEORGE WASHINGTON.

‘Wuer General Washington was about six
veara old, he became the owner of a hatchet,
of which, like most Ettle boys, he was very

“fond, and was constantly going about chop-

ping every thing that came in his way, One
day as he was playing in the garden, he tried
the edge of his mtchet on a beautiful young
cherry tree which was a great favorite with
bis father, and injured it very much. The
next moming when his father found out
what had happened to the tree, he cameo
into the house and enquired who had done
the mischief, but no body could teil lnm any
thing about it. Presently, he saw his littla
son coming towards him with his hatchet in
his hand, and he said,  George, do you know
who kilied that br:lmiiﬁll little cherry tree
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yonder in the garden 1" George was taken
by surprise and for a moment did not an-
awer, but then looking at his father he said,
“Papa, I cannot tell & he—1I1 cut it with
my hatchet” His father not enly forgave
him, but kissed him, and 2sid that he thought
his son’s good conduct wes worth & thou-
sand such trees as the one be had destroyed.
When General Washington was about
eleven years old his father died, and he
lived with his mother upon the plantation
in Virginia, At that time, his mother owned
a fine colt which was remarkably wild and
had never been broken, although it wes
quite old enough. George had frequently
watched this colt as it pranced round the
field, snuffing up the wind, and more than
once he wished that he was upon its back.
One day be told his wishes to some of his
young friends, who promised to come early
the next morning and asgist him to mount.
Accordingly, the little party nssembled
the next day soon after sun rise, and went
to the field where the colt was kept, at no

great dustance from the house, and after -
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trymg a long time, they at length suceeeded
in putting a bridle upon him ; and while sev- |
eral of the boys held the bridle, George
with a single ledp jumped upon his back.
A dreadful struggle followed between the
horse and his rider, till at length in the fary
of his plunges, the noble animal burst a
blood vessel which caused his instant death,
and fell headlong to the ground.

George was not at all hort by the fall,
but he was grieved to see the lifeless body
of the horse lying before him, and to know
that he had been the cause of its death. He
thought alsc of his mother and of her af-
fection for the animal], and this added to
his trouble.

Shortly after the boys were called to
breakfast, and though they felt afraid to
meet Mre. Washington, they went in and
sat down to table. Bhe soon asked them
whether they had seen her fine colt that
morning, but a8 no one answered, she re-
peated the question. At length George
said, #your sorrel colt is dead, mother.”
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“Dead, George;” exclaimed she, = dead
. do you say?”

“Yes, he is dead,” rﬁPhﬁdGWEer“IWﬂ
tell you mother how it happened, I am the
only one in fault.” Aund then he gave a cor-
rect account of the whole matter. Before
he had fimished spealang, his mother's dis-
Plessure had all passed away, aml she =aid
khnﬂy,"WhﬂeIregmtthalumufmjrfam
ite, I rejoice in my son who nlwn.jru speaks
the troth.”

T
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LOUIS, DUEE OF BURGUNDY.

Loms, Duke of Burgundy, grandsen of
Ring Louis the 15th, was born at Versailles,
‘m the year 1751. If he had lived, he would
-have been King of France: but he died,
much beloved and regretted, when he wags
only tine years old.

Even when he was a little child, he was
very desirous to know the name and the use
of -every thiog he saw, sod listened atten-
tively to the conversation which he heard ;
#0 that before he was five years old he had
learned a great deal. 'With someof his les-
sons he was so much pleased, that he used
to say he could not consider them as taske,
but ms amusements. Hw feachers were
~very kind in explaming to lim every thing
which he wanted to know, and in answep-



