CATHERINE
HAMILTON, A TALE
FOR LITTLE GIRLS



Published @ 2017 Trieste Publishing Pty Ltd

ISBN 9780649414598

Catherine Hamilton, a Tale for Little Girls by M. F. Seymour

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



M. F. SEYMOUR

CATHERINE
HAMILTON, A TALE
FOR LITTLE GIRLS

ﬁTrieste






CATHERINE HAMILTON.



CATHERINE HAMILTON :

A Tale for Eiltle Girls.

M. F. B

ACTEDE 0F * TOM'S CRUCIFIE, AND OTHEE TALEA."

Xonhom :
R. WASHBOURNE, 18 PATERNOSTER ROW.
1874,






Briicnted

Tar

NELLY AND DAISY.






CATHERINE HAMILTON:
A TALE FOR LITTLE GIRLS.

—_—

CHarrER I,

8, it's quite troe what they say!
I'm naughty and tiresome, and dis-

agreeable too; but I ean't help it. If there
was no one to fease me and no ome to
quarrel with me, I am guite sure I should
be as good as poesible. Mamma t{ells nice
tales about the saints, and she says we must
try to be like them ; but I don't believe any
saints ever had a boy like Frank to put them
out of temper "-—and then Catherine Hamil-
ton gave another shake to her little self as
ghe lay in the fall, long grass wWowh me=
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2 Catherine Hamilton ;

under the big trese down at the very end of
their garden.

A sirange fignre she was—her sun-bonnet
hent awry, her face all tear-stained, her mus-
lin frock creased and crompled. But this was
a trifle compared to the state of things inside -
—the rage and passion which had been mak-
ing such a storm in her heart when she rushed
away from everybody and hid behind ths
ghady trees, where there was no one to listen
to her angry sobbing—exeept God; and Cathe-
rine waan't thinking or ecaring mueh about
Him just then! Presently she heard a voice
calling, ‘*Catherine, Catty; Kate, Kitty —
here ; where are you?' But she lay all the
quister amongst the long grass, so that no
movoment or rustle might betray her.

“Yes, he may call as long a8 he likes, but
I sha'n't answer. He wants me for some-
thing, and so he thinks it's easy to make if
up; but Iwon't. And I'll not go in either! T'll
lie here fill it's guite evening and dusk, and
they'll be looking for me, and fancy I'm lost;



