ARTHUR ELLERSLIE;
OR, THE BRAVE BOY



Published @ 2017 Trieste Publishing Pty Ltd

ISBN 9780649338634

Arthur Ellerslie; Or, The Brave Boy by Francis Forrester

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



FRANCIS FORRESTER

ARTHUR ELLERSLIE;
OR, THE BRAVE BOY

ﬁTrieste









ARTHUR ELLERSLIE;

OR,

THE BRAYE BOY.

BEY
I

FEANCI®E FORRESTER, EBQ. I,-a_s,,{.

/'l')m.,. .'-_af: W-h{

iy

BOSTON :
GEO. C. RAND, 8 CORNHILL.
WM. J. REYNOLDS & CO.
1853,



E
3 PREFACE.

mr

My unele Toby is an old soldier. In

" his'youth he was in the wars of foreign
3 countries. But he is very old now, and
loves peace and children better than
war and soldiers. He is a great story

=~ teller. He is never happier than when,
* on a summer's day, he site under a tree,

+
with his little friends all round him

3
" » listening to his stories. This library
contains some of his prettiest tales.
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Whether the birds, who heard them
from their green home over his head,
warbled them in the ears of the writer,
or whether he heard them himself,
is of no comsequence at all to the
reader. I leave him to guess about
that. This I know: whoever reads
them will say that my uncle Toby is
not to be sneezed at as a poor story
teller; but that his stories are capital,
and ought to bhe read by all the boys
and girls in the world.



ARTHUR ELLERSLIE.

L

On the outskirts of the little village
of RosepaLe stood a small school house.
It looked very pleasant and inviting {o
the eye, for it was newly painted white,
with green blinds; and it had a grove
of young oak trees in its rear, and a
noble old elm in its front yard. As the
village clock struck twelve, its door
opened, and a troop of happy children

came running out, looking as if they felt
n
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glad that the hour for a recess had
arrived. And I think it is quite likely
that they really felt as glad as they
looked.

Among them was a boy of abount
twelve years old, named Rarem Rarries.
He had quite handsome features; plump,
rosy cheeks, and large grayish eyes. He
waa dressed better than any other boy
in the group; and it was easy to see,
both by his dress and mien, that he
belonged to rich parents.

There was another boy among them,
named ArrEUR ELizrsiie, whose cheap,
patched clothing clearly showed that he
was the child of poverty. But he had as
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fine a bearing, and as noble a look, as
any boy in that youthful flock. Al-
though it was plain that he was the
child of poor parents, it was equally
clear that in mind he was at least equal
to any of his companions. His broad,
pale brow, his soft, bright, blue eyes,
his intelligent look, told all who looked
upon him that he was a boy of no
ordinary stamp. '

As the children crowded towards the
narrow gateway leading to the road, it
happened that Arthur and Ralph were
hustled elose upon each other. Arthur
was 4 little in front of Ralph, and, yield-
ing to the impulse to be first, which



