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SILLY PETER:

A QUEER STURY.

LT

CHAPTER I.

I¥ LONELAND—AN UNWELCOME LITTLE STRANGER BEECOMES A
CLEVER LITTLE BOY AND A WELCOME GUEST—A WOMAN'S
NOTIONS ABGUT FAIRIES, SPIRITE, AND DREAMS.

HF, events recorded in this

history occurred a long
time ago, and In a far
distant country.

In that country there .
was a valley called
Loneland, with a wil-
lage of the =ame name

i o in the centre of it
The vailey was pro-
perly named; for it con-

sisted of a few square
miles of cultivated
country. surrounded by
a wide waste of mountain and moorland. The village has
since become a thriving town, a great portion of the moof-
land has been cultivated, and the town and the valley are
now known by other names.

In the olden times, some of the inhabitants used to say
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that, instead of Loneland, the walley ought to be called
* Loanland,” becanse many of the stalesmen, a5 the farmers
who cultivated their own land were catled, were so given to
hunting, and gambling, and carousing, that they were con-
tinually running into debt, and boreowing money from
David Deedbox, the lawyer; and sometimes, when one of
themn died, it was found that all his property was mortgaged
for a5 much as it was worth to Baron Steinland, the lord o
the manor, who lived in an old wcastle on the top of a hill
about a mile from the village,

Lawyer Deedbox was the baron’s steward, and it was
generally the baron’s money which he lent.

The baron himself was but a new man in the valley, the
manor having fallen into his hands ahout twenty years before
through his being heirat-law to a very distant relative.

Amongst the farmerz in Loneland was one Michael
Gouda, considered by all his acquaintances to be a jolly
good fellow. Michael, rather Iate in life, married a very
pretty young womazn, who, by her industry, honesty, and
good conduct, had risen from being a litile dairpmaid in
his service to he his housekeepet,

Her good management, and her influence over him,
might, in time, have enabled Michael to get clear of his
difficulties, for he had borrowed money, like too many
others ; but, unfortunately, three months after the wedding
day, he was brought home dead, hig neck having been
broken throogh his horse failing to clear a tall fence in the
hunting-field.

Michael Gouda had told his wife that his estate was a
little encumbered, but he had made light of it, saying that
by reforming and economizing be would be able to clear
himself in a few years. The widow was, therefore, taken
by surprise when, a few days after the funeral, Lawyer
Deedbox called, and informed her that all the farming
stock, as well as the land, was mortgaged to the baron ;
and that although, when everything was sold off, there
might be a little money coming to her, it could only be a
very little; so he advised her to look oot for another
home for herself as soon as possible.

Dame Gouda did not, as some women would have done,
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fly into a storm of passionate lamentation, or fall into
hysterics.. She felt lonely and sorrowiul, and to some
extent disappointed ; but she said to hemsel, “1 have
worked for my living ever since 1 was a child, and I am as
well able to work as ever: why, then, should I despair??®

It happened just then, that an old wotnan who kept a
shop in the villape was taken very ill, and Dame Gouda
hired herself to nurse her and assist her in the shop.

When Michael's affairs were finally =ettled, Lawyer
Deedbox brought the widow a sum of money which, he
said, was larger than he hzd expected to save out of the
wreck for her; but the barown, having taken the land into
his own hands, had dealt very honourably by her.

The old woman wishing to retire, Dame Gouda bought
the shop, and so took to making her living by zelling sweet-
meats, cheap toys, needles and thread, and varous other
small wares.

One evening, when Dame Gonda was shutting np her
shop, 2 strange woman came to the door, and being, or
pretending to be, very tired, asked permission to rest a
few minutes.

The dame invited her in, and placed a chair for her to
sit down upon

The stranger was enveloped in a larpe clogk, and her face
was so muffled up that little of it could be seen except her
larpe dark eves, which ‘were hright and piercing. She
slowly opened her cloak, and the dame saw that she had a
baby on her arm, and that she also carried a small bundle.

%1 have traveiled a great distance, and zm very much
fatigued ; in fact, guite done up,’” said she, *I have an
important message to deliver to a person a little way out of
the village, and I really have not strength left to carry the
baby any further: would you kindly allow me to leave it
with you balf an hour? It has just gooe to sleep, and will
be sure to sleep long enpugh to give me ample time to
return before it wakes up. You would g0 suek oblige me,
for I am so weary.”

The stranger spoke so languidly, that Dame Gouda quite
pitied her ; and ghe felt for her all the more because her voice
and manner seemed to indicate a higher position in life than
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one in such distressing circumstances might be supposed to
occupy. So, after a little mere conversation, she led the
way to her bedroom,

The stranger laid the baby down ontside the bed-clothes,
very carefully adjusting its little cloak around it, and turning
the corner of the quilt over it to keep it warm. She then
laid the bundle down on a chair, and departed with an
alacrity which struck Trame Gouda as being rather incon-
sistent with the weariness of which she bad complained.

This made Dame Gouda ieel a Little uneasy; and she
became more and more vmeasy as hour-after hour passed
away and there was no sign of any one coming for the baby.
At length, when it was nearly midnight, the baby began to
cry, and she had to busy herself in hushing it, and in warme
ing same food for ik

When Dame Gouda took up the baby, she found a piece
of paper pinned to its cloak with these words upon it :—

“As you value your own health and happiness, take
care of this child untit he is claimed by the peron who left
him. His tame i8 George, BE FRUDENT, AND MAKE NG
INQUIRIES."

The last words were underscored with three lines.

Dame Gouda also found, carefully folded up and stitched
in one corner of the baby’s cloak, a sroall purse, containing
five pieces of gold.

The bundle coutained only a change of clothing for the
infant, gll of the plainest description, az was also the
clothing which it wore, except its little shoes, which were
quite superior, both in material and workmanship, to any
the dame had ever seen.

Near the chair on which the stranper had sat, the dame
picked up & white cambric pocket-handkerchief, It was
trimmed with lace, and had a crest embroidered in one
comer of it.

Dame Gouda carefully locked away the paper, the gold,
the shoes, and the pocket-handkerchief. The gold was
enovgh to recompense her for the keep of the child for
twelve months, and she thought she would be sure to hear
something more about it within that time,

Although Dame Gouda thought it prudent not to busy



