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CHAPTER I

In these daye of rapid coaseless change—when
all that once geemed moet unlikely to be affected
by the fashion of the day, iz following the lead
of the rest of the world—one is forced to the con-
clusion that few cld waye or primitive emstoms
¢an long survive to mark, as they have hitharto
done, the difference between one county and
another. Perhaps, therefore, a few rongh
sketches of life taken from a romote valley in

_ 'Wiltshire, may not be whelly devoid of interest
to others beside myself.

The inhabitants of my native valley were, like
the peasantry of Dorsetehire, as laborious as they
were ill-paid. They had a hard struggle to sup-
port themselves and their families ; yet although
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their life was one nnoeasing struggle against an
almost crushing poverly, there were numbers
who, to their credit be it spoken, contrived to
preserve & respectable appearance, and keep
elear of debt and the workhouse. And this with
& cheerful trust and faith that wenld put richer
men to the blush. It waa of course on the
helpless and aged that the burden of poverty
foll the heaviegt; and this was truly and foreibly
expressed cnee by an old woman, whe, spesking
of the enlls made npon her by some siok relations,
answered tha obeervation, we wondersd how they

could live in such ecircumstances, by seying,
. “We don't Eve, we bides.”

These who have had maeb exparionce in villagas
life, ean bear witness of the kindnees shown by
the poor towards each other in times of sicknesa
or fronble. To those who know the poor -::-nlif
from books, or any other second-band way, it
would seem almost ineredible how at sueh seasons,
forgetting old feuds or jealousies, they will wit
up night after night with a sick neighbour, with
whom before $he frisl came they were very likely
at daggers drawn; and this when & hard day's
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work in the harvest fisld, or some aven severer
. agricultural labour, might have reemed a euffi-
cient reason againet making the effort. Doing
tha kind ect too, with an oneonscions simplicity
all the more heroic from ite unselfiehness. They
would often take charge of a Little halpless crphan,
in village parlance, * g friendless child,” who but
for them would have been conaigned to the tender
mercies of the Parish, making no distinction
between the litile forlom incowthrance and their
own babes. Yet wers their weekly wages in those
days, on an average, but peven ghillings, with an
inerease of one shilling at the busy times of the
year. How then e¢an we wonder thal many bad
na better prospect than, after all their foil, to
end their days as inmates of ** The House,"—
that bogbear of sll village folke ?
We used sometimes to say to our old friends,
“ You wounld surely be more comfortable, belter
cared for, betfer tended in the Workhouse than
in this lomely cotiage?” DBut no, the answer
always was, *‘ There was no liberty there ; they
could not have their drop of teawater at whatever
hour they liked; mor pleass themselves about
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going fo bed, nor getting up; and (worst of ali}
they conld never Le glone for one moment.”
In short, it was not their own home, the dearest
poesesgion an English man or woman can have,

One year, after having been absent some time,
we were told by Mrs. M—— a fine handsome
old woman, that owing to the bad winter and
consequent want of work, her son and his family
had been compellad by sctual distrsss to go into
the workhonse. " * And how do you think they
. ireated my daater-la ? ** she ingunired, trembling
with indignation at the mera recollection of the
ingult. **Oh, they treated her shameful! they
did, "twer downright ‘scandalous - #hey put herin
& bath, and washed har from head to foot.” Wa
all rather langhed at this, snd B— inquired
whether the water had been cold, thinking that
had possibly cansed the grievance.

“ Cold waater #* she cried, with horror; “no,
“Ywer hot waater; but such & thing had never
happened to her before; it wer’ a meroy she
hadn't & died !™

When E by way of congoling her, told the
good soul she herself had a cold bath every




