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PREFACE.

Trx indulgent reception given to herlittle book
of Our Village, has encouraged the author to ex-
tend her work by pulﬁng.fmth a second volame
on a similar plan ; consisting like the first of elight
and simple delineations of country manners, blend-
ed with a few skeiches drawn from a somewhat
- higher rank of society.

It is right also to say that of this, as of the
former series, a part has already appeared in some

of the most respectable periodical publications of
the day. )
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A WALK THROUGH THE VILLAGE.

Waey 1 had the honour about two years ago of
presenting our little Village to that multiform and
mosi courteous personage the Public, I hinted I
think that it had a trick of standing still, of remain-
ing stationary, unchanged and unimproved in this
most changeable and improving world. This ha-
bit, whether -good or evil, it has retained so perti-
naciously, that except lhlu. it is two years older,
I cannot point out a le alteration which has
occurred In our street. - wmmﬁ]ponmnfpty-
ing the inhabitants the sa :ﬁ compliment
-—and really I almost may getting aside the
inevitable growth of the younger members of our
community, and a few more gray hairs and wrinklea
amongst elder, I see Little change. We are
the same people, the same generation, neither
richer, nor wiser, nor better, nor worse. Some,
to be sore have migrated ; and one or two have
died ; and some——But we had better step out
into the village and look about us.

Itis a pleasant lively scene this May morning,
with the sun shining so gaily on the irregular rustic
liwel]in&n. intermixed with their pretty gardens; a

a waggon watering (it would be more

rhaps, to say beering) at the Rose;

D:mn heeler, mdlhﬂrbuk:tnml her: brown
VDL, I



2 A WALE THROUSH THE VILLAGE.

1oaf, just coming from the bake-house ; the nymph
of the shoe-shop feeding a large family of goslings
at the open door—they are very late this year,
those noisy little geese; two or three women in
hlgh gmmp dnwdlmg ug the street ; Charlez North
iou ener, with his blue apron and aladder on
lder, walking ra uiglhy ; acowand a dom-

le].r browsing the e way-side ; my white
ﬁhfmnd. Ma]rgmwer, sitting  maj stm]l}r
of her own siable; and ducks, chickens, pigs,

ind children, mﬂticrud l'hl'ifﬂl‘ all. : p

A pretty scene l—rather more lopping of trees,
indeed, and clipping of hedges, l-lﬂﬂgtheil h road,
than one quite admires; but then that identical
turnpike road, my ancient despair, i3 now 80 per-
fact and so beantiful a specimen of Macadamiza-
tion, that one- evm learns to like tree-lopping and
-cllp for the sake of such smooth ways.
Itmumplpl best rond in England, so says oor
surveyor, and o say . The three miles between
us and B—- are like a buwlm!-gm&n. By the

way, I ought perhaps to mention, as somet
like change in l:mrm:lwnrd position, that this hittle
hamlet of ours is much nearer to that illustrious
tmi worshipful town than it used to be. Not that
uiet street hath been guilty of the unbecom-
mg iskiness of from place to but
that our ancient n , Whose rbs are
ting forth in all dlmclmt,hnlhmdenpnr-
lmululjr st shoot towards us, and threatens
some day or other to pay us a visit bodily. The
town has y pushed the turnpike gate
a mile nearer to us,mld i8 in a fair way to
overleap that boundary and build on, till the build-
ng; join ours, as London has done by Hampstead
on. What a strange figure our rude
fand llﬂh‘:ll babitations would eut miged by the
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A WALE THROUGH THE VILLAGE. &

sideof some staring red row of newly-erected houses,
each as like the other as two drops of water, with

". courta before and behind, a row of poplars oppo-
. siteand a fine new name. How different we should
. look in our countless variety of nooks and angles,
- . our gardens, and arbours, and lime-trees, and pond!
..but this union of town and country will hardly hﬁ-

pen in my time, let B enlarge as it may, We
shall certainly lend no sssistance, for our bounda-
ries utill continue exactly the same,

The first cm—ﬁh | here i the post-cart
coming up the at its most respectable rumble,
that cart, or rather caravan, which so0 much re-
gembles a bouse upon wheels, or o show of the
smaller kind at a cmmrgeﬁl.ir. It is now cram-
med full of passengers, the driver just protruding
hix head and hands out of the vehicle, and the s[m:rp

his

. _tlever bay, who in the occasional absence of
father officiates as dei:uy, perched like a

on the roof. * Any letters to day " And that
question, always 8o interesting, bemg unsatisfac-
torily answered, | am at leisure to return to our
survey. ‘The first cottage is that erst.inhabited by
Mr, and Mm. H. the rotired publican and his good
wife. They are gone; I always thought we were
too quiet for them; and his eyes being quite re.
cavered, he felt the weariness uf"idlcnem more than

.. ever. Bo they returned to W., where he has taken

Y '.‘.-.l "

e

" a comfortable Iodgmg next door to their old and

well-fi ted Inn, the Pie and Parrot, where he

: has the pleasureevery evening of reading the news-
* paper, end abusing the ministers amongst his old
+ customers, himself a customer ; as well as of lend-

ing his willing aid in waiting and entertaining on

. - fmir-daysand market-days,at pink- ,and
- feasts, to the great solace of mine host, and the np

“\ small perplaxity of the guests, who pussied ber

!
o
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ing that Joel continued constant to our '
-~ Hesriet, and was quite out of hops, mmmg )

-{ memmml.

tween the old landlord and the new, hardly knuw W
to whom to_pey their reckoning, or whichito call to "#
account for a bad tap :—a mistake, which our some-, 3
time neighbour, happier than he has been since he '3’.
left the Bar, particularly enjo Hﬂ aul:eeuur o3
here'is an industrious person, g“ seeds- . 1%
man, as may be collected by tbuhmpnufpen and - S
bedn seed, clover and vetches piled tier above uex An
against the window, e 3
The little white cottage down the lane which *
stands so prettily, backed by a tall elm wood, has
also lost its fair inmate, Sally Wheeler ; who find-

forsaken by the fit of dutifulness which brough
her to keep her deafl grandmother company, afid
returned to service. Dame Wheeler has huwﬂg;
a companion, in a widow of her own i =l
inted by the s-hto live with, and tu-kec-&nr
npm A nice l‘.ld]" old woman is Dame Shear-

o

“man —pity that she looks so frumpish; her face

geems fixed in one perpetoal scold. It was not se
when =he lived with her sister on thé Lea, then
she waz a light-hearted merry chatverer, whose

. tongue ran all day long—and that’s the reason

of her cross look now! Mrs. Wheeler is as deaf
a8 & post, and poor Mrs, Bhearman is pining of a
nuppEasaiun oiPo ch. Fancy. whatpit ;:gfur a
woman, especially a talking woman, to live with-] ¥
out z listener ! forced either to hold her peace, or - :_
when that becomes impossible, to talk to one ti‘.h- L
whose sense words are as air! La T R i
ﬁuﬂung to this tantalization ;—besides the Trap-. .
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pists were men, No wonder that poor I}Em-f:. o

Shearman looks cross, o
The Blacksmith’s! no change in that quamz:t . *.
except a moat unumahmg growth lmwgaft,r i “.



