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After seeing the garden, I saw the milked, and that was the liet sight I that day; for while I was telling mamma
the cows, I fell fast asleep, and I suppose il then put to bed. The next morning my papa and maa were gone. I
cried sadly, but was a little c forced at hearing they would return in a mi or two, and fetch me home. I was a
fooli little thing then, and did not know how long month was. Grandmamma gave me a li lasket to gather my
flowers in. I went in the orchard, and before I had half filled basket, I foqgot all my troubles. Sometimes I
think oft good-natured pied cow, that would let stroke her, while the dairy-maid was milking her. Then I fancy
myself running after t dairy-maid into the nice clean dairy, and the pans full of milk and cream. She
mM66iU9bmk to the hedge vMlk it again. If we could find eggs a violets too, what happy children we were!
Every day I used to fill my basket wi flowers, and for a long time I liked one pr flower as well as another
pretty flower, but rah was ramuch wiser than me, and she taught me which to prefer. The best blue-bells we
those tinged with red; so-me were so very red that we called them red blue-bells, and these Sa rah prized very
highly indeed. To be suenothing could, be more plesa tha. No flowve -was to be, seen, at all, except here and
there ffiwvl daisy, that a we! They were brought out of the M I stood at tile ot,. Whlen they had cropped off all
their wool, looked very clean, and wb ite, and pretty, poor things, they ran shivering about cold, soa that it was
a pity to see them, G 4, preparations were making all day for these shecaring supper. We make comparative
figure in the county, and my ther was originally a man of no consideraW at all; and yet I can assure you, both
lie a mamma had a prodigious deal of trouble t break me of this infirmity, when I was ver young. I used to
dream riding in it, and imagine I saw my play fell walking past me in the streets. Lesley, it seems as if the
change had taken me my birthright. Lady Harriot had intended to nurse child herself; but being seized with a
fever soon after its birth, she was not only able to nurse it, but even to see it, for sev weeks. She had been
nursing miss Lesley a days, when a girl who had the care of brought me into the nurserwr to see my mot It
happened that she wanted something fro her own home, which she dispatched theg to fetch, and desired her to
leave me till return. In her absence site changed our cloth then keeping me to personae the child was nursing,
she sent away the daughter of Edward to be brought up in her own poor tage. The laced cap and the fine
cambric robe of the little Harriot were lying on the table ready tobe put on: When she saw me thus adorned,
she said to me, 0, my dear Ann, you look as like missy as any thing can be. I am sure my lady herself, if she
were well eough to see you, would not know the differeace. On which she hastily dressed rriot in my coarse
raiment. She had no finished the transformation of miss Les. It was wonderful that no one discovered I was
not the same child. Every fresh that came into the room, filled the nurse terror. When lady Ilarriot began to
recover the nurse saw me in her arms caressed own child. When she went home it might have been epeC4XI
she would have neglected the child she had so wickedly stolen; instead of which she nursed it with the greatest
tenderness,being very sorry for what she had done: At the time I have the earliest recollection of her, she was
becomea widow, and with the pension sir Edward allowed her, and some plain work she did for our family,
she maintained herself and her supposed daughter. Ant was a little delicate thing, and markably well-behaved ;
for though so indulged in every other respect, my moth very attentive to her manners. As the child grew older,
my mother very uneasy about her education. She very desirous of having her well-behaved, she feared to send
her to school, lest she sh earn ill manners among the village child with whom she never suffered her to play;
she was such a poor scholar herself, that could teach her little or nothing. My birth-day was then approaching,
and on that day I was always indulged in the privilege of asking some peculiar favour. Then I told him of the
great anticty pressed by nurse Withers concerning her daughter; how much she wished it was in her power to
give her an education, that would enable her to get her living without hard la. I set the good qualities of Ann
Withers i the best light I could, and in conclusion I begged she might be permitted to partake with me in
education, and become my companion. To me, who had hitherto lived without companions of my own age
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except occFs visitors, the idea of a playfellow cons to associate with, was very pleasant; and, a the first
shyness of feeling her altered situat was over, Ann seemed as much at her ease she had always been brought
up in our ho I became very fond of her, and took pe in shewing her all manner of attentions; so far won on her
affections, that she told me had a secret intrusted to her by her mo which she had promised never to reveal asi
as her mother lived, but thatshe almost wis to confide it to me, because I was such a ki friend to her; yet,
having promised never tell it till the death of her mother, she was afa to tell it to me. Whether she or I were
most to blame I know not, though I own I could not help giving frequent hints how wel I could keep a secret.
At length she told me what 1 have before related, namely, that she was in truth the daughter of sir Edward and
lady Lesley, and I the child of her supPosed mother. When I -,ms first in possession of this wonderfal secret,
my heart burned to reveal it. I thought how praiseworthy it would be in me to restore to my friend the rights of
her birth; Vet I thought only of becoming her patroness, and raising her to her proper nk; it never Occurred to
me-that my own degradation must ieessarily follow. To me, who had hitherto lived without companions of my
own age except o visitors, the idea of a playfellow const to associate with, was very pleasant; and the first
shyness of feeling her altered si was over, Ann seemed as much at her ase she had always been brought up in
our h I became very fond of her, and took p in shewing her all manner of attentions; so far won on her
affections, that she toldm had a secret intrusted to her by her ,which she had promised never to reveal as as her
mother lived, but that she almost wi to confide it to me, because I was such a friend to her; yet, having
promised nee tell it till the death of her mother, she was a to tell it to me. Whether she or I vew most to blame
I know not. At length she told we what 1 have before related, namely, that Ae was in truth the daughter of sir
Edward ud lady Lesley, and I the child of her supposed mother. When I -was first in possession of this
wondafal secret my heart burned to reveal it. I thought how praiseworthy it would be in me to restore to my
friend the rights of her birth; yA I thought only of becoming her patroness, and raising her to he r proper rank;
it never I ocur" to me-that my own degradation must pwesaily follow. I endeavored to persuade her to let me
tell this important affair-to my jmuIts: I have seen her grieve be so very sorry on my account, that I w not
bring her into more trouble for any that could happen to myself. She has told me, that since the day she
changed us, has never known what it is to have a happy meat; and when she returned home from n ing you,
finding me very thin and sickly, her heart smote her for what she had done; then she nursed and fed me with
such anxi care, that she grew much fonder of me tha I had been her own; and that on the Sunday vvhen she
used to bring me here, it was m pleasure to her to see me in my own father Louse, than it was to her to see you
her r child. The shyness you shewed towards while you were very young, and the for civility you seemed to
affect as you grew older always appeared like ingratitude towards h who had done so much for you. My moth
has desired me to disclose this after her des but. Something must be done I thought to make her amends for the
injury she had sustained, and I resolved to consider the matter attentively on her return. Still my mind ran on
conferring favours. I never considered myself as transformed into the depend. I have already told you what a
girl I was. During the writing of tise the receiving of my young friends, and tU structing them in their several
parts, I neW myself of so much importance. With Ana pride had somewhat slumbered; the di of our rank left
no room for competition was complacency and good humour on part, and affectionate gratitude, tempered
respect, onhers. But here I had fult rooi shew courtesy, to affect those graces, toi tate that elegance of manners
practised by Harriot to their mothers. I was to be their struetress in action and in attitudes, anI receive their
praises and their admuiration my theatrical genius. It was a new sce triumph for me, and I might then be said
in the very height of my glory. Mly silver standish was placed upon it; a quire Mf gilt paper was before me. I
took out apar0of my best crow quills, and down I sate in the greatest forma imaginable. I conjecture I have no
talent for invention; Obtain, it is that when I sate dowit to compose -My piece, no story would come into my
head,, but the story which -Ann had so lately related tomem. It istrue I a few scruples, that it might, should it
co the knowledge of Ann, be construed into thing very like a breach of confidence. By the time it was finished
the company had arrived. The casting the different parts was my next care. The honourable Augustus M a
young gentleman of five years of age, undertook to play the father. He was only to come in and say, How does
my little daring do to-day,? As these four wire all very young perform. When we thought ourselves quite per
our several parts, we announced it for sentalation. Sir Edward and Lady Harriot their visitors, the parents of
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my young t comedians, honoured us with their The servants were also permitted to go i music gallery, which
was at the end of a room we had chosen for our theatre. O5 ged with the arduous task I had underhae, to
glance my eyes towards the musicery, or I might have seen two more spectrs there than I expected. In the
midst of the performInee, as I, in the darter of the nurse, was delivering the wrong eNd to the girl, there was an
exclamation lft the music-gallery, of" Oh! Sir Edward came forward to inquire what was the matter. He saw it
was 4". Withers who had fallen into a fit. The strangers, assembled to- see our mimicry of passion, were. J
tended they should see the curtain drop any discovery of the deceit; unaabic t any new incident, I left the
conclusi perfect as I found it: Sir Edward, pity her distress. S Edward, pardon her! No word, no ctcame from
me. Thought within myself, "If in the integrity y heart, refusing to participate in this un. This scene had greatly
alleeted the lady Harriot; through the whsile of f with difficulty she had been kept fromw and she war, now led
into the drawig the laies. He then started up, and hold of my hand with one of his, with other holding fast by
my clothes, he led, rather dragged me, into the midst of the pany assembled in the drawing. The ladies Sand
one gentleman laughed in a most hlig manner. His elder brother patted On the head, and said, "You area
humane flow. Very kind words were now spoken to sir Edward, and he called me Hariot, name now grown to
me. Lady Iarriotme, and said she would never forget how she had loved me as her child. These comfortable
words; but I heard echoed the room, "Poor thing, she cannot help am sure she is to be pitied. A new sense of
humiliation arose-how go out at the door before miss Lesley? As soon as she perdthings growing very serious,
she hastily off the upper garments we wore to reh our different characters. I think I hve diedwith shame, if the
child had into the drawing-room in the mummery orn to represent a nurse. This good of another essential
service to me: Whee thy rector; just -so I think ihe soothed the troubled conscience o pentant mother. I felt that
she was now my only paJ strove, earnestly strove, to love her; yet when I looked in her face, she would seem
to be the very identical person whom I have once thought sufficiently honoured slight inclination of the head,
and a civil do you do, Mrs. One day, as Lesley was hanging over her, with her geomed fondness, Dr.
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Please use the follow button to get notification about the latest chapter next time when you visit
LightNovelFree. Use F11 button to read novel in full-screen PC only. Drop by anytime you want to read free
â€” fast â€” latest novel. Volume III Part 28 After the syllabub there was the garden to see, and a most
beautiful garden it was;--long and narrow, a straight gravel walk down the middle of it, at the end of the gravel
walk there was a green arbour with a bench under it. There were rows of cabbages and radishes, and peas and
beans. I was delighted to see them, for I never saw so much as a cabbage growing out of the ground before. On
one side of this charming garden there were a great many bee-hives, and the bees sung so prettily. Mamma
said, "Have you nothing to say to these pretty bees, Louisa? After seeing the garden, I saw the cows milked,
and that was the last sight I saw that day; for while I was telling mamma about the cows, I fell fast asleep, and
I suppose I was then put to bed. The next morning my papa and mamma were gone. I cried sadly, but was a
little comforted at hearing they would return in a month or two, and fetch me home. I was a foolish little thing
then, and did not know how long a month was. Grandmamma gave me a little basket to gather my flowers in. I
went into the orchard, and before I had half filled my basket, I forgot all my troubles. The time I pa.
Sometimes I think of the good-natured pied cow, that would let me stroke her, while the dairy-maid was
milking her. Then I fancy myself running after the dairy-maid into the nice clean dairy, and see the pans full of
milk and cream. Then I remember the wood-house; it had once been a large barn, but being grown old, the
wood was kept there. My sister and I used to peep about among the f. She sent him back to the hedge with it
again. She said, the little birds would not sing any more, if their eggs were taken away from them. A hen, she
said, was a hospitable bird, and always laid more eggs than she wanted, on purpose to give her mistress to
make puddings and custards with. I do not know which pleased grandmamma best, when we carried her home
a lap-full of eggs, or a few violets; for she was particularly fond of violets. Violets were very scarce; we used
to search very carefully for them every morning, round by the orchard hedge, and Sarah used to carry a stick
in her hand to beat away the nettles; for very frequently the hens left their eggs among the nettles. If we could
find eggs and violets too, what happy children we were! Every day I used to fill my basket with flowers, and
for a long time I liked one pretty flower as well as another pretty flower, but Sarah was much wiser than me,
and she taught me which to prefer. The best blue-bells were those tinged with red; some were so very red, that
we called them red blue-bells, and these Sarah prized very highly indeed. Daffodils were so very plentiful,
they were not thought worth gathering, unless they were double ones, and b. After we had been talking on
these subjects, we generally used to go into the old wood-house, and play at being in London. We used to set
up bits of wood for houses; our two dolls we called papa and mamma; in one corner we made a little garden
with gra. I would not have any other flowers here than daisies, because no other grew among the gra. Before
the time of hay-making came, it was very much talked of. Sarah told me what a merry time it would be, for
she remembered every thing which had happened for a year or more. She told me how nicely we should throw
the hay about. I was very desirous indeed to see the hay made. To be sure nothing could be more pleasant than
the day the orchard was mowed: Ladies, would you believe it, every flower, blue-bells, daffodils, b. No flower
was to be seen at all, except here and there a short solitary daisy, that a week before one would not have
looked at. It was a grief, indeed, to me, to lose all my pretty flowers; yet, when we are in great distress, there is
always, I think, something which happens to comfort us, and so it happened now, that gooseberries and
currants were almost ripe, which was certainly a very pleasant prospect. Some of them began to turn red, and,
as we never disobeyed grandmamma, we used often to consult together, if it was likely she would permit us to
eat them yet, then we would pick a few that looked the ripest, and run to ask her if she thought they were ripe
enough to eat, and the uncertainty what her opinion would be, made them doubly sweet if she gave us leave to
eat them. When the currants and gooseberries were quite ripe, grandmamma had a sheep-shearing. All the
sheep stood under the trees to be sheared. They were brought out of the field by old Spot, the shepherd. I stood
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at the orchard-gate, and saw him drive them all in. When they had cropped off all their wool, they looked very
clean, and white, and pretty; but, poor things, they ran s. Great preparations were making all day for the
sheep-shearing supper. My sister and I were permitted to sit up till it was almost dark, to see the company at
supper. They sate at a long oak table, which was finely carved, and as bright as a looking-gla. I obtained a
great deal of praise that day, because I replied so prettily when I was spoken to. My sister was more shy than
me; never having lived in London was the reason of that. After the happiest day bedtime will come! We sate
up late; but at last grandmamma sent us to bed: The common supper that we had every night was very
cheerful. Just before the men came out of the field, a large f. It was a seat within the fire-place, quite under the
chimney, and over his head the bacon hung. When old Spot was seated, the milk was hung in a skillet over the
fire, and then the men used to come and sit down at the long white table. You are a little woman now to what
you were then; and I may say to you, that though I loved to hear you prattle of your early recollections, I
thought I perceived some ladies present were rather weary of hearing so much of the visit to grandmamma.
You may remember I asked you some questions concerning your papa and your mamma, which led you to
speak of your journey home: When I was a little girl, it was the perpetual subject of my contemplation, that I
was an heiress, and the daughter of a baronet; that my mother was the honourable lady Harriot; that we had a
n. Indeed, my good friends, having observed nothing of this error of mine in either of the lives which have
hitherto been related, I am ashamed to confess what a proud child I once was. How it happened I cannot tell,
for my father was esteemed the best bred man in the county, and the condescension and affability of my
mother were universally spoken of. We make no comparative figure in the county, and my father was
originally a man of no consideration at all; and yet I can a. My father, from his profession, is accustomed to
look into these things, and whenever he has observed any tendency to this fault in me, and has made me
sensible of my error, I, who am rather a weak-spirited girl, have been so much distressed at his reproofs, that
to restore me to my own good opinion, he would make me sensible that pride is a defect inseparable from
human nature; shewing me, in our visits to the poorest labourers, how pride would, as he expressed it, "prettily
peep out from under their ragged garbs. In persons of a rank superior to our own humble one, I wanted not
much a. I used to dream of riding in it, and imagine I saw my playfellows walking past me in the streets.
When you were speaking with such delight of the pleasure the sight of a farm-yard, an orchard, and a narrow
slip of kitchen-garden, gave you, and could for years preserve so lively the memory of one short ride, and that
probably through a flat uninteresting country, I remembered how early I learned to disregard the face of
Nature, unless she were decked in picturesque scenery; how wearisome our parks and grounds became to me,
unless some improvements were going forward which I thought would attract notice: I am a changeling, subst.
Lady Harriot had intended to nurse her child herself; but being seized with a violent fever soon after its birth,
she was not only unable to nurse it, but even to see it, for several weeks. She had been nursing miss Lesley a
few days, when a girl who had the care of me brought me into the nursery to see my mother. It happened that
she wanted something from her own home, which she dispatched the girl to fetch, and desired her to leave me
till her return. In her absence she changed our clothes: The laced cap and the fine cambric robe of the little
Harriot were lying on the table ready to be put on: When she saw me thus adorned, she said to me, "O, my
dear Ann, you look as like missy as any thing can be. I am sure my lady herself, if she were well enough to see
you, would not know the difference. On which she hastily dressed Harriot in my coa. She had no sooner
finished the transformation of miss Lesley into the poor Ann Withers, than the girl returned, and carried her
away, without the least suspicion that it was not the same infant that she had brought thither. It was wonderful
that no one discovered that I was not the same child. Every fresh face that came into the room, filled the nurse
with terror. The servants still continued to pay their compliments to the baby in the same form as usual,
saying, How like it is to its papa! When lady Harriot began to recover, and the nurse saw me in her arms
caressed as her own child, all fears of detection were over; but the pangs of remorse then seized her: When I
was a year old Mrs. When she went home it might have been expected she would have neglected the child she
had so wickedly stolen; instead of which she nursed it with the greatest tenderness, being very sorry for what
she had done: At the time I have the earliest recollection of her, she was become a widow, and with the
pension sir Edward allowed her, and some plain work she did for our family, she maintained herself and her
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supposed daughter. The doting fondness she shewed for her child was much talked of; it was said, she waited
upon it more like a servant than a mother, and it was observed, its clothes were always made, as far as her
slender means would permit, in the same fas. To this person, as having been my faithful nurse, and to her
child, I was always taught to shew particular civility, and the little girl was always brought into the nursery to
play with me. Ann was a little delicate thing, and remarkably well-behaved; for though so much indulged in
every other respect, my mother was very attentive to her manners. As the child grew older, my mother became
very uneasy about her education. She was so very desirous of having her well-behaved, that she feared to send
her to school, lest she should learn ill manners among the village children, with whom she never suffered her
to play; and she was such a poor scholar herself, that she could teach her little or nothing. I heard her relate
this her distress to my own maid, with tears in her eyes, and I formed a resolution to beg of my parents that I
might have Ann for a companion, and that she might be allowed to take lessons with me of my governess. My
birth-day was then approaching, and on that day I was always indulged in the privilege of asking some
peculiar favour. Then I told him of the great anxiety expressed by nurse Withers concerning her daughter; how
much she wished it was in her power to give her an education, that would enable her to get her living without
hard labour. I set the good qualities of Ann Withers in the best light I could, and in conclusion I begged she
might be permitted to partake with me in education, and become my companion. To me, who had hitherto
lived without any companions of my own age except occasional visitors, the idea of a playfellow constantly to
a. I became very fond of her, and took pleasure in shewing her all manner of attentions; which so far won on
her affections, that she told me she had a secret intrusted to her by her mother, which she had promised never
to reveal as long as her mother lived, but that she almost wished to confide it to me, because I was such a kind
friend to her; yet, having promised never to tell it till the death of her mother, she was afraid to tell it to me. At
first I a. Whether she or I were most to blame I know not, though I own I could not help giving frequent hints
how well I could keep a secret. At length she told me what I have before related, namely, that she was in truth
the daughter of sir Edward and lady Lesley, and I the child of her supposed mother.
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Equally well expressed is the agony of Ann Withers, narrator of 'The Changeling', an altogether more serious tale
(begins p). Its narrative relates that Ann's mother, wet-nurse to Sir Edward and Lady Harriet Lesley, substituted her own
child - Ann - for the infant Miss Lesley.

Saturday, 18 August Blu-ray Review: The Changeling Second Sight Compile a list of big and small-screen
superior spookers, and the usual suspects inevitably come out to play: Composer John Russell George C. Scott
is on vacation with his wife and young daughter when a roadside accident leaves him well and truly alone in
this world. The grief-stricken Russell moves to Seattle in an attempt to rebuild his life, subsequently moving
into the Chessman house, which has spent the last 12 years uninhabited Russell soon finds out why, as strange
manifestations suggest the house - or something in the house - is reaching out to him. Add to this the
thoroughly unnerving banging sounds that always take place at 6. There are so many scenes that make the
spine tingle and the blood run cold, including a seance that ultimately delivered far more than was initially
suggested, leading Russell to investigate sinister Senator Joseph Carmichael, played by Melvyn Douglas. Of
course, George C. Scott is also finely tuned into proceedings, delivering a pitch perfect performance as a man
who has lost his family and must start again. In these times of overkill and excess, the resurrection of this
superbly directed film will gladden the hearts of all those who hold it in high regard, and also bring new
admirers to the fold. The extras begin with an informative commentary track featuring Peter Medak and
producer Joel B. The House on Cheesman Park 17m 31s A featurette based on the Cheesman house which was
built on a giant graveyard, with between 2, - 5, bodies still buried there when production began. The
Cheesman property had all the trappings: The Music of The Changeling 8m 59s Here, composer Ken
Wannberg talks about the great John Williams; the process of scoring a film and the pressures involved.
Building The House of Horror 10m 56s Art director Reuben Freed talks about building and lighting the sets;
logistical problems; the budget and the passion of the crew. We get to see how the places look today,
including the scene of the roadside accident, and visit a graveyard that contains two absolute legends. He also
explains why "The Changeling" remains a very personal film for those of us who saw it theatrically. The
package is rounded off by the original theatrical trailer 2m 18s and a TV spot running 29s. Hugely
recommended for those cold Winter evenings when shadows cast long and the imagination takes over.
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5: Mrs. Leicester's school : or, the history of several young ladies, related by themselves / - CORE
Mrs. Leicester's school by Charles Lamb, , Dent, Dutton edition.

Geetha Research Scholar Asst. Mary was unheard of in the ever growing field of literature, this also made her
not to be much famous in the present world of the writing arena. Though labelled as being mentally disturbed,
Mary had brought out many beautiful master pieces into the literary sphere. Thus, this paper aims to bring out
the hidden talents of Mary Lamb to the fore. From Murder to Writing: In the early s Elizabeth Lamb was
crippled and Mary took the responsibility of taking care of her mother. During these times Mary Lamb was
forced to choose the profession of being a mantua maker or a seamstress. The term mantua 2 maker and
seamstress has now been replaced with the word dressmaker, this was one of those few professions available
to women during the eighteenth-century. Mary had chosen this profession since she was the only wage earner
in the household and Mary had to support the family. On September 22, while preparing dinner Mary had
become angry with the apprentice, while Elizabeth her mother yelled at Mary for doing such an act. Mary at
that instant suffered from a mental breakdown as her mother yelled, whereupon she took in her hand a kitchen
knife and stabbed her mother in the chest. Few days later, the murder was reported in the newspapers. Yet she
had recurring bouts of mental illness time to time till her very death. The year made Mary to have a total
change over and she turned her hands into the field of writing. Godwin asked Mary to write for their Juvenile
Library. This was the time Mary realised that she could make a living by writing. These writings made them to
be financially secure and mediated them to step upon the life of living in the middle class way, where Mary
hired servants to do the works of the household, yet she had difficulty in adjusting to live the middle class life,
and so she used to do her own household works. All this began when Mary and Charles began to pen down the
Tales from Shakespeare. The first half of the preface seems to be written by Charles. Mary is identified to
have written the second half of the preface since the second half is much directed to the female readers than to
the males, it is evident through the lines such as: This is also seen to be a lifelong interest and it also made her
to be a voracious reader. The work Tales from Shakespeare was published in , with the second edition out by ,
the artist who made illustrations were William Mulready and the poet William Blake. This book had also
undergone nine editions by Since Mary being a women and her contemporary society being on the view of
which a female writer must write accompanied by a male writer or through a pseudonym, the authorship of
Mary is thus erased and replaced with that of Charles. This has also travelled through generations and made
Charles name to be found in the books even if bought today, again leaving out the name of Mary, a real irony
which still continues. The dedication opens softly yet becomes a sad tone nearing the end of reading each
stories. I think I prefaced it rather too formally for such young auditors,- for I began with telling you, that I
had read in old authors, that it was not unfrequent in former times, when strangers were assembled together, as
we might be, for them to amuse themselves with telling stories, either of their own lives, or the adventures of
others. You will not then look so unsociably upon each other; for we find there these strangers of whom we
read, were as well acquainted before the conclusion of the first story, as if they had known each other many
years. Finally she makes the ten students to take lots and tell their stories in turns and she says: Tell us the first
thing you can remember; relate whatever happened to make a great impression on you when you were very
young, and if you find you can connect your story till your arrival here to-day,-I am sure we shall listen to you
with pleasure; and if you like to break off, and only treat us with a part of your history, we will excuse you,
with many thanks for the amusement which you have afforded us; and the lady who has drawn the second
number will, I hope, take her turn with the same indulgences, to relate either all, or any parts of the events of
her life, as best pleases her own fancy, or as she finds she can manage it with the most ease to herself. These
seven stories have many autobiographical elements that touches upon with the personal life of Mary which she
wished to experience and which she missed in life. Either there is no parental relationship with the child or
there is a death making the child to have a single parent. Each story is touching and psychological. The entire
psyche of the young minds are portrayed through these stories, it also makes the reader to forget themselves
and go into thoughts when they read these stories. Finally the Critical Review for December, writes about the
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book to be as: The child or parent who reads the little history of Elizabeth Villiers, will, in spite of any
resolution to 8 the contrary, be touched to the heart, if not melted into tears. Morose and crabbed censors as we
are represented to be, we closed the volume, wishing there had been another, and lamenting that we had got to
the end. This is work that has a very fascinating piece of history surrounded around it. Know you any one who
has it, and would exchange? The next big thing was that the book was purchased by young children, thus this
master piece for a short period began to be a lost treasure of literature. Yet again Mr Shepherd received a
parcel, but this time from America. It was sent by Dr E. Marsh of Paterson, New Jersey. The parcel contained
a copy of an edition of Poetry for Children which had been printed at Boston as early as With the English and
the 9 American edition in the hands of Mr Shepherd he again gave the world the long lost book Poetry for
Children. There are more than fifty plus poems written by Mary and Charles for children. The poems also
contains autobiographical elements too. The article argues that sewing should be made a recognised profession
to give importance to women whose only skill and way of living was sewing, which at that time was
something they were mostly obliges to do as a part of their household duties in the eighteenth-century. These
paper would give the reader an interest to taste and go on an expedition to expedite other works penned down
by Charles and would have also brought out the versatile talents of Mary Lamb into the lime light which has
been hidden for ages. Hard Press Publishing, The Works of Charles Lamb. Wikipedia, The Free
Encyclopedia, 8 Feb.
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Mrs. Leicester's school, or, The history of several young ladies, related by themselves /.

Grandmamma was very glad to see me, and she was very sorry that I did not remember her, though I had been
so fond of her when she was in town but a few months before. I was quite ashamed of my bad memory. She
first took me into the farm-yard, and I peeped into the barn; there I saw a man thrashing, and as he beat the
corn with his flail, he made such a dreadful noise that I was frightened and ran away: There was no end to the
curiosities that Sarah had to shew me. There was the pond where the ducks were swimming, and the little
wooden houses where the hens slept at night. The hens were feeding all over the yard, and the prettiest little
chickens, they were feeding too, and little yellow ducklings that had a hen for their mamma. She was so
frightened if they went near the water. Grandmamma says a hen is not esteemed a very wise bird. We went out
of the farm-yard into the orchard. There were pear-trees, and apple-trees, and cherry-trees, all in blossom.
These blossoms were the prettiest flowers that ever were seen, and among the grass under the trees there grew
butter-cups, and cowslips, and daffodils, and blue-bells. Sarah told me all their names, and she said I might
pick as many of them as ever I pleased. I filled my lap with flowers, I filled my bosom with flowers, and I
carried as many flowers as I could in both my hands; but as I was going into the parlour to shew them to my
mamma, I stumbled over a threshold which was placed across the parlour, and down I fell with all my
treasure. Nothing could have so well pacified me for the misfortune of my fallen flowers, as the sight of a
delicious syllabub which happened at that moment to be brought in. Grandmamma said it was a present from
the red cow to me because it was my birthday; and then because it was the first of May, she ordered the
syllabub to be placed under the May-bush that grew before the parlour door, and when we were seated on the
grass round it, she helped me the very first to a large glass full of the syllabub, and wished me many happy
returns of that day, and then she said I was myself the sweetest little May-blossom in the orchard. After the
syllabub there was the garden to see, and a most beautiful garden it was;--long and narrow, a straight gravel
walk down the middle of it, at the end of the gravel walk there was a green arbour with a bench under it. There
were rows of cabbages and radishes, and peas and beans. I was delighted to see them, for I never saw so much
as a cabbage growing out of the ground before. On one side of this charming garden there were a great many
bee-hives, and the bees sung so prettily. Mamma said, "Have you nothing to say to these pretty bees, Louisa?
After seeing the garden, I saw the cows milked, and that was the last sight I saw that day; for while I was
telling mamma about the cows, I fell fast asleep, and I suppose I was then put to bed. The next morning my
papa and mamma were gone. I cried sadly, but was a little comforted at hearing they would return in a month
or two, and fetch me home. I was a foolish little thing then, and did not know how long a month was.
Grandmamma gave me a little basket to gather my flowers in. I went into the orchard, and before I had half
filled my basket, I forgot all my troubles. Sometimes I think of the good-natured pied cow, that would let me
stroke her, while the dairy-maid was milking her. Then I fancy myself running after the dairy-maid into the
nice clean dairy, and see the pans full of milk and cream. Then I remember the wood-house; it had once been a
large barn, but being grown old, the wood was kept there. My sister and I used to peep about among the
faggots to find the eggs the hens sometimes left there. She sent him back to the hedge with it again. She said,
the little birds would not sing any more, if their eggs were taken away from them. A hen, she said, was a
hospitable bird, and always laid more eggs than she wanted, on purpose to give her mistress to make puddings
and custards with. I do not know which pleased grandmamma best, when we carried her home a lap-full of
eggs, or a few violets; for she was particularly fond of violets. Violets were very scarce; we used to search
very carefully for them every morning, round by the orchard hedge, and Sarah used to carry a stick in her hand
to beat away the nettles; for very frequently the hens left their eggs among the nettles. If we could find eggs
and violets too, what happy children we were! Every day I used to fill my basket with flowers, and for a long
time I liked one pretty flower as well as another pretty flower, but Sarah was much wiser than me, and she
taught me which to prefer. The best blue-bells were those tinged with red; some were so very red, that we
called them red blue-bells, and these Sarah prized very highly indeed. Daffodils were so very plentiful, they
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were not thought worth gathering, unless they were double ones, and butter-cups I found were very poor
flowers indeed, yet I would pick one now and then, because I knew they were the very same flowers that had
delighted me so in the journey; for my papa had told me they were. After we had been talking on these
subjects, we generally used to go into the old wood-house, and play at being in London. Before the time of
hay-making came, it was very much talked of. Sarah told me what a merry time it would be, for she
remembered every thing which had happened for a year or more. She told me how nicely we should throw the
hay about. I was very desirous indeed to see the hay made. To be sure nothing could be more pleasant than the
day the orchard was mowed: Ladies, would you believe it, every flower, blue-bells, daffodils, butter-cups,
daisies, all were cut off by the cruel scythe of the mower. No flower was to be seen at all, except here and
there a short solitary daisy, that a week before one would not have looked at. It was a grief, indeed, to me, to
lose all my pretty flowers; yet, when we are in great distress, there is always, I think, something which
happens to comfort us, and so it happened now, that gooseberries and currants were almost ripe, which was
certainly a very pleasant prospect. Some of them began to turn red, and, as we never disobeyed grandmamma,
we used often to consult together, if it was likely she would permit us to eat them yet, then we would pick a
few that looked the ripest, and run to ask her if she thought they were ripe enough to eat, and the uncertainty
what her opinion would be, made them doubly sweet if she gave us leave to eat them. When the currants and
gooseberries were quite ripe, grandmamma had a sheep-shearing. All the sheep stood under the trees to be
sheared. They were brought out of the field by old Spot, the shepherd. I stood at the orchard-gate, and saw him
drive them all in. When they had cropped off all their wool, they looked very clean, and white, and pretty; but,
poor things, they ran shivering about with cold, so that it was a pity to see them. Great preparations were
making all day for the sheep-shearing supper. Sarah said, a sheep-shearing was not to be compared to a
harvest-home, that was so much better, for that then the oven was quite full of plum-pudding, and the kitchen
was very hot indeed with roasting beef; yet I can assure you there was no want at all of either roast beef or
plum-pudding at the sheep-shearing. My sister and I were permitted to sit up till it was almost dark, to see the
company at supper. They sate at a long oak table, which was finely carved, and as bright as a looking-glass. I
obtained a great deal of praise that day, because I replied so prettily when I was spoken to. My sister was more
shy than me; never having lived in London was the reason of that. After the happiest day bedtime will come!
We sate up late; but at last grandmamma sent us to bed: The common supper that we had every night was very
cheerful. Just before the men came out of the field, a large faggot was flung on the fire; the wood used to
crackle and blaze, and smell delightfully: It was a seat within the fire-place, quite under the chimney, and over
his head the bacon hung. When old Spot was seated, the milk was hung in a skillet over the fire, and then the
men used to come and sit down at the long white table. You are a little woman now to what you were then;
and I may say to you, that though I loved to hear you prattle of your early recollections, I thought I perceived
some ladies present were rather weary of hearing so much of the visit to grandmamma. You may remember I
asked you some questions concerning your papa and your mamma, which led you to speak of your journey
home:
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The third girl's story Ann Withers: The Changeling written by Mary Lamb My name you know is Withers, but as I once
thought I was the daughter of sir Edward and lady Harriot Lesley, I shall speak of myself as miss Lesley, and call sir
Edward and lady Harriot my father and mother during the period I supposed them entitled to those beloved names.

Images of all pages of this book Introductory essay Mrs. It had gone through eight editions by and, as is
evident from this version, at least eleven by The authors were initially anonymous, but they were soon
revealed to be the brother and sister Charles and Mary Anne Lamb and This will break the ice and, of course,
allow plenty of scope for moral and didactic observations. Each piece is labelled with the name of the teller
and with a title too. As with all the tales, the narrator is the child herself, looking back on her infancy. Their
felicity, as she sees it, is only interrupted when a stranger appears and asks Elizabeth to take him to her
mother. Elizabeth hates her uncle for making her father cry and for bringing sorrow and an awareness of death
into the family. Now, for the first time, she associates it with loss and death. He untied his parcel, and said
"Betsy, I have bought you a pretty book. In the hurry of opening the parcel, he had scattered all the books
upon the ground, and there I saw fine gilt covers and gay pictures all fluttering about. What a fine sight! Over
the next months Elizabeth is taught to read by her uncle. When at last it is time for him to leave again
Elizabeth is heart-broken. It takes a sermon from her father to teach her that all human life is punctuated by
these departures and absences, either through force of circumstance or death. Sadness at parting is natural, but
it must be borne. The central moral of the story, then, though never overtly stated, is that life must go on
despite loss. This applies equally to Elizabeth, who loses the companionship of her uncle, and to her father,
who by the end of the tale has come to terms with the loss of his wife. Throughout the tale Lamb has managed
to represent very realistically the innocent yet deeply felt feelings of the narrator. This is true for all of the
tales. The delight of Louisa Manners, for instance, when she is allowed to ride in a post-chaise, and when she
first sees green grass and young lambs, is well expressed pp. She is a Londoner, and the whole tale is simply a
description of her astonishment at the bucolic pleasures to be had in the countryside. This was possibly
autobiographical on the part of Mary Lamb. The real Miss Lesley was invited to share in the education which
Sir Edward and Lady Harriet were providing for their supposed child. Though sworn to secrecy by her
foster-mother, Miss Lesley eventually lets Ann into the secret of their birth, but she is determined not to reveal
the deception for the sake of her foster-mother. Some time later though, Ann is asked to write a play for the
entertainment of some visitors to Sir Edward and Lady Harriet. Unable to think of a better subject she writes a
history of the exchange of babies. She does not fear any repercussions from this for Miss Lesley and her
foster-mother, she believes, will not be present, but in fact they do see the play, and their reactions betray the
truth of the drama. Ann is therefore exposed as an impostor, albeit innocent of the crime herself, and she and
Miss Lesley are swapped back to their rightful places. Naturally, this leads to some discussion of the
importance of nature and nurture in forming character, and of the qualifications and qualities needful for the
life of people in different social spheres. By the end of the tale he has died of a wound inflicted while he was
courageously defending his ship from attack.
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Unfortunately for Ann, it is something that in reality cannot be undone, for like her mother, a criminalized wet nurse, Ann
Withers seems to have two bodies in one, the obedient and the disruptive. The plot takes a surprising turn when Mrs.
Withers's plot is discovered.

Her credits with the Prospect Theatre Company include: Her credits at Chichester Festival Theatre include:
Her credits at the Ravinia Festival include: Her Royal Shakespeare Company credits include: Played a nurse in
"Harvey" - Repertory Theatre, Bangor Toby Robertson was director. John Dove was director. Toby
Robertson was the director. Val May was director. Peter Gill was the director. Michael Benthall was director.
Colin George was director. Oliver Neville was director. Peter Brook was director, designer, and musical
director. Douglas Seale was director. Tony Richardson was director. Glen Byam Shaw was director. Howard
Sackler was director. Mike Ockrent was director. Alec Guinness was director. Peter Dews was director. Albert
Finney was director. George Devine was director. George Baker was director. Michael Rudman was director.
Frank Hauser was director. Active on Broadway in the following productions: The Killing of Sister George
Written by Frank Marcus. Directed by Val May. Produced by Helen Bonfils and Morton Gottlieb. Produced
by arrangement with Michael Codron and Bernard Delfont. The Night of the Tribades The Retreat From
Moscow Peter Hall was the director. Patrick Garland was also director. Richard Eyre was director. Patrick
Garland was director.
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9: The Changeling () â€“ The Last Drive In
A more unsettling vision of the link between mothers and literacy appears in "Ann Withers: The Changeling." Ann is an
older child, and her story involves not the process of learning, but the deployment of this education through writing.

That this should be so is understandable. Anthony says that the silence held for so long that "it almost causes
one a shock to find John Hollingshead saying in his Memoirs in that Mary murdered her mother. Her face
wears a dark expression of frenzied delight as it looks out past the frame of the picture; behind her a male face
gasps in apparent horror. At the top of the sketch, close to the head of the woman, an inscription in an
unknown hand reads "Mary Anne Lamb. This essay is part of a larger work-in-progress on Mary and Charles
Lamb as cultural touch- stones in early-nineteenth-century Britain. As anthropologist Mary Douglas argues,
the body is a symbolic surface on which are inscribed the rules, hierarchies, and even the meta- physical
commitments of a cu1ture. Their emotional vulnerability was thought to put them on par with children, a view
that by the mid-nineteenth century had become so commonplace that Thomas Laycock, in A Treatise on
Nervous Diseases of Women ,rather mat- ter-of-factly points out that "it is widely acknowledged that the
affectabil- ity of the female sex has its counterpart in that of children. This rather unsympathetic disease was
thought to arise in women be- cause of their emotional, sexual, and undisciplined natures, which, if not
checked, could be socially dangerous, especially to the patriarchal ideol- ogy of the family. This ideology was
configured against the physical bod- ies of criminalized women, "inappropriate elements" such as madwomen
and sinners who had to be, as Peter Stallybrass says, either "purified or ex- terminated. This interplay, I argue,
is both a consequence of the construction of madness in this early period and a particular class and gender
construc- tion of the female imposed on the author by her sex and by her status as the daughter of upper-class
servants. As Foucault points out, the history of madness is a history of silence. The voice of the mad was
thought to be the voice of unreason, and, since reason was ineffective where ideas were diseased from the
start, doctors treated the bodies of the mad as they would any physical disease. However, while the mad
themselves were silenced, the medical treatises about madness spoke volumes. The narrator sadly watches as
the wasp takes to his watery grave: Her friend answers this trou- bling question with a fable about the
industrious bee whose "sweet hon- est work" line 26 teaches us "what we ought to be" line 24 versus the
"thieving" line 28 of the time-wasting, deleterious wasp. The moral is that the bee who single- mindedly plies
his "sweet honest work all the day" line 26 , can safely fly home at night, while the wasp, thieving and a
nuisance, dies for his dis- honest life. Such "fables" do not convince the narrator of the need for the glass
bottles. She urges against such a rationalization of the "serious and true" fate of the wasp who "in agony still
does appear" line In taking this position, Lamb resists the aspect of the national character that pro- claimed
the Protestant work ethic as the backbone of the newly industrial- ized British nation, in which, as Linda
Colley suggests, burgeoning commercialism and ideal patriotism were one and the same. As Foucault would
see it, within the bourgeois moral economy, ratio- nality sided with labor, while idleness sided with unreason.
Those who ignored the duties of labor did so at their own peril. The high price the wasp pays suggests the
untold price Lamb paid for being an insane old maid in a society where citizen- ship was equated with
industriousness or the domestic and moral lights of the home. The agony of the mad body as it is subjected to
unannounced deluges of cold water which were thought to cool the over-heated and clogged blood vessels in
mania , the agony of being the excrescence of society the old maid , and the agony of being mad and under
constant sur- veillance in public and in private are the subversive subtexts of this poem. In this time of
changing conceptions of madness, another treatment known as "moral management" gained credence as a
humane alternative to subduing the mad with whips and chains. While this treatment did not eliminate
physical remedies entirely, it recommended listening to and treat- ing each mad person as an individual.
Proponents of this new moral treat- ment held that the insane, by constant conditioning, could be made to
supervise all signs of lapses in their behavior. The analogy between her "misshaped" letters and her uneven
mind, neither ofwhich can be confined, suggests that, like the lines on the page, the narrow prohibitions of
moral management attempted to con- fine the violent body via the mind, but ultimately could not. Here the
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narrator seems an uncanny doubling of Lamb with her misshapen letters and uneven mind. Like the narrator of
the poem, who feels most of her days wasted, Lamb often referred to herself as a "use- less creature," and, in a
letter to Sarah Stoddart, she contemplates a new resolve that, like the confines of the lines in the memorandum
book, re- flects the tenets of moral management: Your visit to us. It is but being once thourowly convinced
one is wrong, to make one resolve to do so no more, and I know my dismal faces have been almost as great a
draw back upon Charles comfort, as his feverish teazing ways have been on mine. I am most seriously
intending to bend the whole force of my mind to coun- teract this, and I think I see some prospect of success.
That Lamb obviously tried to inculcate this idea is reflected in her belief that if she bends the "whole force" of
her mind, she could quell the mad- ness that inevitably overcame her. In both the poem. The ability to control
the will and to exhibit self-restraint was not only an important part of the moral treatment of madness but also
an important lesson in female conduct books with their inculcation of a female role lim- ited to the domestic
realm. Therefore, Lamb probably experienced these oppressive forms of management inside as well as outside
the madhouse. The violence of her mad body contracted the world of her docile body to the confines of the
home, where she was under the constant nerve-rack- ing surveillance of her brother and nurses. Edmund
Burke depicts these women as unnatural "abominations of the furies of hell, in the abused shape of the vilest
of women. Immediately before the murder of her mother, Lamb had been working as a mantua-maker-a
profession just one step removed from prostitution, according to Mary Wollstonecraft-as well as taking care of
her invalid mother who required around-the-clock care. Although she had exhibited symptoms of a disordered
mind for years prior to the murder, the extreme pressure of her duties seems to have been what drove her to
murder her mother, after which she was taken away to a private madhouse. The conduct books that kept
middle-class women in the home and emotionally refined were dan- gerously restrictive to women like Lamb,
whose economic plight forced them outside these limited boundaries. Many of these women experienced
hysterical breakdowns brought on by societal expectations that were im- possible for them to attain when
sewing or performing other menial labor in the face of emotional and physical exhaustion. Mellor explains
that the burgeoning cult of motherhood in the early nineteenth century was positive. When Lamb does write
the mother into the text, she is usually a desta- bilizing entity. It is the living mother who comforts the child
who fears the corpse in the next room. This fusion ends in a smothering and a burial, a death in life. The
mother in this poem is thus a destabilizing entity, offering the child not only the hope of life, but the promise
of death as well. In "The Changeling," Lamb lends credence to the wet nurse as a cul- tural figure of duplicity,
one who underscored societal anxieties about le- gitimacy and birthright. The wet nurse was both a
destabilizing threat to the social order and to individual identity. Rather than the nurse disrupting the
upper-class hierarchy, she destroys the iden- tity of her own daughter, Ann Withers. As Ann sadly relates to
her young companions at Mrs. However, with the switch of one baby for another, Lamb also follows the
common pattern of the nurse as the depraved female who is a site of cultural destabilization. The story
revolves around the nurse, Mrs. With- ers, her real daughter Ann, and the Lesley family: Withers, overcome
with sadness at not being able to nurse her own child who was "debarred from [her] own natural food,"
switched the babies in order to be with her p. Thus, Lamb elucidates the social problem of the poor nurse who
must ne- glect her own child to succor another in order to survive. Withers feels "pangs of remorse" when she
sees Lady Harriot fondly hold- ing the illegitimate child, thinking it her own, the nurse does not reveal the
secret p. Upon leaving the estate one year later, she feels so guilty over what she had done that she now nurses
the legitimate heiress, whom she calls Ann, with "extreme care" and great tenderness, so much so that she
begins to love it as her own child p. Withers, her guilt revealed, swooning p. Withers and the Lesleys subsides.
Unfortunately for Ann, it is something that in reality cannot be undone, for like her mother, a criminalized wet
nurse, Ann Withers seems to have two bodies in one, the obedient and the disruptive. The plot takes a
surprising turn when Mrs. The Lesleys promptly take the young heiress back into their family with- out
disruption, where she assumes her legitimate birthright. Withers, the offending nurse, finds new employment
with a good doctor in the neighborhood. In a reversal of the usual change- ling story motif, the duplicitous wet
nurse and mother has no feelings for her own daughter. It seems that once Mrs. Withers had finished nursing
her real daughter, she quite forgot about her and lost all motherly affec- tion for her. The Lesleys, now doting
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on their legitimate Harriot, send Ann, the changeling, whom they had loved as their own for so many years,
away to Mrs. Before Ann leaves for Mrs. Withers can say is that she "loves her almost as well as she did when
she was a baby" p. The narrator won- ders what "retribution" can possibly be conferred on a mother whose
care has made each birthday possible: On the one hand, it could mean "recompense," on the other, "revenge"
and "retaliation" in the sense of a just punishment for the mother who gets what is coming to her, as it were,
by one who is "unsound at the root. But, in this poem, the relationship is between a daughter and her mother.
Cognitive debts to societal constructions, such as motherhood and madness, do not exist for the vio- lent and
thus feared body, but it was a debt, nonetheless, that Lamb herself paid repeatedly through her returning
madness with its physical manifes- tations of violence. The silence that begins Mrs. The price of such
confrontations was the in- evitable collapse into madness. Hammond, Hammond, and Co. Moxon, , Harvester
Press, , p. Routledge, , pp. Feminist Reconstructions of Being and Knowing, ed. Jagger and Susan R. Bordo
New Brunswick NJ: Press, , pp. Press, , p. Selected Essays and Interviews, ed. Bouchard and Sherry Simon
Ithaca: Ideas on Insanity, London: Routledge and Kegan Paul, , p. Virago, , p. Showalter contends that women
were believed to be more susceptible to insanity than men because of their biological differences.
Nineteenth-century psychiatry associatedthe female malady with the "sexuality and essential nature of women.
The Body Enclosed," in Rewriting the Renaissance: Marga- ret Ferguson et al. We do know that Charles
Lamb wrote one-third of the poems, while Mary wrote two-thirds. Metheun, , p. In his notes, Lucas speculates
on the "probable" authorship of each poem. Other Lamb scholars have also offered evidence as to the
authorship of the poems, and Cyril C. Bristol and London,
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