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THE BUDGET.
LUG) Grey.
UCY GREY was sent by her mother to carry her father’s
dinner to him, as he was making hay in a meadow
nearly a mile off, and would not have time to come home
for it.

“And be quick, Lucy,” she added, “for I have

put a hot steak and potatoes in a basin inside the bundle for a
treat for him, and if it gets cold he won’t enjoy it.”
It was very hot, and the roads looked white and dusty; but
the wild-flowers looked lovely in the bright sunshine, and the
birds sang their sweetest songs from the tree-tops.
In the first field she saw little Will Jones, trying to see-saw
by himself.
“Oh, come, Lucy !” said he, “just for a little while, and see

what fun we will have.”
Lucy forgot everything her mother had said, and was soon
haying a grand play on the see-saw.
Time flew on, and Lucy heeded it not; at last she heard a
loud laugh, and looking up saw a boy, commonly known as
“ Bad Ben,” running off with the bundle and tin can. Lucy
called and ran after him, but it was of no use;

and at last, tired

and hot, she sat down on the grass and burst into a flood of tears.
If she had

done

as her mother had
7

told her it would
3

not

~
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THE THIEVISH: CATS.
have happened, and now her father would lose his nice dinner
through her thoughtlessness and disobedience. She must go
and tell him, and then go home for some bread and cheese for .
him. She walked on, still crying, and -soon saw her father
coming towards her, pitchfork in hand.
“ Heyday, Lucy ! what’s the matter?” said he; “and where’s
my dinner? for I’m very hungry, I can tell you.”
And then poor Lucy told him all, and ended by sobbing out
that she was very sorry, and would never be so naughty again.
Her father could never bear to see his little girl cry, so kissing
her kindly, he told her not to mind, but to run home and see
what she could get for dinner, and they would have it together.
Lucy’s mother was vexed, but she sent some cold bacon and
bread, which they ate in the pleasant hay-field. Her father
told her she was old enough to be a comfort to those around her,
‘and she must be more careful. Lucy promised, and she did try
from that time.

THE THIEVISH CATS.
HE family in which these kittens live must be very fond
of cats;

only think, to have four good-sized

kittens in

one family, and maybe one or two under the table! I
think that until we can teach kittens to speak and to
reason it will be better to keep them out of the dining-room, or
the crockery will get broken and the cream-jug upset.
I am afraid that the plate is done for; and as to that fish that

_

Spotty is busy with, I don’t think I should care for it. Maybe
Whitey didn’t upset the cream-jug, but he is certainly having
the benefit of it. Blackey is cultivating a taste for coffee that
seems to be a sign of early depravity for a cat.

“ Better run along, kittens; I thinkI hear some one coming!”
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THE CATS’ CONSULTATION.
FOUR

long

VOICES

AND

CHORUS.

LL the cats consulted:
What was it about?
How to catch a little mouse

Running in and out.
The cat with the black nose
Made this remark:
“T will eat the mouse up,

Because my nose is dark.”
Chorus.—All the cats consulted:
What was it about?
How to catch a little mouse
Running in and out.

The cat with the white tail
Said, “Stop a bit,

I have got a white tail,
Only look at it ;”
Then softly murmured,

.

Under her breath,
“T with my white tail
Will switch him to death.”

Chorus.—All the cats consulted:
What was it about?
How to catch a little mouse
Running in and out.

The cat with the double teeth
Laughed loud at this:
“ll kill the mousykin
With a kind kiss;
10
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Pll say ‘ whisky—whisk,
Mew, mew, mew,’

Nibble up the mousykin
Before you count two.”
Chorus.—All the cats consulted:
What was it about?
How to catch a little mouse
Running in and out.

The cat with the long claws
Turned up her lip:
11
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RAINBOW.

“You can only snip-snap,.
It’s J can grip;
Stick in my long claws,
Hold him rather tight,
Then with my little jaws
Whisk him out of sight.”
Chorus.—All the cats consulted:
What was it about?
How to catch a little mouse
Running in and out.

The mouse, who kept list’ning
To all that was said,

Felt extremely frightened,
And thought he’d soon be dead ;
But time may be wasted
If cats have much to say,
And while the cats consulted,

The mouse—ran away !

Chorus.—All the cats consulted:
What was it about?
How to catch a little mouse
Running in and out.

THE RAINBOW.
OME, see how fast the weather clears,
The sun is shining now;
And on the last dark cloud appears
A beauteous-colored bow.
12
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RAINBOW.

’Tis God who make the storm to cease,
And sun to shine again;

The rainbow is the sign of peace
Between Himself and men.
This lovely bow He stretches forth,
And bends from shore to shore—
His own fair token to the earth

He'll bring a flood no more.
13
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JOHNNY

WILSON.

Just such a bow shines brightly round
The throne of God in heaven,

Which shows His mercy has no bound,
And speaks of sins forgiven.

JOHNNY WILSOW.
(f OHNNY

WILSON was a good little boy in the main,

but he had one fault that gave him a deal of trouble, and

that was driving nails.

Now, I hear some of you little

folks say, “ Driving nails is not a fault.”
Well, if a little boy should ask papa to give him a block of
wood, a paper of nails, and a hammer, he could have a nice
. time and not trouble anybody.
But Johnny Wilson was not
content with a block of wood; he drove nails into everything;
into the walls, carpets, chairs, and tables.

In short, whatever

was large enough to hold a nail, was sure to come under Johnny’s
hammer.
I really think mamma was afraid he would drive
nails into the baby. He was punished and forbidden to touch
a*hammer, but it seemed, indeed, as if he could not help it, for
whenever any one made Johnny a present, it was sure to be a
hammer.
One bright summer morning, mamma took the baby and
went out to spend the day; she left Johnny at home alone with
the servants, feeling ae

as he had no hammer, that all would

2
go right.
As I said before, ee was a good boy when hammers weré out
of the question; but no sooner had mamma. gotten fairly off,
than the carpenter came to hang a gate at the top of the stairs, to

keep baby, who was just beginning to toddle, from falling down.
14
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JOHNNY

Johnny was much interested in watching the man measure,
and saw, and hammer, but did not offer to touch

any of his

tools. At twelve o’clock, however, the carpenter was obliged
to go home to his dinner, and as the gate was not quite finished,
he left his tools until he should return. It was too much for
Johnny to be left alone with such a beautiful hammer, and
nails of every size and shape.
In the room close to the stairs stood mamma’s cedar chest,
and this was what first caught Johnny’s eyes. “That would
be a ee place to drive nails,” thought he. “TI will just
try one.’

So he first put a little one in; but that went so nee hi
tried another, and another, until there were ever so many.
Then he screwed the gimlet in the chest, he hammered

in the

chisel, and what do you think he did after that? Why, he
found papa’s high hat that was put away for the summer, and
Oh, Johnny, Johnny!. what will
filled that full of nails.
mamma, say ?
When the carpenter returned he felt very cross, but after he
had seen all the damage that was done, he felt very sorry for
Johnny, as he knew a punishment was sure to follow. So he
tried his best to mend the matter;

he drew the chisel and all

the nails out of the chest, and unscrewed the gimlet; but the
marks were still there, and the hat was ruimed forever.

When

mamma came home, how do you think she punished Johnny?
Not by whipping and scolding. No; but she made him wear
the hat, nails and all, every day to school for a week. Poor
She felt very sorry sometimes, when the boys
little boy!
laughed and made fun of him, but he was at last cured of his
bad fault of driving nails, and so effectual was mamma’s remedy
for the trouble, that Johnny was ever afterwards ready almost
to run away out of sight of a hammer.
16

ROBBIE’S RED APPLE.
NE day Robbie was visiting his cousin. They went to a
neighboring farmhouse, and the kind people gave them
apples
ripe
some
get
and
orchard
the
into
go
to
n
permissio
}
to eat. The trees were bending with fruit, and underneath their laden boughs were many mellow apples fallen to
the ground. Some were yellow, some rosy-cheeked, and some
were red all over. A few were very large, and others quite
small.
Robbie looked around, trying to find a very nice one. He
wasn’t satisfied with those that seemed “fair to middling,” but

wanted a very good one indeed.
was

Presently he chose one.

one of the largest and reddest—a

It

fine apple to look at.

But apples were made to eat. Robbie took a bite of his beautiful one, and found its looks were a great deal better than its
taste. It was not sweet or thoroughly ripened, and it was hard
and coarse-grained besides.

Many apples, lying close at hand,

though but half as large and not half so pretty as this one, were
ten times better, for they were mellow, sweet, and juicy.
Robbie showed a little of the unwise and selfish side of the
heart, which is too common in the world.

He was fond of size

and show; he judged from outward appearance, and so made a

very poor choice.

The great and showy things of life, and the bright and glittering things of the world, are not always what they seem.
Fine clothes and big purses do not make good, wise people.
Such things are like the rind of Robbie’s red apple, merely outside show that deceives the thoughtless. Real merit does not
love to deck itself in showy garb.
17

THE TOWN PIGEON.
HE beautiful picture on the opposite page reminds me of
the following poem, which I think you will agree with
me is very pretty.

Stoop to my window, thou beautiful dove!
Thy daily visits have touched my love.
I watch thy coming, and list the note
That stirs so low in the mellow throat,

And my joy is high
To catch the glance of thy gentle eye.

Why dost thou sit on the heated eaves,
And forsake the wood with its freshened leaves?
Why dost thou haunt the sultry street,
When the paths of the forest are cool and sweet?
How canst thou bear
This noise of people—this sultry air?
Thou alone of the feathered race
Dost look unscared on the human face,

Thou alone, with a wing to flee,
Dost love with man in his haunts to be;

And the “ gentle dove”
Has become a name for trust and love.

A holy gift is thine, sweet bird!
Thowrt named with childhood’s earliest word!
Thow rt linked with all that is fresh and wild
In the prisoned thoughts of the city child;
And thy glossy wings
Are its brightest image of moving things.
18
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FATHER'S DARLING.

It is no light chance. Thou art set apart,
Wisely by Him who has tamed thy heart,
To stir the love for the bright and fair
That else were sealed in this crowded air;

I sometimes dream
Angelic rays from thy pinions stream.
Come then, ever, when daylight leaves

The page I read, to my humble eaves,
And wash thy breast in the hollow spout,
And murmur thy low sweet music out!
I hear and see
Lessons of heaven, sweet bird, in thee! .

HER FATHER’S DARLING.
A

Ci

TINY happy
Six sunny
Two rosebud
Disclosing

face,
tumbled curls,
lips apart
milk-white pearls.

Two wondering wide blue eyes,
Now bright with baby glances;
Beaming on some small prize,
Now wet with some small sadness.
Plump shoulders, soft and white,

For kissing surely meant;
Rumpled and crumpled muslins,
‘With here and there a rent.

Dimpled little fingers,
Everywhere they fumble;
Restless, little active legs,
Now and then a tumble.
20
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DARLING.

Saucy little stampings,
Pretty little rebel !
Saucy small expressions
In a silvery treble.
Ringing shouts of laughter,
Sobs of deepest woe;
Going to see wee piggies,
Hurt a tiny toe.

Now naughty wilful ways,
And most indignant glances;
Anon her stick a racer,

She caracoles and prances.
A little sunbeam ever,

With very soft’ning power,
Oh!

how her father loves her,

His sweet unopened flower!
21

THE ERMINE.
Co

WAY

up in northern

latitudes, where

there is nearly

always snow and ice, and where the summers are very
wears such a

short indeed, lives a little creature which

beautiful dress that we are all envious and desire to rob
him of it.

His

dress is soft as any velvet, and

creamy white,

and so warm that it is a protection against the coldest weather.
Ladies want it to border their garments with, judges think that
it adds to their dignity to wear it, and even kings and nobles
desire to have it to help to make their crowns and coronets. So
this beautiful, shy little creature, scarcely as large as a cat, is
hunted by the trapper, and when caught
ee not only of
its garment, but of life itself, that lords and ladies, kings and
judges, may have their whims gratified.
This little animal is called an ermine. Its food consists of
rats, young rabbits, birds, small animals of every description,
and birds’ eggs. It is long, slender, and graceful in form, and
can climb trees as easily as a cat.
During the summer the ermine is called a stoat, and then its
back is of a reddish brown, which allows it to pass along the
ground among the fallen leaves and rubbish without being
perceived. But when the cold weather comes, the fur gradually
turns white, all but the tip of its tail, which remains black.

TWO ROGUES.
CaP

IVING

all alone in a silent house I stay,

No one speaking to me through the weary day ;
Reading, sewing, knitting, doing this and that,

No companions have I but my dog and cat.
None to say good-morning, spring with willing feet,
None good-evening bid me with their kisses sweet.

22
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ROGUES.

t

T’ve a next-door neighbor more fortunate than I;
Thinking of her blessings, I sometimes pause and sigh.
Little children scamper in and out all day,
Making dreadful racket at their merry play;
23

THE

LITTLE

TOY-GIRL.

Losing playthings here, and dropping playthings there;
Letting song and laughter echo everywhere.
Little rogues, I see you, peeping down at me,
With your laughing eyes, and faces full of glee.
How your presence brings the gladness to my heart!
Would you come to me and nevermore depart?
Darlings, you are welcome, come whene’er you will;
Blessed is the home you with your sunshine fill!
—_—_——<o»>—-______

PELE

TOG iE

. NE pleasant summer afternoon, Bertha and wee two-yeariy old Hermann were playing merrily up and down the
garden walks, while their good mother sat on a bench by
the cottage door, busily knitting. In the flower-beds, gold
and purple pansies, fair white lilies, and nodding blue-bells
were in full blossom, filling the air with their sweet perfume.
Among the cherry-trees the little birds sang, and the gay butterflies flitted from flower to flower.
“ Dear little ones,” said the mother to herself, as she watched

her children in their play, “how happy they are and how good
the sunshine is for them!
They need it—my little home-blossoms—as much as do the flowers in the garden.”
And then she thought of the many little children shut wp in
cities, with never a sight at the fresh green fields and sweet
flowers;

to whom

bird-songs were unknown

music, and whose

only play-ground was the paved and dusty street. “Thank
God,” said she, wiping a tear from her eye, “that my darlings
are not shut up like caged birds, within city walls!”
Presently little Bertha, who was peeping through the palings
of the garden gate, exclaimed, “ Oh, mother, here comes a
24
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the pictures in these books. He is lame, and he sits in his chair
all day long, making toys and painting pictures for me to sell.”
“Where does your father live?” asked the mother.
The blue eyes of the little girl filled with tears as she softly
answered, “In heaven. It is many a long day since he went,
and though, as mother says, it is happy for him to be there, it
is sad enough for us without him.”
“ And your brother,” asked the mother, “was he always lame?”
“ Not always,” answered the child, “though I*can remember

him only as he is now.

He reads to me every day, from his

little Testament, of the fair land where our dear father has gone,

and says that it will not be long before he will be there too.
He does not say so before mother, for it would make her cry
too much.
“But I must not stay too long,” continued the little girl, “ for
I want to sell all that I have brought before night, for we
have many things to buy with the money that I —o get for
them.”
So the mother selected a book with beautifully colored engravings for Bertha, who had just begun to learn to read, and a
little horse and

cart, with a little whip, for Hermann.

As she put a bright silver coin in the little girl’s hand she
said, “I will go and see your mother and lame brother soon, if
you will tell me where you live.”
“ Will you?” said the child, her cheek flushing with pleasure ;
“that will please us all so much, for we are strangers here.”
So she told where she lived, and after another courtesy she
took her leave with a glad heart.
Flowers, birds, and butterflies were now, for ie time, forgot-

ten, as Bertha, leaning upon her mother’s knee, looked at the
beautiful pictures in her new book, and little Hermann, sitting
upon the grass at her feet, gave himself up to the full enjoyment of his new treasure.

26

LUCY

GREEN.

LUGY GREEN.
UCY GREEN was a dear little girl, and took great
She
delight in flowers, of which she had a great many.
was quite a favorite with old William, the market
gardener, for she very seldom missed a week without
going to him for a new pot, and the old man would choose her
the prettiest flowers he had, and often add one asa gift from
himself to those she paid him for. It was quite a pretty sight
to see*the two friends; they were both so very fond of their
flowers, and would stay chatting about the roses that had budded
since they last met, or the new flowers they had discovered.
27
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STRIKE THE KNOT.
City

HEN

we were little boys—little fellows—our father

began to teach us how to work, and we were anxious to
perform the allotted tasks. We were splitting wood.
A tough stick with a most obstinate knot tried all
the skill and strength of a weak arm, and we were about to
relinquish the task when our father came along. He saw the
piece of wood had been chipped down and the knot hacked
around, and took the axe, saying,—

“ Always strike the knot.”
The words have always remained safe in my memory. They
are precious words, boys. Never try to shun a difficulty, but
look it right in the face; catch its eye, and you subdue it as a
man can a lion.

OUR FATHER,

WHO ART IN HEAVEN

HY Father, little one, and mine,

Is He who reigns above;
:
Thy prayers and mine He deigns to hear,
In mercy and in love—
Thy prayers and mine, dear little child,
He deigns in love to hear;
Oh, to His blessed mercy-seat
Let us in faith draw near.
Thy Father, little one, and mine,
All hallowed be His name;
~

Oh, pray thou that His will be done,
In earth and heaven the same.
Thy Father, little one, and mine,

Pray thou for daily bread,
For by His power alone we live,
And by His bounty fed.
28
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Thy Father,
From evil
Oh, turn our
That lead

little
keep
feet
us to

one, and mine—
us, Lord;
in those blest paths
our God!

Thy Father, little one, and mine,

To Him the glory be;
To Him the kingdom, Him the power,
To all eternity.
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THE KIND DRIVER.

—

LADY, sitting at a window in the country with some
friends, saw a wagon and pair of horses coming down
the road, driven by a stout old man.
CX.
“ Here comes a kind driver,” she said. “ T’ve noticed
the way he treats his horses, and their obedience and attachment. Wait antil he gets near and I'll speak to him.”
So when the man came opposite to the house, the lady called

long

.out,—

Won’t you show my friends
“ Good-morning, Benjamin.
what a bright pair of horses you have? Make them shake
hands.”
The man called, “ Whoa!” to the horses, and as soon as they

had stopped, he said, speaking to one of them, “'Tom, shake
hands!” when instantly the horse lifted his foot in a pleased,
gentle way, and gave it into the man’s hand, who, after shaking
it and letting it fall, said,—
“ Now, Tom, the other ;” and up went that also. Then he
went around to the other horse, and he did the same thing in
the same gentle and pleased way.
“ Now turn round and come on,” called out the man; and

“instantly, without the crack of a whip or a loud command, the
docile animals turned carefully the wagon to which they were
harnessed, and followed their kind driver as a dog would have
followed his master.
“Thank you, Benjamin,” said the lady. “I wanted my
friends to see how

much more

obedient animals

can be made

by kind than by harsh treatment.”
|
As the man drove on with his horses, pleased with the notice
that had been taken of him, one of the ladies said,—
“This reminds me of a little pony that is managed entirely
without a whip, his driver only carrying a bit of straw in his
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The pony obeys his master with all the docility of a
He has but*to say, ‘Tom, come here a

little; or, ‘ Tom, a

little farther, and pony, just as if he could do everything but
say ‘ Yes’ in reply, instantly does what he is told. On being
asked one day if he never used the whip, the driver

answered,

‘Oh, sir, if I were to use a whip, he would feel it,’ meaning

that if he were to strike the pony, the animal’s feelings would
be hurt as much as his body.”
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BABY BROTHER.
BABY brother Louis!
You are fairest of the fair;
There’s nothing half so beautiful
In earth, or sea, or air.

O baby brother Louis!
You are sweetest of the sweet;

_ With breath as fragrant as the breeze
When spring and summer meet.
O baby brother Louis!
You are fair, and sweet, and wise;
The angels, mamma says, look out

Upon us from your eyes—
The angels, pure and innocent,
Who’re near unto the Lord;

I read about them yesterday,
While reading in his Word.

And I am sure it must be so,
For every one can see,
While gazing in your heavenly eyes,
A heavenly mystery—
A mystery of love and peace.
What better can I say ?
There is no power in human words
Their meaning to convey.
Oh, darling baby brother!
If angels are so near,

That, while his face beholding,

They’re dwelling with you here,
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How gentle and how loving
Should all our actions be!
How tender and how truthful
Ev'ry spoken word to thee!

STORY OF A BIRD'S NEST.
ID you ever, dear children, watch the birds in spring-time

' building their pretty nests; and did you think how wonderful it was that they should know how to make so nice
a little home from such things as they pick up here and
there? How smooth and beautiful they make the inside of
their nests, so as to form a soft bed for their eggs and little

.

birdies !
Do you suppose that your
many things, could form as
with their slender beaks?
might, just try it some day,

fingers, which
nice a nest as
If you think
and see if you

are so skilful about
the little birds can,
that perhaps they
can weave together

twigs and hair, with perhaps some bits of wool or cotton, into a

little rounded nest as beautiful as that which a pair of robins
Even if you should succeed in making somewould make!
thing to look like a nest, you would be obliged to try a number
of times first, and you would probably make many mistakes,
and have to take your work into pieces and begin anew again
and again before it would suit you.
Not so with the birds. They never make mistakes, and they
are not even obliged to think how to make their pretty homes,
because God has given them what is called instinct.

In other

words, He teaches every little bird how to build just the kind of
nest best fitted for its use.
I will tell you a true story of a pair of golden orioles that

many years ago built a nest in an elm-tree so near a farm-house
that the children who lived there could watch them
34
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their work and could hear the chirp of the little birds
the wee things were hatched. ‘You all know, perhaps,
kind of nests the orioles build, like slender baskets hung
the branches of the trees.
they could speak, the mother orioles might well sing to

their babies,—
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“ Rock-a-bye, baby, on the tree-top;
‘When the wind blows the cradle will rock !’

For several years the same pair of orioles came back to their
home in the elm-tree, made what repairs were needed, laid their

egos, and reared their little ones,
One spring, just after the little birds were hatched, there came
a long, cold rain, which lasted several days. The children and
others who lived in the house saw the golden orioles flying about
as if in great distress, and heard the pitiful chirping of the little
ones.

At last, after the storm was over, some one took a ladder

and went up the tree to see what the trouble was, and found
that the pretty hanging nest was filled with water, and the
young birds were drowned. Now comes the strange part of the
story. After afew days of flying and fluttering about, as if
they had some new idea in their little heads, the parent birds
began to build another nest in the same tree, but instead of
forming it like the old one, they built a round nest like that of
the common robin upon a branch, and soon they had another
family of little birds nestled therein.

THE HAPPY FAMILY.
Cat

E are not going out to-day,
So shall we have a game of play?
Let us be ladies, and we'll see

©

What happy ladies we can be.
We must have other names, of course—
I will be Mrs. Wilberforce.

Will you be Mrs. Wiggins, Flo?
Because you like that name, you know.
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“Yes, Vl be Mrs. Wiggins, dear,
But here is our dear brother here;

We really must have him to play:
I’m sure he won’t be in the way.”

*Tis very pleasing thus to see
Brothers and sisters all agree;
So all good little girls and boys
Should share their pretty books and toys.

Dear little boys and girls, will you
Do as these little children do ;
And never, never try to tease,

But always do your best to please?
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HATTIE’S BIRTHDAY.
H, this is a happy, beautiful world!
My heart is light and gay;
The birds in the tree sing blithely to me,
And I’m six years old to-day.
Yes, six, and father has bought me a book,
And mother, the sweetest doll,
All dressed in white, with blue eyes bright,
And the nicest hat and shawl.

My Kitty sat quietly near the fire
As Dolly and I came by;
Miss Dolly bowed, and pussy meowed,.
And opened her yellow eye.

Ah, me! if Kit could only talk,
And Dolly could but chat,
We'd social be as any three—
Talk, sing, and all of that.
I dressed all up in grandma’s cap,
And put on her glasses, too;
“Why, Grandma!” I said, as I looked at myself,
“T’m almost as old as you.”
My mother softly kissed my cheek,
And then she blessed me, too,..
Praying that I, as years went by,

Might be as good and true.

My birthnight song is a merry one,
And my heart is warm and light;
Kind father, mother, and dear grandma,

Sweet dolly and pussy, good-night.
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THE SCHOOL-MASTER.
N days gone by, young people found it no easy thing to
pick up a little learning. They had not then the easy, —
pleasant books which they now have. Schools were often
very dismal places, and school-masters were very severe. If
a boy were a dunce, or behaved amiss, he was struck on his
hand with a ruler, or beaten with a cane, or poised on another
boy’s back and flogged with a birch-rod. But we need not
dwell on these things, as most young people have heard of them.
A change has taken place, and kindness is found to be a better
teacher than severity.
We know a school-master in a country town who is as cheerful as May-day, and he brings on his scholars nicely. It was
on a holiday afternoon that he was seated in a sheltered seat at
the end of the playground, reading a book. Taking off his
spectacles he called out to his scholars, who had been enjoying
themselves at trap and ball, “ Boys, stop a moment or two in
- your play, and I will tell you a tale.”
Ina moment the trap and ball were left on the ground, and
the boys gathered around him. After a little scuffing for the
nearest place to their kind master, silence prevailed. You
might almost have heard the tick-tack of a watch, and every
eye was fixed on the school-master. After a short pause, he
related to them the following tale:
“Many years ago, a certain vizier, for some cause or other,
was condemned to perpetual imprisonment in a lofty tower. At
night his wife came to weep below his window.
“* Cease your grief,’ said the sage, putting out his head with
a turban on it. ‘Go home for the present, and return hither
when you have procured a live beetle, together with a little ghee
(that is, butter made from the milk

of buffaloes), three balls,

one of the-finest silk, another of packthread, another of stout
whipeord, and finally a bundle of strong rope.’
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“ Away went the vizier’s wife to do his bidding, and when
she again came to the foot of the tower, provided according to
her husband’s commands, he directed her to touch the head of
the insect with a little ghee, or butter, to tie one end of the silk

thread around him, and to place the beetle on the wall of the
tower.
“ Deceived by the smell of the butter, which he considered to
be in store somewhere above him, the beetle continued to ascend

till he reached the top, and thus put the vizier in possession of
the end of the silk thread. He then drew up the packthread
by. means of the silk, the small cord by means of the packthread,
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and, by means of the cord, a stout rope capable of sustaining
his own weight. Thus was he enabled at last to escape from
his. place of confinement. We see, then, from this story, what
great endings may be brought about by small beginnings.”
The boys were all highly amused with the tale which had
been told them; but the cheerful school-master had not yet done
with his story, for, without

losing any time, in a lively and

encouraging manner he made the following remarks:
“Tt appears to me that our tale is well suited to all of us.
Every boy in my school, though he does not wear a turban, may
be called a vizier, and may be said to be shut up in a high
tower—the tower of ignorance—from which he ought to do his
best to deliver himself.
“The vizier’s wife may be set forth by the printing-press,
which has provided what is necessary to free the vizier schoolboy from captivity. What we should do without the printingpress I cannot tell.
“But where shall we find a black beetle? for somehow or
other we must have one. In my opinion your school-master
will be the very thing.

If I am not blind, I wear a black coat,

and am very persevering; yes, I see I must play the part of a
black beetle.
“The ghee, or buffalo butter, is my desire for your good;
and this, I hope, will be quite enough to lead me on to serve
you so long as you are in the tower, and I have the means of
rendering you assistance.
“The silken line that I bring you is the alphabet; a very
small beginning, which may produce a very large and profitable
ending. Had we no alphabet, you might almost as well stop
away as come to school. If the alphabet be our silk line, well
may we regard words as our packthread.
Single letters produce words, and thus, as we proceed, we gradually increase in
knowledge.
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“ After words come sentences; these must be whipcord; and

then follow books, which are strong rope, so necessary to set -you
free from the tower of ignorance.
“ And now, boys, as the beetle has brought you the silk line,

the packthread, the whipcord, the strong rope, after you have
finished your game of trap-ball set to work at your books as
fast as you can, that you may enjoy liberty, and turn your
backs on the tower of ignorance for ever.”

WHO IS SHE?
HERE is a little
Who is she?
Who always has
Wherever she

maiden—
Do you know ?—
a welcome,
may go.

Her face is like the May-time,
Her voice is like a bird’s;
The sweetest of all music

Is in her lightsome words.
Each spot she makes the brighter,
As if she were the sun ;

And she is sought and cherished
And loved by every one;
By old folks and by children,
By lofty and by low:
Who is this little maiden?

Does anybody know?
You surely must have met her;
You certainly can guess ;—

What!

I must introduce her?

Her name is—Cheerfulness.
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GRANDMA'S DARLINGS.
On

HICH is grandmother’s darling
Of the children three at play?
Which does she love the dearest,

Hattie, Fannie, or Jay?
Which are the brightest eyes for her,
Soft black, or blue, or gray?
Which would she miss the soonest,
If away from her loving care:
Hattie, the dark-haired maiden,
Blue-eyed Fanny, the fair,
Or Jay, with the honest, truthful face,
And sober, manly air?

Keep still, for grandma is thinking ;
She'll tell you by and by.
She is gazing upon them fondly,
With a far-off look in her eye,
With a sad, sweet smile upon her face,
And on her lips a sigh.
She thinks of three other darlings
In the far-off, long ago:

Of the baby, who long has slumbered
Under the daisies and snow,

And beside it, a noble, manly form
In ‘his early strength laid low.
And the other?

Oh, that’s the papa,

Who is coming now through the lane,
And back from the past so distant
Comes grandma’s heart again;
As she kisses the little ones o’er and o’er
They are darlings all, ’tis plain.
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THE DAUGHTER

OF A KING.

WISH I were a princess !”
Emma stood with a dust-brush in her hand, pausing on
her way up-stairs to her own pretty room, which was required to be put in order every day.
“Why, my. child?” asked her mother.
“Because then I would never have to sweep and dust and

make ce but would have plenty of servants to do these things
for me.’
“and
“That is a very foolish wish,” her mother replied;
even if you were a princess, I think you would find it es to
learn how to do all these things, so that you could do them in
case of necessity.”
“ But it never is necessary for princesses to work.”
“There my little girl proves her ignorance.
If she will come
to me after her work is done, I will show her a picture.”
The little bedroom was at length put to rights, and Emma
came to her mother, reminding her of her promise about the
picture.
“What do you see, my child?” her mother asked as she laid
_ the picture before her daughter.
“T see a young girl with her dress fastened up, an apron on,
and a broom in her hand.”
;
““Can you tell me what kind of a place she is in ?”
“T do not know.

There are walls and arches of stone, and

a bare stone floor. I do not think it can be a pleasant place.”
“No, it is not. It is a prison, and the girl is a king’s
daughter.”
“A king’s daughter ?”
“Yes; and her story is a very sad one.”
“ Please tell me about her.”
“More than eighty years ago the king of France was Louis
46

2 Sew
LAGDSEBACH

QUEEN

I

RSS PGT

MARIA

EO

ANTOINETTE

TT

TI

I

IN

FL

PRISON.

I

EI NL

ET

TET TTS

THE

DAUGHTER

OF A KING.”

XVI.; his wife was Marie Antoinette. They were not a wicked
king and queen, but they were thoughtless and fond of pleasure.
They forgot that it was their duty to look after the good of their
people, so they spent money extravagantly in their own pleasures while the whole nation was suffering. The people became
dissatisfied, and when finally Louis and Marie Antoinette saw
the mistake they had been making and tried to change their
conduct, it was too late. The people, urged on by bad leaders,
learned to hate their king and queen. They were taken with
their two children and the sister of the king, and shut up in a
prison called the Temple.
“There were dreadful times in France then, and every one
who was suspected of being friendly to the royal family was_
sent to prison and to the guillotine.
The prisoners in the
temple passed the time as best they could. The king gave
lessons to his son and daughter every day, or read aloud to them

all, while Marie Antoinette, Madame Elizabeth, and the young
Maria Theresa sewed.
“ After a time the angry people took away the king and beheaded him. And shortly after tle little son was separated
from his mother, sister, and aunt, and shut up by himself in

the charge of a cruel jailer.

Next it was Marie Antoinette’s

tarn to ascend the scaffold, which

she did October

16, 1798.

Her daughter Maria Theresa was then left alone with her aunt,
the Madame Elizabeth.”
WHEREVER in this world we are,
‘In whatsoe’er estate,
We have a felléwship of hearts
To keep and cultivate;

And a work of lowly love to do
For the Lord on whom we wait.
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and little Fred are spending happy days by the

sea-side, where their mamma has taken them to pass the

Mamma is tired, and she and aunty
summer months.
are resting while the little folks play in the sand. They
have made friends with a boy who has brought out his father’s
glass for them to look through. And he tells them all about
the boats, and how the poor fishermen are out on the sea day
and night, to catch fish. He tells Annie how he sometimes is
C’|\

permitted to go with his father in the boat, and what fine times

they have when the weather is clear: how they throw over the
net; and after carefully drawing it along for some distance, they
land it at last full of slimy, slippery fishes.
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THE BIBLE.

OME, darling, bring the Bible,

And place it on my knee;
And you climb up beside it,
And sit close up to me.
Now slowly turn the sacred page,
Not rough—as though it were
A mere unworthy common book,
That you might soil or tear.
But ever, ever bear in mind

That ’tis a holy Book,
And on its every page, my child,
With humble reverence look.

It is God’s holy Word, my dear,
To sinful mortals given;
A lamp unto our feet below,
To light us on to heaven.

Oh, learn to prize it as you ought;
Seek wisdom from on high
To teach you how to read aright,
To read it prayerfully.
The child who loves God’s holy Word,
And takes delight therein,
That child will not be led astray
In wickedness and sin.
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COUNTING A DAY'S SPORT.
OM GILES is Farmer Giles’s son, and they live at an old
farm-house at the end of a shady lane.
Tom is a thoughtful boy, and Blackboard, the old
school-master of our village, says he is a first-rate fellow
at school; and I know the old housekeeper at the farm finds
him very useful indeed.
Everybody likes Tom Giles, from the ploughman that follows
his father’s team, to the magpie who calls out Tom! Tom! from
the top of the barn door.
At Mr. Blackboard’s school the boys have a holiday every
Wednesday afternoon, and away they all scamper to the village
green, kick up their heels as though the whole school had gone
mad, and I'll warrant you that Tom Giles is as merry as any
boy among them.
One day they proposed to go fishing in the large pond at the
end of the village green, and then there was such a lot of cutting fishing-rods, and making nets, and borrowing pickle-jars
to put the fish in, that at last Farmer Giles declared that his

best
said
was
upon

hedge was almost cut to pieces, and the old housekeeper
she had scarcely a jar left. But, after all, the day’s sport
soon over, and when Tom got home again he put his jar
the kitchen table to count what he had caught.

One,

two, three, four

little sticklebacks,

bobbing

about as

though they were playing at hide-and-seek. One, two, three
little efts were also there, looking very gloomy indeed; perhaps
they wanted to play at puss-in-the-corner, but as there are no
corners in a round pickle-jar of course they could not do that.
But you know I told you that Tom was a thoughtful boy, and —
ashe looked at the little fish swimming about in the jar, he
wondered whether they were happy, and whether there were
any little baby fish left in the pond who were calling out for
their papas and mammas that he had caught, or whether there
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were any fathers and mothers in the pond who were wondering wherever their little sticklebacks had gone to.
And Tom was a kind as well as a thoughtful boy, and so he
crept silently out of the back door, and ran all the way to the
pond, and let the little prisoners free just at the very spot at
which he had previously caught them.
Ani they all swam home to supper, and Tom Giles was happier in letting his little prisoners go than he would have been
if he had caught a great big whale and kept it all to himself.
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HARRY’S: FRIEND.
{ARRY! that was wrong. How could you strike old
Rover !”
“ Because he Ae
on my kite with his great, heavy
foot, and. liked to have made a hole in it,” replied the boy,
a lad of ten years old, who had been reproved by his
oe
for striking a faithful old house-dog.
“But Rover did not do it on purpose; he didn’t mean to
break your kite.”
“T don’t suppose he did; but he had no business to tread on
Cy

my kite.

He’s big aie

to know

better, I should

think—

and old enough too.”
“He’s old enough to be a wise dog, Heer ; and so I think
he is—much wiser as a dog than you are asa boy. If he had
been as foolish and passionate a dog as you are a boy, he would
have turned round and bitten you, instead of walking off as he
did with a look of grief at your bad treatment.
I am sorry
that you would treat Rover unkindly—you of all others.”
“Why me of all others, mother ?”
“ Have I never told you how Rover saved your life?”
“No!

How

was it, mother?

When

did he save my life?

Tell me about it.”
“T was looking from the window, and all at once I saw Rover
start up, and come running into the house. He acted as if some
one had called him. After running through all the rooms
below, I heard his big feet on the stairs. He came up with
two or three heavy bounds. Entering my room, he looked all
about and then up into my face. ‘Where’s Harry, Rover? I
said, for the Laat hl of you came instantly into my mind. ‘Go
find him, sir.’
“The dog understood me. He turned short away, sprang
B4
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down-stairs, and out into the garden.

I followed hin, for I felt

strangely concerned about you. As I approached the lower end
of the garden, I heard Rover growling, and soon saw him
shaking something in his mouth, with great violence, while the
hair on his body stood out straight and stiff like bristles. Close
beside him, you lay sleeping calmly on a bank.
“You may suppose I was almost horror-stricken when I
came near enough to see a venomous snake in Rover’s mouth.
“The faithful dog had, doubtless, saved your life. And you

—ah, Harry! think of it—and you have been so thoughtless
as to strike Rover.”
The

boy, at this, burst into tears, and hid his face in his

mother’s lap.

He continued so for some time; then he went

after the faithful animal, and when he had found him, caressed

him, and talked to him in such a kind way, that Rover, who
never held resentment, forgot in an instant the blow he had
received, and was as happy again as an old dog could be,
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to see you, little bird;

"Twas your pretty chirp I heard;
What did you intend to say—
“Give us something this cold day ?”

That I will, and plenty too;
All these crumbs I saved for you;
Don’t be frightened—here’s a
I will wait and see you eat.

Thomas says you steal his
John complains his plums
Choose the ripest for your
Never asking whose they

treat;

wheat;
you eat;
share,
are.

‘Yet you seem an honest bird;

And I may say I’ve also heard
That insects, grubs, and worms you eat,
And other things that spoil the wheat.
So I will not try to know
What you did so long ago;
There’s your breakfast, eat away,
Come and see me every day.

PHILIP THE IDIOT.
T is a very sad sight to see a poor boy who is not quite
right in his mind, even though he be not altogether
insane. Some of these poor half-witted creatures are able
to move about the streets, doing simple errands for their
friends. We should’ always be very kind to such, and never
run after them, or shout and make

fun of them, as some bad

boys and girls will do. Philip Turner was one of these poor
creatures, and lived with his sister Sophia, who was very good
ms
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to him, and took great care of him. Philip was very quiet
harmless, and had such funny ways. He would walk up
down the street with a sword, and think he was a soldier.
as it pleased him, his kingl sister would humor him and let

do as he pleased.
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SPOILING A QUARREL.
OHNNY stood a little while at the gate, nibbling the
scallops from the edge of his cookey; possibly he was
nursing his courage to say a kind word. He was waiting
.
for Jerry White to turn around and look.
“allo,

cry-baby!”

Jerry,

shouted

“what you got there ?”
“Halloo, pretty-face!”
“come and see.

retorted

as he discovered him;

Johnny,

good-humoredly ;

_ “Open your mouth and shut your eyes,
And Tll give you something to make you wise.’”

“Open your eyes and shut your mouth,” responded Jerry,
“and Pil—” and here a snowball that was meant for Johnny’s
face fell harmlessly over his shoulder. The next minute the
extra cake was struck from Johnny’s hand into a snow-drift. .

LAMENT OF A LITTLE MOTHER ROBIN.
H, where is the boy, dressed in jacket of gray,
Who climbed up a tree in the orchard to-day
And carried my three little birdies away ?
They hardly were dressed
When he took from the nest
My three little robins, and left me bereft

Oh, humming-birds, have you seen to-day
A very small boy, dressed in jacket of gray,
Who carried my three little robins away?
He had light-colored hair,
And his feet were both bare.
Ah me!

he was cruel and mean, I declare.
88
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Oh, butterfly ! stop just one moment, I pray;
Have you seen a boy, dressed in jacket of gray,
Who carried my three little birdies away?
He had pretty blue eyes,
And was small of his size.
Ah, he must be wicked, and not very wise!

Oh, boy with blue eyes, dressed in jacket of gray,
If you will bring back my three robins to-day,

With sweetest of music the gift I’ll repay!
Pll sing all day long
My merriest song,
And I will forgive you this terrible wrong.
WHENEVER you know a thing is right,
Go and do it with main and might,
Nor let one murmur fall,

For duty makes as strong a claim
As if an angel called your name,
And all men heard the call.

Keep all the day, and every day,
Within the straight and narrow way,
And all your life, in fine,
Be temperate in your moods and meats,

And in your sours, and in your sweets,
And, lastly, don’t drink wine!
eo»

A LApy teacher inquired of the members of a class of juveniles if any of them could name the four seasons. Instantly
the chubby hand of a five-year-old was raised, and promptly
came the answer,—
“ Pepper, salt, vinegar, and mustard.”
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“SCATTER SEEDS OF KINDNESS”
CET

us gather up the sunbeams,
Lying all around our path;

Let us keep the wheat and roses,
Casting out the thorns and chaff;
Let us find our sweetest comfort
In the blessings of to-day,
With a patient hand removing
All the briers from the way.
Then scatter seeds of kindness,
Then scatter seeds of kindness,

Then scatter seeds of kindness

For our reaping by and by.
Strange we never prize the music
Till the sweet-voiced bird has flown!

Strange that we should slight the violets
Till the lovely flowers are gone!
Strange that summer skies and sunshine
Never seem one-half so fair,
As when winter’s snowy pinions

Shake the white down in the air.
Ten scatter, ete.

If we knew but
That the poor
How our hearts
Though their

half the sorrow
have oft to bear,
would yearn to help them,
griefs we could not share:

And the broken-hearted mourners,

Who in silence pass us by,
Would be lightened of their burden

If they knew a friend was nigh.
Then scatter, ete:
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Oh

the re s many a wayworn wanderer,
Whom the cold world treats w ith scorn,
a

2

Who ha s often wept in secr e t,
’
‘Wish ing he had ne er been born
Let us those remember da 1 ly
Tn our prayers to God on h 1g h ’
While we scatter seeds of k indness

For our reaping by and by.
Then scatter, etc.
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THE SHEEP WITH A CART.
NEVER saw a sheep harnessed up before,” said Harry,
as he turned over the leaves of a big book on natural history, and found a picture of a sheep drawing a two-wheeled
cart.

Do you know what

natural

history means?

It means

a

history or description of animals, birds, and fishes.

“ Let me see,” said his mother.
book and laid it in her lap.

So Harry brought the great

“ Ah, yes,” she continued, “ it is a

sheep that lives in Syria and Egypt, and other parts of Asia
and Africa, and has a long heavy tail which sometimes trails on
the ground. This tail usually weighs fifteen or twenty pounds;
but when the sheep is fattened, it sometimes gets to weigh
The
seventy or eighty, or even one hundred and fifty pounds.
sheep cannot carry it then, so a little cart is made to lay it on,
and the sheep draws it about.”
“What is the use of such big, fat tails ?”
“The people, when they kill the sheep, use the fat of the tail,
which is not at all like tallow, for butter.”

Harry shut up his book and put it away, and went out to
play; and his mother kept on sewing, and forgot all about the
sheep with the cart. After a while she heard a great racket
outside the window, and looking out, she saw Harry and Nep.
He had fastened his cart to the dog, and as Nep would not let
his tail lie in the cart he had tied his white tippet to the end of
the tail. Nep did not understand these proceedings, and was
frisking about and wagging his tail, with every wag setting the
tippet flying in the air, and every few steps overturning the
cart.

“Never mind, Nep, I’ll teach you yet. If you don’t be a
good dog and let your tail lie down in the cart, Pll have to tie
it down.”
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WITH A CART.

But the next jump brought Nep quite out of the harness,
and away he capered, looking back roguishly, as much as to say,
. “No you don’t, old fellow.”
Harry was about to follow him, but just then a lady passed
by, her long, trailing skirt sweeping the walk and gathering
dirt and dust. Harry
sight, and then turning
“Mother, don’t you
who wear tails to their
up out of the dirt?”

A Nozsitz

stood looking at her until she was out of
to his mother, he said,—
think it would be a good plan for ladies
dresses to have a little cart to keep them

Answer.— Why

did you not take one of those

pears?” said one boy to another. ‘There was nobody to see
you.”
“Yes, there was. I was there to see myself, and I do not
wish to see myself doing so mean a thing as stealing.”
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DAN AND DIMPLE, AND HOW THEY QUARRELLED.
O begin in things quite simple
Quarrels scarcely ever fail—

And they fell out, Dan and Dimple,
All about a horse’s tail!
So that by and by the quarrel
Quite broke up and spoiled their play—
Danny said the tail was sorrel,
Dimple said that it was gray !
“Gray I” said Danny, “ you are simple!

Just as gray as mother’s shawl,
And that’s red!” Said saucy Dimple,
“Yow re a fool, and that is all !”

Then the sister and the brother—
As indeed they scarce could fail,
In such anger, struck each other—
All about the horse’s tail!

“ Red!” cried Dimple, speaking loudly,
“ How you play at fast and loose!”
“Yes,” said Danny, still more proudly,
“When I’m playing with a goose!”
Tn between them came the mother—
“ What is all this fuss about ?”
Then the:sister and the brother
Told the story, out and out.
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DAN AND DIMPLE, AND HOW

And she answered, “TI

Each of you a

THEY QUARRELLED.

must label

little dunce,

Since to look into the stable
Would have settled it at once !”

Forth ran Dan with Dimple after,
And full soon came hurrying back
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GRIMLY.

Shouting, all aglee with laughter,
That the horse’s tail was black !
So they both agreed to profit
By the lesson they had learned,
And to tell each other of it
Often as the fit returned.

OUR FATHER MADE
WOULD

THEM ALL.

not hurt a living thing,

However weak or small;

The beasts that graze, the birds that sing,
Our Father made them all;
Without his notice, I have read,

A. sparrow cannot fall.

JOHN GRIMLY.
OHN GRIMLY lived in a worn-out house—
A house unpainted, old, and gray—
That let in the wind in winter time,

And the drenching shower of the April day.
The windows were little, and rough, and square,
And a man must stoop to go in at the door;
And the winter sleet and the sunshine fair
Came in through the chinks on the rotten floor.

John Grimly’s years were sixty and two,
His form was bent and his hair was gray,
Yet he trudged, be the skies or gray or blue,
To his lonely workshop every day. |
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The children who passed by the workshop door
Hushed shout and laughter till they were by,
And shunned the sound of his old, cracked voice.

And the passing glance of his stern gray eye.
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THE TWO GIFTS.
T was Christmas Eve and snow was falling silently, but the
storm was not severe enough to keep the children from the
church. Their happy voices mingled with the deep, rich
tones of the organ in Christmas hymns, the soft light poured
through the stained windows on the snow-covered paths, and
the beautiful tree shed its varied and abundant fruit. Homes.
looked doubly cheerful to-night; there was many a glad
reunion, married sons and daughters coming with their little
ones from their own firesides to the old hearthstone.
But in two chambers in the quiet village the lamp burned
dimly ; footsteps were silent, voices hushed to low, tender tones,

and in one, a mother’s heart aching in secret for a little child
lying on a bed of pain and weariness. In another home an
orphan boy had received all of care and kindness he had known
since his mother went to live with angels. Love would gladly
have

given

these little ones as fair a tree as the rest, and

did

bring to their bedsides all they could enjoy, hot-house flowers,
golden oranges, and rich, juicy grapes. Ethel took these from
her mother’s hand, and while that hand gently bathed her
aching temples and the low, sweet voice sang the lullaby she
loved best, her white eyelids drooped and a refreshing sleep
held her free from pain.
_
Who can tell how Jamie longed for his mother?

Well did

he remember her smile and voice and touch. His friends were
kind and took good care of him, only not a mother’s care. His
Sunday-school teacher was most like her; she came to him
to-night as soon as she could leave the church, after seeing her
little class safely on their way home. She brought his flowers
and fruit; she bathed his brow with a hand so gentle that it
seemed like his mother’s; she sang to him and soothed him, too,

to sleep.

As she still sat beside him a beautiful smile played
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over his thin face.

TWO

GIFTS.

He opened his eyes with a new, glad light

‘shining from their depths, and said, twining his wasted arms
around her neck, “Oh, Miss Wells, TPve had such a good
dream !”
“ What was it, dear ?”
“T sat at the window watching the snow falling so quietly,
just as it does to-night, and I did not feel cold, though the
window was open. It was light, too. By and by the tiny flakes
seemed to hold together, and then to spread like wings, and a
beautiful angel floated down, all in white, with long golden
curls and clear gentle eyes. She came closer and closer to me,
and I felt so glad to see her; she seemed like my mother. She
took me in her arms and laid my head on her breast. Then
she kissed me, and all the pain went away and I felt rested and
Oh, how happy lL
well. And then I saw that it was mother.
She
was! too happy to say anything only, Mother! Mother!
seemed to move upward a little, and I thought she was going to
I
carry me with her home to heaven, but just then I woke.
feel well, though, and it is a beautiful Christmas, for I’ve seen
. mother.”
:
Christmas morning dawned clear and beautiful. The sun
shone on the new-fallen snow as white as an angel’s wing, and
on trees and fences studded with brilliants. The village children
were early astir, and merry with their Christmas gifts. In
Ethel’s sunny chamber were rejoicing hearts, for she was better.
A good night’s rest, such as she had not had for weeks, calmed
her pulse and gave her new strength; she would soon be well.

Jamie’s little form lay white and still, with snowy blossoms
on his breast and twined in his dark hair. He had found his
mother.
.
“There shall be no more death, neither sorrow nor crying;
neither shall there be any more pain, for the former things are
passed away, and God shall wipe away all tears from his eyes.”
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MY

LITTLE

TREASURE.

To each little one the angel had brought the gift that was
best. To Ethel—the joy of her mother’s heart and cherished.
by loving friends—healing and strength for life’s work yet
before her. To Jamie, the poor orphan, his mother, rest, and
heaven.

MY LITTLE TREASURE.

|

OULD you know my little treasure,
Rarest, priceless beyond measure?
Come with me;

Look and see—
Ripe lips brimming o’er with pleasure—
Laughter-loving Mayjorie!

Little darling, bright eyes gleaming,
Full of thought and tender dreaming—
Thought for me!
Look and see
All the love that there is beaming—

"Sweetest, dearest Marjorie!

Little daughter, full of laughter,

Whom the sunbeams ripple after,
Dear to me;
Look and see

All the love that I would waft her—
Best of treasures, Marjorie!
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THE MOON.
N and out, in and out,

Through the clouds heaped about,
Wanders the bright moon.
What she seeks, I do not know;
Where it is, I cannot show.
T am but a little child,

And the night is strange and wild.
7

THE

FLY

AND

THE

BEE.

In and out, in and out,

Wanders the bright moon ;
In and out, in and out,

She will find it soon.
There she comes! as clear as day,
Now the clouds are going away.
She is smiling, I can see,
And she’s looking straight at me.

THEORET SANDS) ii Bie.
A

FLY once said to a bee, “Tell me, my friend, how is it
that no one pursues or torments you, as they do me?
I
a
have to protect my life from every one, but you fly about
in the air gathering honey unforbidden from the flowers.
If I venture to put out my trunk to reach a crust of bread, or
perchance to dip into some more dainty dish, death threatens
me on the spot. I think if I could sting, and take vengeance
on my foes as thou canst, that I should be left in peace.”
“You are mistaken,” replied the bee. “A much surer protection to me is that by diligence I serve mankind.”

Tomay’s mamma had given him a beautiful watch.
ae young mother.
time is it?” asked ae
“ Quarter-past six.’
“You are mistaken; it is half-past six.”
“How glad I am!” said the boy.
“Why so?”
“T have loved you a quarter of an hour longer.”
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BABY.
Ca

LESS thee, my baby, may life for thee ever
Be bright as a long summer’s day;
May all that is sweetest and all that is dearest
Like sunshine descend on thy way.
May thoughts that are holy like angels attend thee,
May sorrows like shadows depart;
May love like a blossom unfold in its beauty,
And peace find a home in thy heart.
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THE COMING SHOWER.
OW close and how warm the air is!
Oh, never a breath is stirring;

And loud in the pathway there is
A sound of locusts whirring.
All drooping and hot the grass is;
The leaves have no life nor motion;

The stream like a river of glass is
As it glides away to the ocean.
Ah, it is too warm for eating,

So the sheep leave the scorching meadow;
And here on the hill-side meeting,

They lie in the trees’ cool shadow.
But see, while I yet am speaking,
The clouds are the sunlight dimming,
While the swallows, the water seeking,
Are lowly and swiftly skimming.
Take courage, O panting creatures,
Take courage, O drooping grasses!
Oh, flowers, lift your delicate features

To be bathed in the rain as it passes!

‘Afar o’er the distant hill-tops,
See the welcome shower advancing;
And now a thousand raindrops

On the river’s breast are dancing.
It is here, the blessed shower !_
Give thanks, a myriad voices!
While bird and beast and flower
Each in its way rejoices.
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OUT IN THE COLD.
ACK FROST is a sharp one,
And nips, as he goes,
Poor mittenless fingers
And stockingless toes,

And bites without mercy
Your ears and your nose.

‘Why, dear little maiden!
Out here in the cold,
The snow and the north wind
That whistles so bold,
Like a shivering pet lamb

Astray from its fold?
Hurry on! Hurry on!
Little maiden, I say,
For the wind bloweth keen
On this cold winter day,
And the frost has no pity
For any astray.
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OF POOR BOSE.

sat in the deep kitchen window, blinking her eyes in

the sun.

She had snow-white feet, of which she seemed

UC’

proud, for she took great care of them, and had a habit
of curling her tail about them when she sat down, in a
very genteel manner : perhaps she thought the effect was stylish,
for her tail was white at the end; and her name was Tabby.
Bose lay on the floor trying to get a troubled nap. He had
some few accomplishments: could sit on his hind feet and beg
for his dinner, shake hands, and roll over. But his temper was
unpleasant, for he would bark at strangers, however quiet and

well-behaved they might be.
conscience that disturbed his
gosling that he wantonly shook
He
upon the sheep pasture.
his head on his paws, but sleep

Perhaps it was a remorseful
rest,—the ghost of a murdered
to death, or a stolen depredation
first stretched himself out with
refused to visit his eyelids, then

he crawled round three times and curled himself up in a semicircle, but in vain; so he sat up gloomily and sleepily, and
looked at Tabby, who sat in the kitchen window blinking in
the sun.

At length he broke out in a fretful tone; it sounded like a
short bark,—

“Tabby, you are purring again !”
and waved it
Tabby unwound her tail from her ae
slowly once or twice, and. said,—
Well, it is so pleasant here in the sun, and I had
“AmI?
I really don’t know half the time when
such a nice breakfast.
I do purr. It is a comfort, too, to purr. If you should try it,
I often purr myself to
I dare say you could sleep better.
sleep.”
“Who said I couldn’t fe ? You seem to take a great
many things for granted.”
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“T thought you seemed restless.

POOR

BOSE.

Perhaps you ate too much

breakfast.”

“T suppose you mean to insinuate that I ate more than my
share? You are the most disagreeable cat I ever saw in my life!”
Another sharp bark, and Bose stretched himself on his side
to his utmost dimensions, and resolutely shut his eyes. Presently
he raised his head, and said, a little more mildly,—

“Tabby, you are purring again.”
“ Now, really, Bose, you must excuse me, for I didn’t know
it. I was thinking what a sweet girl my mistress Mary is.
When she pats me on the head, and smooths a fur, my
happiness is complete.”
“Now, Tabby,” Bose jumped up into a chair by the window,
and Tabby curled her tail more ae as if she thought he
would bite, “I want to talk with you.”
“With pleasure, Bose.”
“ And try and keep from purring; you have no idea how it
disturbs me.”

THE

SORROWS

OF

POOR

BOSE.

“TJ will try; but if you would only purr yourself.”
“ Don’t mention it! I wouldn’t for the world! I want to
know, Tabby, if you are really so satisfied with your lot as you
pretend to be. Don’t you ever have anything to annoy you ?”
“T don’t remember anything.
Oh, yes; Susan shut my tail
in the door the other day, and yesterday I caught a mouse and
it got away from me. Yes, I was excessively annoyed; but one
was an accident, and for the other no one was to blame but

myself.”
Poor Bose made no answer, but he was so discontented with

his home that he took the first opportunity of running away,
which was the following morning.
The butcher-boy that
brought the meat called him, and he gladly followed.
When Bose reached the butcher’s headquarters, and saw the
array of beef, mutton, pork, sausage, and liver hanging upon
the wall, he thought he had come to a sort of dog’s Paradise.
He willingly obeyed the command of his new master to lie
under the bench, and gratefully gnawed the bone he threw to
him. The boy took great pleasure in making him roll over,
and run after a stick which he threw across the street. But he
got out of patience when the dog would not walk on his hind
feet, and ordered him to lie down under the bench, where he

was forced to remain for two or three hours.
But he was afterwards fed bountifully with bits of liver and
kidneys, and began to feel that it was very much better for him
than at home with Mary and Tabby.
At last when the snow was on the ground, and Bose was
nearly frozen under the door-step, and had suffered the insult
of having his head whitewashed by the butcher-boy, he put his
tail between his legs, and, looking behind him as he ran, disap-

peared in the direction of the old farm-house.
Cold, and hunger, and insult had broken his spirit and
conquered his pride, and he longed for the old box in the shed,
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and thought the music of Tabby’s purring would be the
sweetest sound he could hear. Good, gentle Tabby, how glad
she would be to see him once more!

He would never chide her,

or be impatient toward her again.
It was late when he reached his old home. The house and
shed were fastened for the night, and he lay down quietly to die.
_ His heart was quite broken;

and when Willie found him

stiff and frozen in the morning on the door-step, and saw a
well-known star on his breast, he said, “ Poor Bose !”
So they buried him tenderly, while Tabby, unconscious of

his misfortunes and his unhappy fate, still sat in the window,
purring and blinking in the sun.

TAKE CARE.
CaPITTLE children, you must seek
Rather to be good than wise,
For the thoughts you do not speak
Shine out in your cheeks and eyes.
If you think that you can be
Cross or cruel, and look fair,
Let me tell you how to see
You are quite mistaken there.

Go and stand before the glass,
And some ugly thought contrive,
And my word will come to pass
Just as sure as you're alive.
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What you have, and what you lack,
All the same as what you wear,
You will see reflected back:
So, my little folks, take care !
And not only in the glass
Will your secrets come to view;

All bebolders, as they pass,

Will perceive and know them too.
—__—___-~+e>_—____-

FREDDY AND HIS MAMMA.
t OME, my bonnie birdie,”
Mamma to Fred will say:
“Come, prepare for bye-bye.
Fred is tired to-day.

“Put his hands together,
Shut his weary eyes,
Pray God to bless him,
As in sleep he lies.
“ Bless mamma and sister,
Both to me so dear;
Bring papa back safely
To his loved ones here.”

Then mamma takes Freddy
To his little cot,

And, though no one sees them,
Angels guard the spot.
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Angels watch dear Freddy,
As he slumbers there;

Mamma’s treasure, papa’s darling,
Little sister’s care.
———-+

A LITTLE boy, seeing a man sauntering about a public-house
door, counting some money held in his hand, and evidently
about to go into the public-house, stepped up to him and said,
“Don’t go in there.”

The man put his hand, with the money,

in his pocket, thanked the little boy for his advice, and did not
:
go in.
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GRANDPA AND LOTTA.
ND

now what does puss want?” said grandpa, as Lotta

climbed

Ce

into

his lap.

It was

a warm

afternoon,

and

grandpa had been dozing in his chair ever since dinner.
Lotta,

before tellmg

what

she

wanted,

put

her

two

hands on grandpa’s cheeks and gave him a good kiss.
“ Now, what is it?”

“JT want you to take me——”

Lotta did not finish the

.

sentence.

“Where?” asked grandpa.
“Out to——” she stopped again.
“Well, go on.”
“The park !”
She threw out the last word quick and strong.
she was not sure of grandpa, and wanted to make
stand how much she wanted to go.
“Oh, dear !” answered grandpa, who was feeling
too hot.”
“But it’s so cool in the park, and so nice out

ie you gee
him under-

dull.

“It’s

there.

Do,

grandpa!” and Lotta put her arms about his neck and gave him
the biggest kind of a hug.
1?

“T suppose I shall have to, after that,” said grandpa, who

was beginning to get wider awake, and to feel the dulness passing
off. “So get yourself ready.”
Off scampered Lotta, and soon came dancing and singing
Grandpa and his little pet
back, ready for a ride to the park.
took one of the cars, and in less than half an hour were in the

beautiful park, where hundreds of happy children were playing
on the cool green grass, and hundreds of carriages sweeping
along the feel roads, making a scene of life and beauty
refreshing to look upon. It was almost as good for grandpa to

be there

as Lotta.

While she ran about on the green sward

and picked her hands full of buttereups, gay as a little bird, he
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sat in the pleasant shade and breathed in the sweet fragrance
of the mown grasses, feeling that it was good for him to be
there, and having a double enjoyment in seeing the delight
of Lotta.
The birds were so tame that they hopped about on the
ground close to where he was sitting and sang in the trees right
above his head. The cool air fanned his cheeks and lifted his
gray hair and filled his lungs with a new life.
“Tsn’t it nice out here, peda ?” asked Lotta, as she came
running up to him with her hands full of wild flowers.
“Yes, indeed,” answered grandpa.
“ Ain’t you glad you came ?”
“Yes, dear.”

“T thought so;” and she gave
again. They stayed there until
west, and then came home, both
their visit to the park. I think
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him a kiss, and then ran off
the sun was low down in the
feeling better and happier for
they will go again very soon.

THE GOOD SHIP “ NEVER-FAIL.”’
HY don’t you launch your boat, my boy ?”
I asked the other day, —
As strolling idly on the beach
I saw my lads at play;
One blue-eyed rogue shook back his curls,
And held his ship to me,
“Tm giving her a name,” he cried,
“ Before she goes to sea;

We rigged her out so smart and taut,
With flag and snow-white sail,
And now J’ll trust her to the waves,

And call her ‘ Never-fail.’ ”

The little ship sailed proudly out,
Through mimic rock and shoal,
The child stood watching on the beach,
His vessel reached its goal;
The wind had risen soft at first,
But wilder soon it blew,
Tt strained and bent the slender mast,

That still rose straight and true:
“Yet,” cried the boy, “my ship is safe,

In spite of wind and gale,
Her sails are strong, her sides are firm,
Her name is ‘ Never-fail.’ ”

And presently the wind was lulled,
The little bark came home,
No wreck, although her sails were wet,
Her deck all washed with foam;

And loudly laughed my true boy then,
As on the beach she lay.
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And wisely spoke my true boy then,
Although ’twas said in play—
“ Grandpa, I thought if mast and sail
And tackle all were true,
With such a name as ‘ Never-fail,’

She'd sail the wide sea through.”

THE DOG AND
Coy

THE ICE.

HAT ever is that dog a doing?” exclaimed our little
Patty, and her eyes grew bright with wonder.
“Two

words too much,” said Aunt Ruth, in a grave

voice and with a graver face. “Why don’t you learn
to talk right ?”
!
“Oh, dear! you’re always a putting of a body out!” Patty
looked very much annoyed.
“Two

words too much,”

said Aunt

Ruth, in a dead-level

voice.
“Youre always a doing of it, aunty. Why can’t you tell
me about the dog ?”
“Two words more. I’m really surprised, Patty. Where do
you hear that kind of talk ?”
“What kind?” the child asked, looking puzzled as well as
annoyed. .“ How should I talk?”
“«What is that dog doing? was all you need have said,”
replied Aunt Ruth.
“ Well, wasn’t that just what I did say ?” returned Patty.
“No; you put in two useless words that spoiled the sentence.
You said, ‘ What ever is that dog a doing?’ ”
“Oh, well, that doesn’t kill anybody.
You knew what I
meant, aunty.” And Patty tossed her little head in an injured
way.
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“And

then,”

DOG

continued

AND

Aunt

THE

Ruth,

ICE.

“you

said,

‘ You're

always a putting of a body out,’ instead of saying, ‘ You're
always putting a body out,’ which sounds better and saves
breath.

You

must

think about these little things,

and learn correct ways of speaking.
the dog is doing.

Oh!

my

dear,

And now let us see what

breaking the ice with his foot,I do

declare !”
“ Wouldn’t ‘I declare,’ be just as well, aunty, and save breath
on the do 2” said Patty, turning upon Aunt Ruth with an arch,
saucy smile.
“Fairly caught!’ was Aunt Ruth’s good-humored reply.
:
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BABY, THE KING.
Your old aunty
“Yes, dear, that do was a word too much.
learned some bad habits when she was young like you, and
finds it hard even now to get over them, so she wants her little
niece to have as few faults as possible to overcome when she
grows old. She does not know yet that unlearning is a great
deal harder than learning. And now for the dog.”
Aunt Ruth read for a minute in the book which Patty held
open in her hand.

Then she said,—

“ Well, that is curious! This dog you see was walking along
The night before had
with his master one frosty morning.
been cold, and all the little pools of water were frozen over.
The ice was not very thick, and so looked nearly the color of
water. The dog put his head down to drink first at one frozen
pool and then at another, and each time looked surprised and
disappointed.

Then his master broke the ice with his foot, and

the dog drank his fill,
to drink again.

On they went, and soon the dog wanted

But this time he did not wait for his master,

but struck his great foot on the surface of an ice-covered stream
and broke a hole for himself.
He’s as pleased as any
“ Just look at him in the picture
boy.”

C

BABY, THE KING.
Y country’s very small—
Tis just a room
Built by the forest edge,
_
Watched by the moon.

Only two persons in it!
I’m one, and sing;
Baby’s the other one—
Baby, the king !
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BABY, THE KING.

His crown is golden hair,
Measuring an inch ;

His sceptre chubby arms,
Tempting to pinch ;
His robe’s a snowy one;
And I will sing
Of all the gems that deck
Baby, the king!
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Two very drowsy eyes,
One funny nose,
Two little feet that kick,

Ten pinky toes;
His law’s a ery, but he

Crows while I sing—
Now you know all about
Baby, the king!

COUSIN LOU.
ITTLE roguish Cousin Lou,
With her dancing eyes of blue ;—
While the long and silken lashes
Can’t conceal their mirthful flashes.
Careless waving, golden tresses,
Which each passing breeze caresses;
Dimpled cheeks—and sunny smiles,
Silvery laugh—and playful wiles,
All these charms your love will woo,
For my witching Cousin Lou.

These are sure enough to please,
But my Lou has more than these ;—
From her eyes of heavenly blue
Beams a spirit kind and true;

Every warm and generous feeling
O’er her childish heart is stealing,—
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and youthful,
Is it very strange, think you,
Though her form i s sli

That I love my darling Lou?
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THE STRAY SHEEP.
Cy

HO is the good Shepherd ?” asked our teacher, as she
took her seat in front of her class of little boys and
girls one Sunday afternoon. It was many years ago,
and I was only a little child then, but I can remember

that pleasant afternoon and the sweet, earnest face and tender
voice of our teacher almost as well as if only a year had passed.
“The Lord,” answered one of the children.
“ Yes, the Lord and Saviour Jesus Christ, who came to seek

and to save that which was lost.” Then she showed us the
picture of a shepherd carrying a sheep in his arms, and said,
“Of what parable does this remind you?”
‘Of the parable of the lost sheep,” two or three eager voices
replied.
“Yes; and now can you find this parable?”
There was a quick turning of leaves by the children. Mary
Foster—dear Mary ! she was taken to the heavenly fold many
years ago—found the parable first, and read it aloud:
“ How think ye? Ifa man have an hundred sheep, and one
of them be gone astray, doth he not leave the ninety and nine,
and goeth into the mountains, and seeketh that which is gone
astray ?

“And if so be that he find it, verily I say unto you, he
rejoiceth more of that sheep, than of the ninety and nine which
went not astray. Even so it is not the will of your Father
which is in heaven, that. one of these little ones should perish.”
“T want to talk to you about the good Shepherd to-day,”
said our teacher as Mary stopped reading, “and it was that you
might the more surely remember what I am going to say that I
brought with me this sweet and beautiful picture. Its image in
your memories will help you to recall my words.”
All the children in the class grew very still, and looked
earnestly into her face. We loved to hear her talk.
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“You remember,” she went on, “ how often in the Bible God

is spoken of as a Shepherd, and His people as sheep. And
now, children, what I want particularly to impress upon your
minds is that the Lord, our Shepherd, really loves us.

Think

of what He has said: ‘I am the good Shepherd: the good
Shepherd giveth his life for the sheep.’ And again, ‘I lay
999
down my life for the sheep.
She paused for a little while that we might take this
assurance of God’s tender care over us deep into our hearts.
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“Tt is hardly possible,” she went on, “to comprehend a love
like this. Our heavenly Shepherd gave His life for us poor,
wandering, disobedient sheep. And now I want you to lay up
what I am going to say in your hearts, and keep it there all
your lives. It is not the good and obedient sheep alone that
the heavenly Shepherd loves. For the lost and wandering
sheep He cares with an equal—nay, a tenderer—love, and goes
after them in the wilderness to which they have strayed. He
is not angry with them for leaving the fold. There is no frown
on His face when He finds them. Lovingly He takes them in
His arms and bears them on His bosom, and rejoices over them
more than over those that went not astray.
“ And this is the lesson I wish you to take to heart. IPf ever
you do wrong—and doing wrong is staying away from the fold
of God—do not think of Him as angry with you, and so let a
fear and dread of Him come into your minds. But think of
Him as seeking you, full of tenderest pity and love. Go to
Him in sorrow for the wrong you have done, but without fear.
His arms are always held out for His children, His countenance
is always sweet, His heart always full of love.”
How often in childhood, and in ripened years, have I thanked
my heavenly Father for the true knowledge of His character I
then received! Ever afterward I could go to Him in loving
confidence. If I did wrong, strayed from the fold, as happened
many times, my fear of His anger did not drive me away from
Him.
I was sure that the good Shepherd who went after His
lost sheep and rejoiced when it was found could not be angry or
offended with me because my weak, foolish, evil heart led me
away from His fold. And so, when I found myself out in the
dreary wilderness and heard the ery of wolves, I hastened back
in tears and sorrow, but not in fear, and always to find the good
Shepherd ready to take me in His arms and bear me on His
bosom.
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THE TREAT.
OME, children, all sit quietly on the sofa; I have a treat

for you,” said mother one evening.
“What is it?” asked they all at once, “ Candy ?’—
“Apples ?”—“ No!”
“No!”
“What is it?

Do tell us, mother,” coaxed Will.

“Tt is something you all like, although you have never tasted
it; something you will not enjoy unless you all share in it; and
something you must divide by the mouth, yet you cannot taste
it when in the mouth, neither can you feel it.”
“ Whose is it?” asked Percie.
“Tt belongs to all of you.”
“‘ Have we ever seen it,” asked Rose.
“No; you have never seen it,” was mother’s answer.

“It is

a beautiful book papa brought home last night. Now Rose and
Percie sit down together, and Will will show you the pictures

and tell you what they are about.”
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THE FAITHFUL DOG.
HE picture on the opposite page reminds me of a story
|) I once heard of a faithful dog. A gentleman named
Wilson, residing near a river in the western country,
owned

a pleasure-boat, in which

he often went

sailing.

One day he invited a small party to accompany him in an
excursion on the river. They set out. Among the number
were Mr. Wilson’s wife and little girl, the latter about three
years of age. The child was delighted with the boat, and with
the water-lilies that floated on the surface of the river. Meanwhile, a fine Newfoundland dog trotted along the bank of the
stream, looking occasionally at the boat, and thinking, perhaps,
that he would like a sail himself.
Pleasantly onward went the boat, and the party were in the
highest spirits, when little Ellen, trying to get a pretty lily,
stretched

out

her

hand

over

the side of the boat, and

in a

moment she lost her balance and fell into the river. What
language can describe the agony of those parents when they
saw the current close over their dear child! The mother, in
her terror, could hardly be prevented from throwing herself
into the river to rescue her drowning girl, and her husband
had to hold her back by force.
No one took any notice of Nero, the faithful dog. But he
had kept his eye on the boat, it seems. He saw all that was
going on; he plunged into the water at the critical moment
when the child had sunk to the bottom, and dived beneath the

surface. Suddenly a strange noise was heard on the side of
the boat opposite the one to which the party were anxiously
looking, and something seemed to be splashing in the water. It
was the dog. Nero had dived to the bottom of that deep river,
and found the very spot where the poor child had settled down
into her cold, strange cradle of weeds and slime. Seizing her
clothes, and holding them fast in his teeth, he brought her up
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£0 the sur ‘face of the water, a very little distance from the boat,
and with look s that told his joy, he gave the little girl into the
hands of her astonished father.
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THE RACCOON.
Coty

HAT a queer-looking rat !”
No, my little friend, it is not a rat.
look.

Rats have smooth

Take a closer

tails, while the animal sitting

up there so cunning, just as if he expected to have his
picture taken, has, you will see, a bushy tail. |

“T can tell you what it is,” says little Freddy Green, whose
father is a farmer, and lives near a wild piece of woods—“ yes,
T can tell you what it is. It’s a ’coon, just as sure as can be.
Brother Jim caught one not long ago out in the ‘swamp woods.’
And he’s made a pet of him, and keeps him tied up by a chain,
and he sleeps in a box; and a funny fellow he is, too; only he
Yes, and he did bite Ellis
tries to bite us when we tease him.

Treadway right through the hand when Ellis was pulling his
tail to make him snarl. Brother Jim caught him one night
long after I was in bed. He and George Gruff, and Ellis
Treadway, and Charlie Richmond went out in the swamp with
Mr. Gruff’s big dog, old Tip. . Tip soon scared up a ’coon—
that’s what we call it here, though Eddie Jones, who lives in
town, and reads no end of books, says we ought to say raccoon.”
“ But what is the raccoon in the picture doing?” our young
friends may ask. This question the gentleman who drew the
As he was a Frenchman, we will put his
picture must answer.
reply in English. He had gone in a cance along with a guide
One
and a negro boy to spend a week in a Florida swamp.
day, while taking a nap, he was awakened by the buzzing and
the sharp stings of some great gnats with black wings, with
“TI raised my eyes,” he goes
which the place was swarming.
on to say, “and looked over the edge of the canoe. The tide
Right in front
was low, and the canoe almost on dry ground.
of me, on the other side of the creek, I saw

grayish color spotted with black.
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of black
was like
trimmed
while in

KITTENS.

and gray. It was about the size of a fox, and its head
a fox’s, only the ears were short, as if they had been
off. From its hair I would have thought it a hyena,
its shape it looked like a small bear. Not having seen

us, it was busying itself’ catching shrimps in the little ponds of
water left by the tide. Sitting upright, like a monkey, the
animal would stir the water with one of its paws, causing the
shrimps to jump up in the air, when

it would catch them, pull

off their heads, and lay them in a heap by its side. Having
thus caught as many as it wanted, it washed them carefully, ©
made them with its paws into little balls, dipped them in the
water, and then ate them up.

This was what Cuvier has named

in Latin the ‘washing bear,’ from the strange habit it has of
wetting all its food before eating it. The negroes, who give it
the name of raccoon, are very fond of its flesh.”

MY KITTENS.
1

OF t

;
five little darlings !—

dear little kittens !—my
I loved you—the gray ones, the spotted, the white;
I brought you your breakfast of warm milk each morning,
And saw you all lap it with keenest delight.
You played, too, so merry and cunning together;
Your mother would watch while she lay in the straw,

A-winking her eyes in the warm summer weather,
And giving you sometimes a tap with her paw.

‘You would pull at her tail, at her ears you would nibble;
You had no respect for her gray hairs at all;
I am sure, though, she liked it, but sometimes she scolded,
And said in ecat-laneu
age,
“
Be
off
with
guage,
Ni you all !”
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But one day poor Whitey, the prettiest darling
Of all these five kittens, grew sick and then died;

I never again could have such a sweet kitten,
And oh how I grieved, and how sadly I cried!
I went out and dug her a grave in the garden,
And lined it all softly with leaves and with moss;
' brought to the burial her brothers and sisters,
Thinking that they, too, would mourn for her loss.

But the heartless things capered and whisked all around me—
They chaseda bright butterfly, searched for a mouse,
Jumped for the bird that sang up in the pear-tree;
I whipped them and sent them all back to the house.
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filled up the grave and I rounded it over,
made it a border of white pearly stone,
it I planted a nice root of catnip,
left little Whitey to sleep all alone.

THE BURNET MOTH.
NSECTS are thus named because their bodies look as if
} they were notched or cut into, and that is the real meaning
of the word insect.

They have no red blood in them, but

in its place is found a cold, yellowish liquid.

They have

at least six hard, horny legs.

There are numerous kinds of insects.
Indeed, there are
more varieties of insects than of any other living thing.
Over

sixty thousand species have already been discovered, and more
are constantly being found.
Insects vary in size from the large butterfly and beetle down
to the tiny living thing that only can be seen by the aid of a
microscope.

Everywhere, in-doors and out, on the ground, in

the air and in the water,.the world is swarming with countless
forms of insect life.
We all know how ugly, crawling caterpillars become beautiful
butterflies, but perhaps some of us do not know that nearly all
insects pass through some kind of change, or transformation as
it is called, before they assume their perfect shape.
Some

insects live in communities,

like ants and

bees, and

build houses, and lay by store from year to year. Others live
and work allalone.
Still others take no thought for to-morrow,
but are content to enjoy the honey and sunshine of to-day.
Among the latter the butterflies and moths may be found.
Butterflies and moths are similar in appearance and habits.
If there is any doubt whether an insect is a butterfly or a moth,
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there is one rule by which they can almost certainly be
distinguished. The butterfly when at rest closes its wings like
a sheet book, or like the two hands with palms laid together,
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GOOD HUMOR.

only the under side of the wings being seen. The moth, on the
contrary, lays its wings flat, and laps one over the other, as
though you placed the palm of one hand on the back of the
other, the upper or right side of the wing being left in sight.

Butterflies fly by day, and moths usually by night. All
moths do not fly by night, however.
There is the Burnet moth,
a beautiful creature found in Europe upon the shores of the
Mediterranean Sea.
It forms, perhaps, a link between moths
and butterflies, as it delights in sunshine.
Its head, antenne,
or horn-like feelers, legs, and body are black and somewhat
hairy. Its upper wings are of a bright bluish-green, with six
spots of a beautiful red on each, bordered by a little green.

The caterpillar from which this elegant creature comes is yellow
spotted with black, and the cocoon or cradle of the baby butterfly is boat-shaped, with lengthwise furrows, and of a straw
color.

GO0D-HUMOR.
AM a first-rate fairy,
“ Good-humor” is my name;
T use my wand where’er I go,
And make the rough ways plain;

And makes the ugly faces shine,
The shrillest voices sweet,

The coarsest ore a golden mine,
The poorest lives complete.
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‘

T is not so easy to keep shop
you have got your counter
{|
lay in a stock of things, and
Some customers want tea,

SHOP.
as you might think. When
and your scales, you have to
make sure you have enough.
some want acid drops, some

of them ask for flour, and some for sweet marjoram; then, of
course, you want bread, and vinegar, and carrots, and sugar,
and writing-paper, and ink, and coffee, and mushroom ketchup,

and people are sure to ask for postage stamps.
;
I must
Oh, here comes the gentleman that called yesterday!
be very civil to him, because he is new in the neighborhood,
and looks wealthy, so we must try to get his custom.
“ Good-morning, sir.”

“Oh, good-morning. H’m! h’m!”’
“H’m! h’m! What did you please to require, sir?”
“Well, I want half a dozen of the same golden syrup as [
had yesterday, and a pint of your very best postage stamps!”
Of course, I saw at once he had made a mistake, but Arthur
burst out laughing.
He is very rude, and he always likes to
spoil things.
“Yes, sir,” I said to the gentleman, “is there anything else?”
“Well, I should like a box of chocolate creams for my baby.”

“Flow old is the baby, sir? because we have different sizes.”
“Fe is not quite two months old.”
“Then,” said Arthur, “he wants the chocolate creams for him-

self, you know: a baby of that age can’t eat ’em, I do believe.”
That

was

his impudence

again;

and

besides,

it was

bad

grammar.
I have told him of it ever so many times.
“Shall I send the boy round with you to carry the things,
sir?”

says I;

“you need not be troubled to carry them.”

That was because I wanted to find out where he lived.
is a great art in carrying on a business like mine.
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“Well, yes, I think you had better,” said the gentleman,
“and I will pay him for them when I get home.”
“Certainly, sir.

Here, Arthur,” I said, “make

haste and

take the basket, and follow this gentleman with the articles he
has ordered.”
At this Arthur showed his temper in a way you would hardly
believe. He was in such a passion.
“Carry the things yourself,” said he. “J’m not going to
walk behind your customers with a basket.”
This was very unkind of him. He knew it was all in play,
but he was so jealous at not being allowed to keep the shop
himself.
“Your shop-boy is a very ill-behaved youth,” said the gentleman; “I was going to give him a penny if he had carried
the things, but now I shall not,” and he was going off quite in
a huff.
“T assure you, sir, I shall discharge him at once,” I said.

“Oh, will you?” said Arthur. “Now, look here! Z’m going
to be a customer. I want a pound of candles, and a penny’s
worth of caraway-seeds, and a bunch of turnips, and a couple
of boot-laces, and a cake of yellow soap, and two dozen oysters,
and [ll carry them in my hands, and mind they’re fresh, for
the last we bought at your shop had to be thrown away.”
Just at that moment mamma

put her head in at the door, and

said she wanted me at once; and after I was gone he went behind the counter, and wanted to serve the gentleman himself.
And when he said “No,” he walked up and down in front of
the shop, and kept on calling out,—“ Now, then, ladies;

buy!

buy!

What’'ll you buy ?”
—_———<op>—_____-

Aw
man.

indolent boy rarely if ever becomes a good business
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A JAPANESE ORCHESTRA.
Coty

HAT funny kind of music!” said Eddie White.
He
was turning over the leaves of a book which his father
had brought home that morning.
“ Just see that man,
papa! Ishould say he was beating on a looking-glass.”
And Eddie pointed to one of the figures in a picture of Japanese
musicians.

“Tt does look like a mirror,” replied Eddie’s father, “ but it
isn’t for all that.”
“No, I suppose not, or else it would be smashed all to pieces,”

said Eddie. “Is it some kind of a musical instrument?”
“Yes, a gong.”
“Tve seen gongs and heard them too;” and Eddie put his
hands over his ears and made a wry face. “But that doesn’t
look like one.”
;
3
“The Chinese gong is a round metal pan, and gives forth a
terrible noise, but this gong is made of dressed skin stretched in
a frame and handsomely ornamented.
It is set upon a stand or
pedestal, and the player sits before it as you see in the picture.”
“Qh, that’s it! And just look at his cap! It’s got wings.”
“It’s the Japanese musician’s cap, and is made after the style
of the ancient national helmet,” said Mr. White.

“ You

see

that five musicians have caps just alike. And they are playing
on the five principal instruments used by their people—the
gong, the flute, the mouth-organ or pan-pipe, the tom-tom or
drum, and the conch or shell.
These
Japanese consider sacred.”
“How sacred, papa ?” asked Eddie.

five instruments

the

“The Japanese are heathen, as we say—that is, they do not
know and worship the true God.”
_ “What do they worship ?”
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“Tn ancient times all the people worshipped the great sun
goddess called Yen-sio-dai-sin, and very large numbers still
The mikado, or spiritual
worship this imaginary being.
emperor of the nation, is claimed to be a descendant of this
sun goddess.”
“A sun goddess! I wonder what she looked like?” said
:
Eddie.
“T guess nobody ever saw her,” replied his father.

THE TWO SPRITES.
OME

and sit beside me, darling,

In the shifting sunset lights,
And Pll tell, if you will listen,
Of two busy little sprites,
Busy, busy, always busy,

From the morning till the nights.
One is slow in all her movements,
And her form is bent awry,
And a frown is on her forehead,

And a scowl is in her eye ;
And if you will listen closely,
You will often hear her sigh.
If you let her once come near you,
By the sea or by the land,
If you let her wave before you.
Once the wretched little wand
Which, where’er she goes or tarries,
Still she carries in her hand,
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You will find the lesson hopeless
Which was easy when begun,
And the shortest task so lengthened
That it never will be done
And a thousand grievous troubles
Where before you found but one.
Do not listen to her whispers;
Do not look at her, I pray;
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Always turn your back upon her
Jn your work and in your play,
Or you'll always find a mountain
Or a lion in your way.

But the other comes with footsteps
Dancing lightly as the breeze,
And her face is wreathed with smiling,
Like the sunshine ’mong the trees,
And her song is like the bird-notes,
‘Yet e’en merrier than these.
If her dancing feet should travel
In the path the first has trod,

‘You will see the frowning mountains
Quickly vanish at her nod,
And the shadows flee to hide them
From before her tiny rod.

When she waves her silver sceptre,
If you follow in the way,
Never, never turning backward,
At the closing of the day
With a crown success will wait you,
All your labor to repay.

Will you have the bright attendant,
Or the sprite with scowling eye?
‘You must choose between them, darling,
One of them is always by.
_And their names—pray listen closely—
Are I can’t and I wit Try.
112

ooaa oc
aii 4
“A

i
Ns

IER

SHARAN

HW

it

sa

AY

1G

m

8)

)

,

WA

MATA

tf

fi}

i

}

j

i

de
Ae

y

Mi

|

i

\\

/

i

4

KA
l)

nt

AN

fy

PAC

. a

|

a x ra
LITTLE EUNICE.
Am@yYAIRER face was never seen;
:

Eyes so shy, so soft, serene,
Tender little Eunice.

Kiss me, darling, through the bars,
Then to sleep watched by the stars,
Papa’s little Eunice.
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DOGS.
OGS are great favorites of mine. I agree with the man
' who said there is no friend like a dog. Dogs are so
faithful and so forgiving. They never get in the sulks.
They never go and tell tales out of school. They always
remember favors, and are so thankful for them.

A dog will wag his tail and be contented with a bone, and
be just as grateful to you as though you had shared the best
with him. Dogs are always ready for frolic, and a man or
woman, boy or girl, who cannot take real delight in a roughand-tumble play with a dog, must be very cross-grained.
There are some dogs, to be sure, who are cross and snappish,

and would like nothing better than to bite. But then I am
sure this is the fault of their bringing up. They have bad
masters, who are responsible for their bad traits. ven the
worst of dogs always has some good in him. He will, at least,
be faithful to his master, and guard his property.
I like the looks of Watch in the picture. I know he is a
kind, benevolent dog, who would never attack a smaller dog
than himself. But with all his good nature I don’t think it
would be safe to venture too near him at night when he is
guarding his master’s house. He is sitting and looking very
intently at the moon, and seems thinking very deeply. I
- wonder what he can be thinking about? for I have no doubt
dogs do think. Is he trying to study out what the moon is?
and does it puzzle him very much? Maybe he knows all
about it as well as we do, and thinks we are as ignorant as we
think him, while he would explain the matter to us if we were
not so stupid that we could not understand.
Watch seems like a happy, contented dog. He has a nice
warm kennel, with plenty of soft straw for a bed. He has a
very pleasant place to sit outside his kennel on the banks of
.
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the river in the full moonlight. I have no doubt he enjoys
the scene. If he did not, he would just as soon remain in his
dark kennel. Only the moon seems to trouble him. He looks
at it, and occasionally he barks at it, but the moon doesn’t mind
him in the least. It is really a very provoking moon. It sails
right on up the sky, and stares Watch full in the face, and he
feels certain that if he takes his eyes off from it one moment it
will pounce down and do something dreadful. Keep a good
lookout, Watch.
“ Bow wow!”
——___~e>.—___—

ANGER in dispute is like an unquiet horse in a dusty way—
it raises such a cloud that it obscures the vision and clouds the
anderstanding.

WATERING HIS GARDEN

WITH RAIN.

T was a great disappointment to Edgar. He was all dressed
and ready for a walk with his mother in the fields and
woods, when it suddenly grew dark and large rain-drops
came pattering against the window.
“Oh, dear!’ he eried, as he looked up at the clouds—“ Oh,

dear! it’s always the way when I’m going out. I wish it
would never rain,”
“What did my little boy say?” asked Edgar’ 8 ee who
heard these fretful sentences. ‘“ Never rain?”
“There’s no good in it,” Edgar replied, his face as gloomy as
the sky. “No good at all, but to wet the ground and make it
so muddy a little boy can’t go out.”
“Do you know what makes the grass grow ?”
Edgar did not answer.
“The rain,” said his mother.
“If it were never to rain any more,

should

the grass,

and

flowers,

and

trees would

have no grain or fruit for food.

The

all die.

We

earth would

become a barren waste, and birds, and beasts, and men would
all perish.”

Edgar got down from the chair and came to where his
Sie was sitting.
“Does the rain make things grow, mamma ?” he asked, the
fretful look going out of his face; and his mother answered:
“The rain and the sunshine together.”
“Oh! I didn’t know that,” said Edgar.
“ You've seen me water the flowers. They were dry, just as
little boys get dry, and I gave them water to drink. If I had
not done so, they would have withered and died. Now, the
earth is a great fruit and flower garden given to us by the
Lord;

and he waters it with rain.

If he were not to do so,

every green thing would perish, and we would have neither
food to eat nor water to drink. Isn’t he good ?”
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Edgar had climbed up in the chair, and was looking earnestly
out of the window.
“ And is he watering his garden now, mamma?” he asked.
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“Yes, darling.”
Edgar was silent for some moments. In the pause the patter
A gentle,
of large drops could be heard on the window-panes.
ee on his countenance.
serious, but sweet expression was
“T hope he is not angry with me,” said the adele a little
tremor in his voice.
“No, darling; God 1 is never angry with us, but only sorry
when we do wrong.”
“Tt was wrong “he me to wish it would never rain.”
“You didn’t mean to do wrong ?”
I only felt so bad; and I didn’t know that it
“No, ma’am.
was the good Lord watering his garden with rain.”
“ And here comes his sunshine after the rain!” exclaimed

Edgar’s mother, as beams of light came bursting into the room.
“He has watered the earth as a garden, and now sends upon it
his twin plese of sunshine. See how beautiful it is making
everything.”
The clouds had broken and were passing away. The rain
had ceased as suddenly as it began. On every leaf and flower
and blade of grass hung crystal drops, brighter in the sunbeams
than diamonds;

and far away in the heavens a beautiful rain-

bow had thrown its arch of colors on the clouds.
“God knows best, my darling, when to send the rain and
when the sunshine,” said the mother.

Peace had come into the child’s heart, and he only answered:
“T am glad now that the good Lord has sent the rain.”

A

PLEASANT

FAMILY.

A PLEASANT FAMILY.
Cat

HAT a gay time the little ones are having! Nelly is
just three years old, and papa has made her such a nice
; birthday present. What do you think itis? Why, a
cradle almost big enough to lie down in herself, and a

dolly as large as
when that cradle
thought so if you
for papa couldn’t

a live baby. Wasn’t she
and dolly came home?
had seen and heard her.
pass him by, of course, if
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a happy little girl
You would have
Tom has a drum,
he is a year older
“

WHAT
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MATTER

than Nelly and almost a man.

WITH

ROBBY?

The noise he makes on that drum

is wonderful, but nobody seems to hear him, not even mamma,

who is playing baby for Nelly, and saying her “ Now I lay
me” before going to bed.
How happy they all seem! Nelly isn’t a bit selfish, but lets
Clara nurse dolly while she and mamma “play go to bed.”
John and Ada are examining a picture-book together, and
Milly is trying to write a letter or a composition.
It really does you good to look at this picture. Each one is
busy in his or her own way; not one of them interferes with or
troubles the other. How happy the father and mother of so
pleasant a family must be!

WHAT 18 THE MATTER
NEVER

saw him

WITH ROBBY?

act so before,” said Mrs.

Goodwin,

wondering, and not a little mortified, at the behavior of
Robby, as she presented him to her dear old Uncle Morgan,
whom she had not seen since her marriage—her dear old
Uncle Morgan, whom

she had loved from

childhood,

and to

whom she had been a pet and plaything when no bigger than
Robby, years and years ago.
To think that Robby should hold back from Uncle Morgan,
What had got
and behave in such a shy, strange manner!
into the boy?
Uncle Morgan drew Robby to his Pe and lifted him on his
knee opposite to Eddy, but the boy hung down his head, looking so shy and shamefaced that his mother, who had for days
ousht of this moment with pride and pleasure, was annoyed

It was so unlike the
and disappointed. What could it mean?
e
frank, manly boy. And to act so with Uncle Morgan—thone
_of all others in whose eye she wished Robby to appear to the
best advantage !
,
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Uncle Morgan knew all about it, and so did Robby, for they
had met before.
Where and when could that have happened? I
Indeed!
will tell you all about it.
When Uncle Morgan, who had ridden a long distance to
visit his niece, came up from the railroad station, he saw a
pretty cottage surrounded with fine shrubbery and almost
covered with vines.
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“Who lives there?” he asked of a man whom he met.
“ Mr. Goodwin,” answered the man.

“YT thought so,” said Uncle’ Morgan to himself.

“It looks

like Katy, so neat and trim and beautiful.”

As he came near the cottage he heard a hen give a sudden
ery of alarm, and then cluck, eluck, to her brood

of chicks.

The cry was repeated several times, and there was the noise as
of some one striking her. Her chicks were in trouble also, for
he heard their little voices crying peep, peep, peep, in a dozen
different places. He could not see what was going on, for a
fence hid the chickens from his view.
Uncle Morgan was one of the kindest-hearted men alive.
He would not hurt a fly. So he put his foot on a rail, and
climbed up until he could look over the fence and see what was
going on. And what do you think he saw? Why, a little boy
with a long switch in his hand slashing away at the hen and
her downy chickens, and laughing at their pain and fright.
“Stop that, you young rascal !” cried Uncle Morgan.
' The child glanced up, and on seeing a strange, stern face
looking down upon him, dropped his stick and fled into the
house.
Do you wonder now that he behaved as he did when his
mother presented him to her dear old Uncle Morgan?
But Robby was not a cruel, only a thoughtless little boy
sometimes.

It was such fun to make

the old hen spread her

wings and dance about, and to see the chicks scamper off on
their slender legs. He never thought of its hurting or scaring
them.
Uncle Morgan soon understood all this, and he and Robby
became the best of friends. And when his visit was over, the
dear little boy, into whose tender mind he had infused something

of his own gentleness and kindness toward the weakest and
humblest things God has made, parted with him in tears.
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CHRISTMAS BELLS.
O74 | ARK !: the Christmas bells are ringing—
Ringing through the frosty air—
Happiness to each one bringizig,
And release from toil and care.

How the merry peal is swelling
From the gray old crumbling tower,
To the simplest creature telling

Of Almighty love and power.
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Ankle deep the snow is lying,
Every spray is clothed in white,
Yet abroad the folk are hieing,
Brisk and busy, gay and light.

Now
To
And
At

fresh helps and aids are offered
the aged and the poor,
rare love-exchanges proffered
the lowliest cottage door.

Neighbors shaking hands and greeting,
No

one sorrowing, no one sad;

Children loving parents meeting,
Young and old alike made glad.
Then while Christmas bells are ringing,
Rich and poor, your voices raise,
And—your simple carol singing—
Waft to heaven your grateful praise.

MOTHER'S LETTER.
Cig

Y DARLING DAUGHTER: Your loving letter came
t to me like sunshine, and has made me feel happy all
day. When I opened it, my head was aching, but the
pain went off-as if by a kind of magic before I had

_ read through the first page.

I feel lonely, sometimes, now that

you are away, and often find myself listening for the sound of
your feet or the tones of your voice. But it is so much better
for you to be where you are. J know that you are studying
faithfully, and improving yourself, and this thought helps me
to bear the separation cheerfully.
124

LETTER.

7l

.

MOTHER'S

J

- ;
:

KG

pL

pee al oe

fJ oe
Ze

he. 7
: ond

he

T read a part of your letter to Mrs. Warfield, who called this
morning. I heard her sigh once or twice, and fancied that she
did not look happy when I finished reading. I hope Clara is
a studious girl, and not so wild and thoughtless as when at
home. When children go away from their parents, their hearts
go out after them with more than usual tenderness, and if they
hear only what is good about them, it makes them feel very
happy, but if any bad reports comes, it hurts and distresses them
sorely. For this, if for no other reason, boys and girls, when
they go away to school, should be very careful not to do or say
anything that, if known, would give pain to loving hearts
at home.
You need not be afraid of getting the ill-will of Katy Wing
and Lou Elder, so long as you feel kindly toward them. They
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will see this kindness in your face and manner, and it will
soften them toward you.
You must be very patient with Lina Blaine. She is such a
trial, you say. But think how little chance she has had at
home!

Think, too, how different she is from you—how quick

and hot her temper is! If quick-tempered men and women
find it difficult, and often nearly impossible, to control themselves, think how hard it must be for a little girl like Lina!

So

be very patient with her. She is warm-hearted and generous,
and you may gain a good influence over her, and to do good to
any one, my dear child, is the best and noblest thing in the
world.
What you said to Cora Ellis was just right. She will be
sorry for her hasty answer when she thinks it over.
Don’t
let her see a shade of difference in your manner toward her.
“ How would mother feel if she knew of it?”

Yes, that is the

question every young girl should ask herself, and ask it very
often.
Dear Effie grows sweeter and sweeter every day, and Harry
is the same bright, frolicsome little fellow you parted with two
months ago. He sends ever so many kisses, and wants you “to
tome home yight soon.” Bless his dear heart! He is so
loving and good.
Your father says, “Tell Edith to study hard.”
You must write to him one of your sweetest letters. It always
pleases him to get a letter from you. He doesn’t say much
about it, but I can see how deeply he is gratified. And now,
Edith, my sheet is full, and I must say good-night.
God bless
and keep you, my precious child !
Moruer.

HERE is scarcely an animal which is so useful to man as
the sheep. The wool which is taken yearly from their
backs furnishes us with material for clothing, and their
flesh is almost constantly upon our tables for food.
A flock of sheep is a beautiful object in a landscape, and
every one has a tender spot in his heart for the little white,
innocent, clumsy lambs which frisk about in happy, awkward

play beside their dams. Every country boy loves to be on
hand on sheep-washing and sheep-shearing days, and I could
tell you a great many interesting things, if I had time, about
what happens to the wool after it has been taken from the
sheep’s back, before it appears in broadcloth, merino, delaine,
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and flannel, and a hundred other fabrics, and is then made up
into shirts, jackets, stockings, coats, caps, shawls, blankets, and

I cannot remember how many things besides.
Sheep are found in all parts of the world. It is well that it
is so, for it would seem impossible for any civilized people to do
without them. Each country has its peculiar kind of sheep.
In Egypt and Syria there is a singular variety with a long,
heavy tail which sometimes trails on the ground.
In the Rocky Mountains there is a species of sheep which
runs wild, living in retired parts of the mountains.
At the
approach of danger it scales the rocks with the greatest ease and
speed. The horns of these sheep grow to an enormous size.
The moufflon is another species of sheep, which is found in
Egypt and other countries. It really looks more like a goat
than a sheep. It has two long curved horns, and its covering
is more like hair than like wool. Under its lower jaw is a long
silky beard. The beard on the jaw is from two to four inches
long, while lower down on the throat it is about a foot in length.
Its fore legs are also covered with a long thick fringe of hair,
reaching nearly to the ground.
The merino sheep is among the most prized of domestic
sheep for the length, fineness, and silkiness of its wool.
The
finest and softest of woollen fabrics are made from their fleece,
and it is used in the manufacture of imitation cashmere shawls,

which nearly equal the genuine in appearance, and are more
durable.

WINTER.
T is now winter, dead winter.

Desolation and silence reign

in the fields; no singing of birds is heard, no humming of
insects. The streams murmur no longer; they are locked
up in frost. The trees lift their naked boughs like withered
arms into the bleak sky;
the green sap no longer
rises

in their

veins;

the

flowers and the sweet-smelling
shrubs are decayed to their
roots.

Nature mourns for her children. A little while ago and
she rejoiced in her offspring:
the rose spread its sweet perfume upon the gale; the vine
gave its fruit; her children
were springing and blooming
around her on every lawn.
The spring once more will

break the icy chains of winter,
and her mourning shall be
The southturned to joy.

THE

BIRD

THAT

WALKS

ON

THE

WATER.

wind’s gentle breath will fan to life the silent streams, and beauty
will come forth wherever falls the music of his whispering voice.
The rose shall again breathe its sweetness on the soft air, and
from the bosom of the ground verdure shall spring forth. The
forest shall put on her robes of green, and welcome to her leafy
bowers the feathered harbingers of spring.

“The grass is soft, its velvet touch is grateful to the hand;
And, like the kiss of gentle love, the breeze is sweet and bland;
The daisy and the buttercup are nodding courteously,
It stirs their blood with kindest love to bless and welcome thee.
And’ mark how with thine own thin locks—they now are
silvery gray—
That blissful breeze is wantoning, and whispering, ‘ Be gay !’”

THE BIRD THAT WALKS ON THE WATER.
OME, Percy, let me show you a bird that walks on the
water,” said Aunt Helen.

She spoke to a boy who sat pouting on the carpet
because his mother would not let him go into the garden
while it was raining. Little boys are very unreasonable sometimes. Percy looked up, with a half-provoked, half-surprised
expression on his face.
“You're only fooling me, Aunt Helen.”
“ Come and see.”
“ Birds can’t walk on the water.”
“ Here’s the picture. Come and see for yourself.”
Percy got up slowly and came to where his aunt sat with an
open book in her hand.
“There, didn’t I tell you so?” said Aunt Helen, pointing to
the picture.

180

THE.BIRD

“Ho!
Perey. “
“What
“Why,
“Well,
Don’t you
“Why,

Pshaw!
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WATER.

He isn’t walking on the water!” exclaimed

You can’t fool me!”
is he walking on, then?” asked Aunt Helen.
on great broad leaves.”
that’s curious, and quite a new thing under the sun,
think so, Perey ?”
And just look what long, slender toes the
yes.
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fellow has; just like bits of wire. What is he doing away off
in the middle of a pond, or lake?”
“ After his dinner,” replied Aunt Helen.

“T wouldn’t give much for all he’ll get out there,” said Percy,
with a laugh that smoothed the pouting wrinkles from his face.
“ He'll take care of that. Birds and beasts never go on what
we call fool’s errands. They always do the right thing, at the
right time, in the right place. Let me read to you what it says
in the book about this bird, which is called the Jacana, and is
to be found in South America, and also in some parts of Africa,
Asia, and Australia.”

And Aunt Helen read:
“The Jacanas are remarkable for the extraordinary length
of their toes, which are so long and so slender that they seem to
have been drawn out like wire, and to hinder the progress of
their owner.

‘These long toes are, however, of the greatest use,

as they enable the bird to walk upon the floating leaves that
overspread the surface of many rivers, and to pick its food from
and between the leaves on which it walks. As the bird marches
upon the leaves, the long toes dividing the pressure upon several
leaves at each step, they are slightly sunk below the surface by
the weight, so that the bird appears to be walking on the water.”

CHILDREN AMONG

THE FLOWERS.

C%| { APPY, happy children,
As ye pluck the flowers,
Thank God for the sunny time,
Thank Him for the showers;
132
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Thank Him for the seasons
That, in coming, bring
Summer and the autumn time,

_ Winter and the spring.
For His love is boundless,
Tender is His care,

Sending us so many flowers,
Each and all so fair.
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PUSSY CAT.
USSY

CAT lives in the servants’ hall,

She can set up her back and purr;
The little mice live in a crack in the wall,
But they hardly dare venture to stir;

For whenever they think of taking the air,
Or filling their little maws,
The pussy cat says, “Come out if you dare,
T will catch you with my claws.”
Scrabble, scrabble, scrabble, went all the little mice,

For they smelt the Cheshire cheese;
The pussy cat said, “It smells very nice,
Now do come out if you please.”
“Squeak,” said the little mouse; “squeak, squeak, squeak,”
Said all the young ones too;
“We never creep when cats are about,

Because we are afraid of you.”

So the cunning old cat lay down on the mat
By the fire in the servants’ hall: “Tf the little mice peep, they’ll think I’m asleep,”
So she rolled herself up like a ball.
“Squeak,”
And eat
That silly
And we

said the little mouse, “ we'll creep out
some Cheshire cheese;
old cat is asleep on the mat,
may sup at our ease.”

Nibble, nibble, nibble, went the little mice,

And they licked their little paws;
Then the cunning old cat sprang up from her mat,

And caught them all with her claws. 184
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THE NEW SCHOLAR.
HIS is a boys’ school,” said the kind old teacher, as he put
the rod he held in his hand behind him. “ We don’t
take dogs.”
;
There was a smile in his pleasant eyes.
“ Ponto would come along, you see, he’s so ‘fond of Josie.”
“Yes, ma’am.

kittens too.

I’ve no doubt of it; and the lambs and the

But we only take boys.”

Josie had seen the rod which the teacher was trying to keep

out of view, and it frightened him.

So he drew back and

caught hold of his mother’s dress, while Ponto, a little scared,
like his master, but on the alert, smelled suspiciously at the

teacher’s trowsers.
“ He’s a good boy,” said Josie’s mother, lifting the cap from
his pure white brow, “and won’t, I am sure, give you any
trouble.”
But the rod was too much for Josie. He kept his eyes upon
the arm that held it, and bent round to get sight of the terrible
instrument.

“Tt isn’t for good little boys like you,”—the teacher smiled
and looked kindly at the lad—* but for bad boys and dogs.”
And he looked at Ponto, lifting his hand and making believe he was going to strike. ', he dog started back in alarm,
and ran out of doors, Josie following;

and in the next instant

both were seen scampering down the road and on their way
home. It was all in vain that Josie’s mother called him; he .
neither stopped nor turned, but kept on as fast as his legs would
carry him, and didn’t stop till he and Ponto were safe at home.
“So much,” said the teacher, a little severely, to Josie’s
mother, “for letting him bring his dog along. You ought to
have known better.”

“And so much,” answered Josie’s mother, a flash of anger
186

THE

NEW

SCHOLAR

AND

HIS

DOG.

THE

PRISONER.

in her eyes, “for keeping an instrument of torture in your hand
to frighten little children. ‘You ought to know better.”
The mother and teacher stood looking at each other with
severe faces for some moments.
Then a change came over that
of the kind old man.
It grew mild and gentle.
“You are right,” he said, with a tender regret in his tone.

“T ought to have known better, and I thank you for telling me
the truth. Bring your little boy to-morrow, and I promise you
there will be no rod visible to frighten him.

But be sure,” he

added, a smile lighting up his face, “to leave Ponto at home.”

THE PRISONER.
H, dear! It will never stop raining!” And Harvey
came back from the window where be had been watching
the clouds that rolled across the sky, driven by stormy
winds.
“My little prisoner must be patient for a while longer,” said
his mother.
“It always stops raining.”
“Tt won’t stop to-day,” answered the child, in a fretful voice.
“Maybe not; but it will clear to-morrow, or next day, and
then you can go out.”
“To-morrow! Next day! Oh, dear! Tl never stand it!”
And Harvey went tearing about the room in a very impatient
kind of a way.
:
é
“Get your blocks and build a castle,” said his mother.
“T don’t want to build a castle,” was replied.
“Go up in the garret and take a swing.”
“Don’t want to swing.”
“Read a story in one of your books.”
* Don’t want to read.”
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“Well, what do you want ?”
“T want it to stop raining.”
“ But it won’t stop. It keeps right on, you see, pouring and
pouring. And I guess it’s going to do a world of good.
Farmer Elwood told me yesterday that the ground was as dry
as dust; that the wells were falling, and the crops suffering.
He’s very thankful for this rain, I have no doubt, and is glad,

while you are sorry; and I am thinking he has more cause for
gladness than you have for sorrow.”
Harvey grew quiet as his mother talked.
“But

it is so hard to be kept in the house, mother, when

boy wants to be out of doors.”
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“T know it is, But a little patience will make it ever so
much easier. And you have so many things to interest and
occupy your mind if you will use them—books and pictures and
‘playthings. And then you have a whole house to go about in.
When you are tired of one thing, you can go to another; and
when you are tired of one room you can go to another. There
is a great deal of freedom in all this, and a great deal of
pleasure to be found, if you will only look for it. All this is
very different from being shut up in the cell of a prison.”
“Tn a prison? Who’s shut up in a prison?” asked Harvey.
“ A great many people,” answered his mother. “Shut up in
small, narrow cells not half so large as this room.”
And the mother, as she said this, took up a book and turned

to a picture.
“See,” she said, “here is a picture of one of these innocent
persons. A young girl sent to prison because an enemy had
accused her falsely. It’s a sad story.”
Harvey looked at the picture, and saw at the bars of a grated
She was holding one of her
window the face of a woman.
hands, in which were some crumbs, through the bars, and two

birds were feeding out of her hand. He looked for a long time
without speaking, At last he said, drawing a deep sigh as he
4
spoke:
“ Poor prisoner !”
“She had only the birds for companions, you see; eal she
shares with them her scanty food.”
“Dear little birds!’ said Harvey, still in a tender and
subdued voice. ‘“ And they’re not a bit afraid of her.”
“No, for she feeds them, and they know her to be their
friend. Every day many birds came to her window, eating out
of her hand, hopping down upon the floor of her cell, chirping
and singing to her, and often sending rays of sunshine into her
ees
sad and lonely heart. And she was thankful to her
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THE FRIGATE-BIRD.
T was a pleasant evening in June when Uncle John came
to see his little nephew and nieces. He found them
all out on the front porch enjoying the fresh air. George
brought his uncle a great arm-chair, and he sat down in
it, and drew little Lucy upon his knee and stroked back her
It is strange—isn’t it?—how these great,
soft brown locks.
rough-bearded men sometimes like such little soft, tender bits
of girls, and how gentle and loving they can be! Lucy gave
Uncle John’s whiskers a little pull’now and then, but he didn’t
:
seem to mind it in the least.
There was a belated or over-industrious bee humming around
the honeysuckles. A little mite of a bird, that certainly had
his nest somewhere in the honeysuckles, and who ought to have
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been in bed half an hour at least, hopped out on a twig with a
twitter and a bob of his head and a flirt of his tail, as much

as to say, ‘“‘ Who’s to send me to bed if Pm not ready to go?”
and sung a few lively notes, and then, with a chirp or two,
hopped out of sight again. A whippoorwill fluttered clumsily
down a few yards off, and set up his nightly ery, seemingly in
the greatest hurry to have poor Will punished immediately ;
while his companion in the next field was equally impatient,
answering cry for.cry, each one going faster and faster until
they were quite out of breath.
Uncle John had a quiet talk with Mary and George about
these birds, while little Lucy sat and listened.
“TY must tell you about the strange birds one sees on the
ocean,” said Uncle John.
“On the ocean, Uncle John?

How can there be birds there

where there are no places for them to build their nests?” asked
Mary.
“Why, don’t you know?” replied George, somewhat importantly, because of his superior knowledge.
“Haven’t you seen
gulls?

I’m sure they are ocean birds, but they build their nests

on the land.
Then we've read about stormy petrels—how
sometimes they fly so far out at sea that they are glad to light
on a ship to rest.”
“You do not find either gulls or stormy petrels very far
from the land—from an island at least,” Uncle John remarked.

“But I can tell you about a bird that flies hundreds of miles
over

the ocean,

and seems never to need

rest.

Indeed,

some

people say that it sleeps upon the wing.

“This is the frigate-pelican or man-of-war bird.

It is a

native of the Tropics, black in color, and is quite large, measuring about three feet from head to tail. Its tail is long and
forked, and it has long, narrow wings, which when

- measure ten or twelve feet from tip to tip.
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spread

out

With these wings

it can fly very fast and very far. It will sometimes rise far
above the clouds, or, if there are no clouds, so high that, large
as it is, it can scarcely be seen,
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“Tt lives on fish, and will dart down and seize them from the

surface of the water, or will pursue clouds of flying-fish ; but
it can neither dive nor swim. It is a great robber, and does not
in the least mind attacking a gull or a pelican to make it drop
its prey, which it will seize before it reaches the water.”
“ But, uncle, what do these birds do when they get far out to
sea and a storm comes up?” asked Mary.
“Oh, they do not mind storms in the least. There is no
frightening them with big waves and strong winds. Ifthe wind
is in their favor, it only helps them to fly the faster; and in the
worst of weather they sail as coolly as possible down in the
hollows of the sea and up over the crests of the waves, on an
eager lookout for the frightened fish, which seem then to be
more easily caught.”
“Do they never land ?”
“Oh, yes, they find some barren coast or uninhabited and
where they make their nests, either a trees or high rocks, but
never lay more than one or two eggs.”
“Come, children,” called mamma’s voice from within; “ it is

bedtime.”
“ Good-night, uncle.”
“Good-night. Come and see us again soon, won’t you?”
_ “Oh, yes, if you promise to be good children,” called back
Uncle John, as he swung the garden gate; and a moment afterward they heard him going down the road with his quick, firm
step, whistling softly to himself.
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MINNIE TO DOLLY
Cy OUR hair is so pretty,
|
©

Your eyes are so blue,
Your cheeks are so rosy,
Your frock is so new,

Yow’re the prettiest dolly
I ever did see.
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Though your hair is so pretty,
And your eyes are so blue,
Pd rather be Minnie
Than I would be you.

For you can’t see the flowers
When they come up in spring;
You can’t hear the birdies,
How sweetly they sing;
Nor run out of doors
To look in the sky,
And see the white clouds
As they pass swiftly by.
You’ve no kind papa
Or mamma to be near,

To love you and teach you;

So, dolly, my dear,
Though your cheeks are so rosy,
And your dregs is so new,
I'd rather be Minnie
Than I would be you.

THE DOLL’S WASHING.
H, dear! I’m tired of making believe,” exclaimed little
Annie Granger; and she bundled up Dolly’s clothes,
which she had been pretending to wash, and threw them
“into a basket.

“If I could wash them real, in a tub with

soap and water, and dry them on a line, and iron them with a
hot flat-iron, th re’d be some fun in it; but I’m sick of making

believe washing and ironing.”
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A cloud of discontent was gathering on Annie’s face.
“ And would like to do some real washing ?” said her mother.
And why can’t I? Tl be very
“Oh, dear! yes, mamma.
careful about the soap and water. I won’t spill any over the
floor nor on my dress. I can do it in the dining-room, and so
not trouble Mary the least bit. I hope she isn’t cross to-day;
:
she’s so cross sometimes.”
“The dining-room isn’t the place for real washing to be
done,” Mrs. Granger replied. “As for Mary’s crossness, I
don’t think there would be any cause to fear that if my
daughter had always been careful not to give trouble when she
went into the kitchen.”
“T won’t give her the least bit of trouble to-day, mamma,”

replied Annie; “Ill be just as careful, and won’t slop the floor
nor tumble things about. Won't you ask her, mamma?”
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“You see how it is, my dear,” said Mrs. Granger, looking at
her little daughter with a serious face. “The wrong we do
never dies with the doing, but lives in its consequences until it
punishes us. I want you to remember this. If you had never
given needless trouble to Mary when you went into the kitchen
—had never pulled her things about nor spilled water over the
floor nor upset her dishes nor acted rudely or saucily—you
wouldn’t now be in any fear of her crossness. So you see how
it is. If Mary’s crossness stands in the way of your pleasure,
you have only yourself to blame.”
So the little girl went slowly down to the kitchen.
Mary was standing at the table rolling out pie-crust.
“ Ave you making apple pies ?” Annie asked, in a respectful
way, that took Mary by surprise.
“Peach and lemon,” answered Mary, in a kind, quiet voice.

“Oh, that’s nice; your lemon
“ Would you like to make a
Mary.
“ May 1?”
“Why, yes, dear. Ill leave
you shall have one of the small
“Thank

pies are splendid.”
little one for yourself?” asked

you a nice bit of dough, and
patty-pans to bake it in.”

you, Mary,” said Annie, in a pleased voice, which

was another surprise to the cook. “ And, Mary, there’s something else I’d like to do if you'll let me. I won’t trouble you
a bit, and [ll try to keep everything nice.”
“ What is it, dear ?”

Mary’s voice was kind and encouraging.
“JT want to wash Dolly’s clothes—a real wash, you see,
Mary—and then iron them with a hot flat-iron.”
“Tt will make such a slop, Annie, and my kitchen is all done
up clean and nice. I couldn’t have water and suds spilled all

about.”
“T won’t make

a bit of slop or dirt, Mary,” pleaded
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child. “ You shall tell me just what to do and fix everything
for me, and I won’t give you the least, least mite of trouble;
indeed I won’t, Mary.
And [ll never worry you any more.”
“Tf you were a nice, orderly little girl,” she said, “I might
let you do it, but you know, Annie, how careless you are
sometimes.”
“TY know all about it, Mary,” the child answered, quickly,
“and I don’t wonder you're afraid, but I’m not going to be
careless and bad any more. Just try me. Won’t you, Mary?
And if I don’t do it all right and nice, you needn’t ever trust
me again.”
“All right,” answered Mary.
“Just wait until I get these
pies ready for the oven, and then you shall have a doll’s
washing.”
;
“Oh, but you’re so nice, Mary!” exclaimed Annie, dancing
about the kitchen, at which Mary was so well pleased that she

hurried with her pies, and soon got them into the oven. Then
’ she brought from the cellar a small washing-tub, while Annie
ran up-stairs to get her doll’s clothes.
I don’t believe either Mary or Annie ever spent a happier
hour than the one that followed. Which was most pleased or
interested it would be hard to tell. Mary showed the little girl
how to put the clothes in soak, then how to rub and wring
them

out, and how

to rinse and blue them.

She stretched a

line as near to the range as possible, so that they would dry
quickly, and when they were all dry showed Annie how to
sprinkle them. Then came the ironing.
“Just see, mamma !” exclaimed Annie, coming eagerly into
her mother’s room with a tray of beautifully-ironed doll-baby
clothes in her hands. Mrs. Granger thought she had never
seen her little girl look so beautiful. “And I did them all
myself, only Mary showed me. Oh, but she was so nice and
good, and not a bit cross!”
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“T wonder,” said Mrs. Granger, “ what made her so nice and

good to-day? I wonder why she was not cross, and why she
didn’t send you flying the moment you put your head into the
kitchen ?”
The color in Annie’s face deepened.
“T understand it all, dear.
You were kind and respectful to
Mary, and that made her feel kind toward you. See how
much better it is all around—better for Mary as well as yourself. “You are both a great deal happier, and I will trust that _
this is the beginning of a better state of things. Never again
be rude to Mary, never touch anything in the kitchen without
her consent.

If you want a cup, a tumbler, pan, or anything,

ask her for it in a respectful way;

and if it is right for you to

have it, you will be sure to get it.

Be, in a word, a little lady,

and every servant in the house will love you and do all in her
power for your comfort and pleasure.”

THE GARDENER’S

GRANDCHILD.

is the Queen of the Roses?
Gardener, can you tell?”
“Oh, the Queen of the Roses to me, sir,
Is my own little grandchild, Nell.”

Woe
|

“She works in my garden, too, sir,

She weeds in the shady dell,
Where the violets and the lilies

Blossom around my Nell.
“ And when with Rover beside her
She carries them out to sell;
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Not one is so bright to me, sir,
As my own little grandchild, Nell.
“T love the flowers I’ve tended
More years than I can tell ;—
Geranium,

sweet-pea, fuchsia,

Jessamine, gentianelle,
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“Salvia, and China-aster,

Heliotrope, heather-bell ;—
My flowers have been my treasures,
Next to my grandchild, Nell.
“ But the Rose is the Queen of the Flowers,
As every one can tell,
And she is the Queen of the Roses,
My own granddaughter, Nell.”

THE ESCAPE.
Cy)

I. had very pleasant times at the sea-shore last summer,”
said little Ned, to some of his friends who came to see

him when he had got over his illness, “ but it came to a
stop all of a sudden. Papa, won’t you tell the boys
about it, and show them the picture the artist made of me and
Ponto and Jane in the sea?”
“Yes,” said Neddy’s father. “It was this way. Ned had
been having a splendid time gathering shells and making |
shell-rings in the sand at the shore, when his nurse, who was a
So Ned
fisherman’s daughter, said, ‘Let us go take a sail?
got into the boat with Ponto and the nurse, Jane; and away

they went nicely enough for a little while, but all of a sudden _
a gust of wind struck the boat, and over it went, pitching
everything inside out into the water. Ponto was soon all right,
and by great barking attracted the attention of some fishermen
who were a short distance away, but poor Ned and the nurse
were nearly drowned before they were rescued, and Ned is not
See, here is the
yet well, although it happened last summer.
picture, with the boat half over in the water.

Don’t Ned look

frightened? ‘Look at his eyes. But I think it isa very good
likeness and a nice, pretty picture.”
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THE LOST PENKWNIFE.
)ICHARD ROSS was going home from school one day
') when he saw a handsome penknife lying on the ground.
Now, a knife was of all things just what Richard wanted,
and the sight of this one made his heart jump for joy.
He caught it up eagerly, pulled open the bright blade, and
Ca

feasted his eyes on the white pearl handle and shining steel.
“T’m a lucky fellow,” he said to himself, and then he started

for home at a full run to tell his brother and sister of his good
luck and show his beautiful knife.
“JT wonder who could have lost it?” said brother Charley.
“Tt’s more than I know, or care either,’ replied Richard.
“ Finding is keeping.”
“Suppose you had lost it?” said grave brother Charley.
“Oh, bother!” answered Richard, with some impatience.
Charley’s suggestion had. fallen like a wet blanket, as we say
sometimes, on Richard’s self-satisfaction.
“Somebody must have lost it,” said Charley.

“ Maybe
him going
“T don’t
not feeling
“Td ask
Richard

it was Mr. Ellis,” suggested sister Marion. “I saw
down the road half an hour ago.”
believe it’s his knife,” spoke out Richard, who was
quite as comfortable as when he came in.
him if I were you,” said Charley.
made no reply to this suggestion.
Suppose he

should ask Mr. Ellis if it was his knife, and he should say yes?

He would of course have to give it up. The thought was anything but agreeable.
“Suppose,” said Charley, looking up from his book that
evening as they sat round a table studying their lessons, “ you
had lost that knife, Richard.”

“Why can’t you let the knife rest ?” answered Richard, half
angrily.
“It’s no concern of yours.”
“But I can’t help feeling sorry for the person who lost it,”
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Or maybe a little boy or girl bought it
a gift or keepsake.
with the money saved up for months.”
“Qh, bother!” exclaimed Richard, using his favorite word
when things didn’t go smoothly with him. “ What’s the us
If I hadn’
of supposing all that? The knife is mine now.
picked it up, somebody else would.

When

a thing’s lost, it’s
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drop their things in the public road, they mustn’t expect the
finders to run all through creation to look them up. Finding’s
keeping the world over.”
“Tt isn’t according to the Golden Rule,” answered Charley.
“Let me read it.”

THE
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about the Golden

Rule!

What has that

to do with my finding a penknife ?” returned Richard.
“We shall see;’” and Charley, who had opened a New
Testament that was lying on the table, read: “As ye would
that men should do to you, do ye even so to them.”
“ Well, I don’t see anything about finding a penknife there,”
“Do you?”
said Richard.
“Yes,” answered Charley.
“Then your eyes are sharper than mine.”
“Tf you had lost a penknife, and Tom Link had found it,
wouldn’t you be glad if he were to ask all around for the
owner, instead of keeping the knife and not saying a word
about it? Of course you would! And you would say that
Tom

was a nice fellow—so unselfish and honorable;

and all

because he had done as he would be done by—had kept the
Golden Rule.”
Richard looked very sober at this, for it brought the matter
home to him as he had not seen it before. There was something about this penknife in the Golden Rule, and he was
beginning to see it.
And now a gradual change began to come over his feelings,
for he was able to put himself in place of the one who had lost
the knife, and to feel sorry for the logs. He took it out of his
pocket and turned it over in his hands.
“Tt is beautiful,” he said, “and the person who lost it must

feel very badly. It isn’t my knife, though I did find it, that’s
clear.”
“ And you never could enjoy it,” said sister Nell, “ because
you’d be always thinking how sorry the person who lost it
must be.”
“Maybe I would. Anyhow, I’m going straight over to see
Mr. Ellis in the morning, and ask him if he lost it.”
And he did so.
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“Why, Richard!” exclaimed Mr. Ellis, when he saw the
knife, a glow of surprise and pleasure on his face. “ Where did
you find it? It is one grandma sent to Horace for a birthday
present, and I lost it on my way home. This is his birthday.
I have been so annoyed about the loss.”
“Vm

glad I found it for you,” said Richard.

And

he did

feel glad as he handed Mr. Ellis the beautiful pearl-handled
knife.
On the next day Richard received from Mr. Ellis a fine
four-bladed pocket-knife, worth, for real service to a boy, a
dozen such as the one he had found, and the pleasant note that
came with it made him, to use his own words, “ feel good.”
He could enjoy this knife, because it was really his own.
Nobody had lost it, and so no thought of what another had lost
could intrude itself and mar the pleasure of its use.
—_—_—<o»-____.

LILY AND HER DOLLY.
UR LILY!”
So every one in the house calls her, from
Hannah, the cook, up to grandma. She is “Our Lily”
to each and all of us—dear, sweet, kind-hearted, happy

little Lily!
Almost any hour in the day her voice may
be heard breaking out in pleasant laughter, or singing a
“hushaby” song to her dolly, or cheerily calling from hall or
stairway, from kitchen or chamber. She’s an active little body,
and, like the birds, keeps flitting about and making merry
with life.
One thing that makes Lily so dear to us all is her usefulness.
She is so ready to share with her brother and sister any of the
good things she has; and when other children come to the
house, she brings out her toys, and seems to take more pleasure
in letting her little friends play with them than in using them
herself.
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One day, Maggy Elder, who lives close by, came in to spend
the afternoon with Lily. Maggy is a nice little girl, but rather
quick in her motions, and not so careful in handling things as
she ought to be. Accidents often happen to her, as they do
They get into many troubles which
with such children.

might be avoided. Lily had a new wax doll, with the softest
of blue eyes, that opened and shut. She carried it about as
tenderly as a mother would carry her baby, laid it down in the
softest places, and watched over it with a loving interest.
When Maggy came, Lily brought out this dolly. Her
visitor was in rapture over its charms, and reached out her
hands to take it.
“Hold it softly,” said Lily, as she gave the little beauty into
Magegy’s arms.
And Maggy did hold the doll gently at first. But soon she
began moving her arms about, and tossing dolly high up, and
then swinging her low down, until her clothes swept the floor.
Lily’s heart began to beat anxiously, for she knew Maggy
was a wild ao thing, and apt to forget herself.
“Take care,” she
al gently.
“Oh,” cried Maggy, whose spirits were rising, ““ wouldn’t
hurt Dolly for the world!”
And then she hugged her so
tightly that Lily held her breath, expecting to hear an arm or
a leg crack.
“Dolly wants to go to sleep now,” she said, holding out her
hands.
“Indeed she doesn’t! She’s just as wide-awake as you are.
Just look at her eyes!” answered Maggy.
And then she gave
another hug, whirling around as she did so. Crack! What
was that? Poor Dolly’s foot lies broken on the floor! Maggy
did not know she was so near the sofa as she wheeled about.
“Oh, what have I done!”

saw the broken foot.

she said, in great distress, as she
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“T didn’t mean to do it, Lily! Oh, I
Maggy, the tears running over her face.
“T know you didn’t,” answered Lily,
struggled with her feelings. “It was only
stooping down she picked up the broken

LEAVES.

am so sorry!” cried

half sobbing, as she
an accident.” And
foot. After looking

at it carefully, she said,—

“Never mind about it, Maggy dear! I guess mamma can
mend it. And it’s just nice to think Dolly has no feeling, and
don’t have any pains as you or I would with a broken foot.”
Maggy dried her tears, and then they took Dolly to the
nursery and laid her in bed; and mamma was called to mend
the broken foot, which she did as skilfully as a surgeon.

And

all the while Lily and Maggy stood with their arms about each
other lovingly, drawn closer together by their mutual interest
m the broken doll.
After that, I think Maggy tried harder than ever to be
watchful over herself, and to be gentler and more thoughtful.

THE KITTEN AND FALLING LEAVES.
EE the kitten on the wall,

Sporting with the leaves that fall,
Withered leaves—one—two—and three—
From the lofty elder-tree !
Through the calm and frosty air
Of this morning bright and fair,
Eddying round and round they sink
Softly, slowly: one might think,
From the motions that are made,

Every little leaf conveyed
Sylph or Fairy hither tending,
To this lower world descending,
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Each invisible and mute,
In his wavering parachute.
—But the kitten, how she starts,
Crouches, stretches, paws, and darts!
First at one, and then its fellow,
Just as light and just as yellow;
There are many now—now one—
Now they stop and there are none:

What intenseness of desire
In her upward eye of fire!
With a tiger-leap half-way

“Now she meets the coming prey,
Lets it go as fast, and then
Has it in her power again:
Now she works with three or four,

Like an Indian conjurer;
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Quick as he in feats of art,

Far beyond in joy of heart.
Were her antics played in the eye
Of a thousand standers-by,
‘Clapping hands with shout and stare,
What would little tabby care
For the plaudits of the crowd?
Over-happy to be proud,

Over-wealthy in the treasure

Of her own exceeding pleasure !

N/IGHT-WATCHMEN.
O our young readers know what a night-watchman is?
Some years ago, before most, if not all, of them were
born, few large cities, like Philadelphia for instance, were

without their night-watchmen.
These were a sort of police who went around the street at
night to see that there were no thieves about, and to watch over
the safety of the houses, and of such people as were obliged to
go out at that time. Hach man had a certain part of the city
under his charge. On dark nights, before street-lamps were in
fashion, he used to carry a lantern. But this was a great many
years ago. Each watchman had a little box of a house, with
a peaked roof, usually on the corner of a street,where in winter
he had a stove by which he could warm himself. People used
to say that he slept there, too. It is not many years since these
houses were quite common in Philadelphia. They were called
watch-boxes, and drunken men would sometimes fasten the
door on the watchman inside, and then upset the whole concern.
These watchmen used to call out the time of night; after a
certain hour you would hear them all over the city bawling out
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in a sort of a sing-song

way, “ Past twelve,” or “past one,”

or “past two o'clock,” and so on until morning. And very
often they would at the same time tell the people lying in bed
what kind of weather it was; as “Past one o’clock, and a
dark, cloudy morning,” or the contrary, as the fact might be.
These calls sounded very odd to strangers, and J have known

persons to be frightened terribly at the queer noises the watchWe have our night-watchmen still, but
men used to make.
they are now called police, and they have no little houses to get
into, and they move about the streets very quietly.
In Japan, as you will see by our picture, the night-watchmen
still carry lanterns. These are made of gay-colored paper, and
. ust look quite pretty at night, as do the dresses of the men,
which are a sort of patchwork of cloth of every color. Our
picture shows them as they are marching out at night, each
one to go to the part of the city over which he is to watch.
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ITTLE Ida Frost had always lived in the city, in a brick
house with pavement in front and a little yard at the
back. This yard had a little grass-plot in it about as
large

as a sheet, with

a border of flowers

around

it.

When the flowers were in bloom it looked very gay, but it was
not big enough for a little girl to play in, and if she even tried
it she was sure to hear,—
“Tda, be careful of the verbenas,” or “Ida, see how you have
broken the strings of the cypress-vine,” or “Ida, your dress is
brushing that rose-bush, and will break it if you are not careful.”
Her mother did not mean to be cross, only she did not like

to see her darling flowers injured. So after a little Ida would
come in and sit by the parlor windows and look out into the
street, or perhaps her mother would let her roll her hoop on the
pavement.

But the little girl needed more exercise and fresh air. She
began to get pale and thin, and the doctor said she must be
taken into the country.
So the father found a pretty cottage not far from the city,
with vines running over its porches and with borders of flowers
and rows of fruit-trees, and a fine large yard for Ida to play —
in. But she did not seem to care about playing, and would sit
quietly all day looking out of the window.
One day she was lying on the lounge with a book in her
hand. But she was not sleeping, and was “too tired” to read,
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she said. Her father came in, holding a basket, which he
brought to her side.
“What do you think I have got for you here?” said he.
“TJ don’t know. Some strawberries, maybe.”
“No; you will have to guess again.”
“Qh, I can’t, papa, I’m too tired. Tell me, please.”
So her father uncovered the basket and showed Ida a dozen
beautiful white eggs, lying on a bed of soft cotton.
“Ts that all?” she exclaimed, in a disappointed tone. “Why,
I have eggs to eat every day, if I want them. I thought you
had something nice.”
“But these eggs are not to eat. They are to hatch into
chickens.”
“Into real live chickens! And may I have them for mine?”
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cried Ida, with more animation than she had shown for a long
time.
“Yes, they are for you. I was talking to Mrs. Martin on
my way home, telling her about my ‘tired’ little girl, and how
I couldn’t get her to go out of doors at all. And she said she
would send you something that would please you, and would
take you out of doors if anything would. So she brought out .
this basket of eggs, and told me to hold them carefully so they
would not get spoiled for hatching.”
“ But how shall we hatch them, papa? We have no hen.”
Ida was sitting up by this time, with the basket in her hand.
“T declare, I never thought of that!
them without a hen, that is certain.”

No;

we can’t hatch

“Couldn’t you buy one?”
“T could buy one, but I couldn’t make her promise to sit
right away, and she might not be ready until the eggs were all
spoiled.”
“T will see what can be done,” said Ida’s mamma, who had

been listening and watching her little girl, and was pleased to
find that anything interested her. So Mrs Frost left the room,
but returned in the course of ten minutes, saying, with a smile:
“T have just borrowed a sitting hen for you from Mrs.
Wilkinson.”
Mrs. Wilkinson was their next neighbor, who had taken
quite an interest in the pale little girl who did not care to run
and play like other children. She had, moreover, a great many
fowls, and there was one among them which was very anxious
to sit.
“Well, I will go and fix a nest for her,” said Mr. Frost.
So papa made a nest, and for three weeks Ida watched and
waited as patiently as she could for the eggs to hatch.
Meantime, her face began to look less pale, and her step was firmer
and quicker than it had been.
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At last one morning she fancied she heard a little peep.
And Mrs. Wilkinson had to come out to make sure of it.
That lady put her hand under the hen, and drew out the
funniest, fluffiest little chicken you ever saw—at least Ida
thought so—and put it in Ida’s apron.
“Why don’t you leave it with its mother?” asked Ida.
“Because she might get off the nest with it, and lave the
chickens in the eggs to die.”
So Ida fixed a soft, warm nest in a basket, and set the ee

by the kitchen fire; and a happier little girl I think you never
saw than she was that night, when there were ten little fluffy,
yellow balls of chickens ready to put in the nest under their
mother. She fairly danced with joy, and her eyes sparkled as
they had not done for a year. The other two eggs were taken
out of the nest and thrown away, for Mrs. Wilkinson said—
and she knew all about such things—that they would not hatch.
I would like to tell you how this little girl watched her
chickens, and fed them, and took care of them, and how they
grew prettier and more cunning and tamer every day; but have
not the space. So I can only say that the bigger the chickens
grew, the fatter and rosier Ida grew; and her father used to call
her “ chick,” “ because she followed the old hen so constantly.”
But Ida’s chickens, when they got partly grown, did not look

quite like other chickens. Mrs. Wilkinson found her brushing
one of them one day with a hair-brush.
“ What are you doing, Ida?” she asked.
“T am trying to make this chicken’s feathers lie smooth. I
never saw anything like them.. They all grow the wrong way.
Papa says the chicken looks like my head when it hasn’t been
combed.”
“T don’t think you can get your chicken’s feathers any
smoother.

It is a frizzled chicken, and

up in spite of brushing.”

167

its feathers will curl

TRY, TRY,

TRY AGAIN.

They were not all frizzled, however.
Some of them had
feathers long and soft that looked almost like fur. These Mrs.
Ida did not know at first
Wilkinson said were silky fowls.
whether she was really pleased or not to have her chickens so
different from others. But she soon became quite proud of them
when she found that every one who saw them admired them
very much.
A house

had

to be built for them,

and

before

their little

mistress went back to the city late in the fall, they had laid her
a number of eggs, which made her happier, if possible, than

ever.
At last cold weather came, and Mr. Frost thought it best to
go to town again.

TRY, TRY, TRY AGAIN.
IS a lesson you should heed,
Try again;
If at first you don’t succeed,
Try again:
Then your courage should appear;
For if you will persevere,
You will conquer, never fear—

Try again.

If you find your task is hard,
Try again:
Time will bring you your reward—
Try again.
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All that other folks can do,

Why, with patience, should not you?
Only keep this rule in view,
Try again.
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THE GREEDY MICE.
ID you ever hear the story of two little mice that were
deaf? No. Well, I am sorry if you are disappointed,
but I didn’t either. Such a thing as a deaf mouse I never
heard of, but I have heard of two little mice who were

so dreadfully greedy, that when they managed to steal a little
bit of cheese they forgot all about everything else; and their
mother’s repeated warnings of what would become of them, if
they didn’t correct the habit, were entirely lost sight of. On
this day they have forgotten everything else but cheese, and
just think what a dreadful fate awaits them; for even if they
do escape from the pussies, the doggies will be after them.
But I believe they will get off this time after all, for their
natural enemies are enemies of each other, and after frightening
mousey they will get to quarrelling who shall have whitey, who
is the youngest, for dinner, and so both of the mousies will
get away by jumping into a hole that is just over the edge of
the picture.

GOOD ADVICE FOR LITTLE ONES
Ut

Y dear little child,
Be gentle and mild;

For what can you get
By passion and pet,
But sorrow and shame,

A very bad name,
The loss of your peace,
And guilt in its place?
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SHAVING JACK.
HERE'S something going on,” said Aunt Lois, and the
click of her needles stopped.
‘“ They’d never be as still
as this if something wasn’t going on.”
“They’re reading, most likely,” answered Mrs. Barclay,
the mother of one of the children referred to by her sister.
But Aunt Lois shook her head. “ There’s something going
on, you may depend.
Katy’s a perfect witch when she gets
started, and I saw this morning that she was let loose. She’ll
be into everything if you don’t look after her.”
“'There’s no harm in the child,” said Mrs. Barley. “Only
boiling over with spirits.”
“Exactly!
Boiling over with spirits. You've said it. But
when a kettle or a child boils over, there’s apt to be mischief.

So V’ll just take a look after her.”
Aunt Lois put by her knitting and went out
few minutes she came back with a broad smile
face.
-“ Well, Pll give up!” she said. “That child
“ What is she doing?” asked Mrs. Barclay.
“Shaving Jack!” And Aunt Lois sat down,
with laughter.
But Mrs. Barclay did not join in her mirth.
came

quietly. Ins
on her kindly
beats me out!”
fairly shaking
A slight pallor

into her face, and she ran out of the room hastily.

At

the word shaving there arose in her mind the image of a sharp
razor.
But her fear was groundless.
Katy had not done
lathering Jack when she glided into the chamber.
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“ What on earth are you doing?” she exclaimed, not able to
conceal the mirth that twitched at the corners of her mouth.

“Only shaving Jack,” replied Katy, with much gravity.
And she went on rubbing the brush over Jack’s face.
Mrs. Barclay turned the key in her husband’s shaving-case
to make sure of the razors, and then went back laughing to
Aunt Lois.
“She’s a limb,” said Aunt Lois, “if there ever was one.

[

don’t know what will become of her.”
“'There’s no harm in the child,” answered Mrs. Barclay.
——————
fo
—__—_

THE PURSUIT OF THE PUTTERFLY.
T shall not escape,” cries Frederick. “I will have that
butterfly.”
“ But take care! take care!” says little Emily. “ Look
at its beautiful wings. Your hard cap will hurt them.
Let me catch it in my pinafore.”
“You can never manage to get your pinafore over it,” says
Frederick.
“Come, run on through the grass. If it flies over
the hedge it will escape.”
“Stop, stop, it is going to settle on that clematis,” whispers
Emily.
“Do wait a moment.
I can manage to catch it
gently.”
So Frederick stopped. The beautiful butterfiy had settled
on the white flower of a wild clematis in the hedge. Emily
had to hold Frederick’s cap with all her strength, or it would
have been

down over the flower in a moment, but she wanted

to look at what the butterfly was doing. It was sipping the
sweet juices out of the flower with its long trunk—for a
butterfly has a trunk very like the great elephant’s, that it can
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unfurl and dip down into the flower-cups to drink; and all the
time it quivered its four bright wings in the sun, and they
glanced and shone as if they were powdered with gold. They
were

crimson,

and

blue, and

black,

and it looked as if the

butterfly enjoyed the sunlight, and liked to look so beautiful
while it sipped out of the clematis flower.
“Tt will fly away in a minute,” said Frederick.
So Emily softly put one hand over the flower, and with the
other quickly picked it off, and then enclosed both flower and
butterfly in both hands.
.
“Now

let us make haste home,” she said, “and

Marianne.”

show it to

A HAPPY NEW YEAR.
ITTLE ones, I wish you joy,
Every day this New Year through,
In your school, your home employ, ~
In your merriest play-time too.

May your glad obedience cheer
Those you love and those who love you;
May you live in filial fear
Of your Father, God above you.
- Surely
How
If you
And

if you only knew
much gladness you would find
were but brave and true,
to deeds of dove inclined;

How much happier
How much home
And, from half her
Mother’s anxious

school would be,
itself would brighten,
cares set free,
brow would lighten;

You would cry at once for grace
Every evil path to shun;
You would seek the Saviour’s face
Ere the set of this day’s sun.
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Days and weeks pass on with speed,
This New Year’s already flying,

Happy if you find indeed
Jesus for your friend undying.
He speaks in tender love,
Hark!
“Let the children come to Me.
J will lead them safe above:
They my little lambs shall be.

“Twas for such my blood was shed,
Pure and happy I will make them,
And, when earthly days are fled,
I to endless joys will take them.”

ROMAN CHILDREN.
‘

WO beautiful children, are they not? An artist saw them
in Rome—that old and wonderful city—and put them in
a picture. And this is all we know of them. Beautiful
children like these may be seen, travellers tell us, everywhere in Italy, that sunny land so famous in song and story.
But children in our own dear land are far better off than
those in Italy. Lovely as Nature is there, the great mass of
the people are ignorant, and large numbers of their children
never go to school or learn to read. But it is pleasant to know
that a new order of things is coming about, and that schools for
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all the children, rich and poor, will soon be found everywhere

BIRDS AND BIRDS’ NESTS.
I my young readers love birds as well as I do, they will not
consider it a hardship to follow me through a few pages, of
rambling thoughts about these songsters. If they do not
love birds as well, then I think there is more need that

they should go with me.

So in either case I shall hope to

have their company.
T really do not see how any one can help loving birds. If I
should find a person who said he cared nothing for the music
of the orchard and meadow, I should certainly think there was
something wrong in the machinery of his mind.
Of all birds, I love the robin most—his notes are so cheerful,

he is so confiding, and builds his nest so near my door. Besides,
he is with us among the first in the spring. In the month of
April, the robin commences his nest. Watch their movements
in April, and you will see them, in pairs, flying about from
tree to tree, until they find a suitable place for their nest, and
then they set about the work of building.
The robin’s nest
is formed generally of small sticks and straws, held in their
place by mortar. The inside is finished with a soft lining.

“Tt wins my admiration
To view the structure of that little work—
A bird’s nest.

Mark it well, within, without;

No tool hath he that wrought; no knife to cut;
No nail to fix; no bodkin to insert;
No glue to join; his little beak was all.

And yet how neatly finished! what nice hand,
With every instrument and means of art,
And twenty years’ apprenticeship to boot,
Could make me such another? Fondly, then,
We boast of excellence, whose noblest skill

Instinctive genius shames.”
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While the female robin is confined to the nest, the male
brings her food when she is hungry, and sits on the same
tree with her, or on one near by, and sings his song of

love from morning till night. The robin is a most devoted
husband.
There is another pretty bird, too, which is quite domestic in
its habits and preferences. I mean the blue-bird. It appears
about the same time with the robin in the spring, perhaps a
little earlier. The male sings sweetly, though not so sweetly as
the robin. These birds find a hole in some tree partly decayed,
and build their nests in the cavity. The woodpecker frequently
bores the hole in the tree for his own nest, and the next season

the blue-bird occupies it.
The black-bird has no very great musical talents, but the
beauty of his form and the splendor of his plumage almost
make up for this deficiency. By the way, did you ever notice
what a difference there is between the male and female blackbird?
The dress of the female is brown, and she is quite
homely compared with her mate.
The black-bird has a trick
which evinces not a little cunning. When anybody comes near
his mansion, he will fly off the tree where his nest is, without

making any noise, and, if possible, without allowing himself to
be seen, and alight on another tree some distance from home.

Then he will set up a great clamor, as if his nest were on that
tree, and he was in great fear on account of his young.
A favorite author has well said,—

“The child who has heard the notes of the robin near his
chamber window, will feel their influence in after-life, as a holy
remembered thing. No tone of music shall fall on his ear like

that thrilling song in the dim twilight of early morning.
Encourage this love for these things of nature, ye who would
bring up yvur children in purity and peace. No after-teaching
can give you such holy feeling.”
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THE OAK.
HE oak is the largest and most majestic of all trees. It is
the king of the forest. The growth of the oak is slower
than that of any other tree that grows in our country; it
takes several hundred years to attain its full grandeur.
The timber of the oak is very tough and strong; it is much
used in ship-building, and is found in very old churches and
mansions.

The

fruit of the oak is the acorn;

nut held in a cup.

Acorns

are very pretty.

it is a kind of

In times long

gone by poor folks used to make bread of the acorn, but it is
now given to the pigs. The oak-apple or gall-nut is caused by
a small insect called the gall-fly. The bark of the oak is used
for tanning leather, and ink.is made from a kind of oak-apple
that comes from abroad.
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TKI
HE summer sun shone on a very pretty picture. Little
Kittie nicely washed and dressed, her blue eyes bright
and eager, standing in the garden, her apron full of
flowers, and her little hand holding tightly the stalk of a
hollyhock.
Well, this morning mamma was very busy, and had left her
little girl alone a few minutes, and she had trotted to the door,
and everything looked so bright and pleasant she thought she
would take a walk. First she turned round and crept carefully
backward off the doorstep;

then

patter, patter went the little

feet through the open gate.
The grass was very green, the birdies sang, and buttercups
and daisies were plenty. 'To be sure, Rover, the great housedog, came rubbing against her, and down she tumbled, but she
was not hurt, and little did she care that the pretty pink and
white dress and apron were much the worse. She picked herself up and went stumbling through the long grass to a place
where the buttercups were thickest, and sat down awhile to pick
them.
When she had her apron full, her dress adorned here
and there with a spot of green, she trotted on again. A tiny
field-mouse ran right over her foot with pussy in full chase.
Kittie started to run too, for she wanted to see whether there
was a nest with wee baby mousies in it; but pretty soon she

tripped over a stone, and down she went again, losing all her
flowers. Kittie cried a little then, rubbing her small brown
paws in her eyes, and by this time face and hands, clothes and
shoes, were not at all in trim to suit mamma. Kittie brightened
up, though, and found her way out to the road. Near by was
a wide, deep, rushing brook, that the little girl greatly liked,
but which was very unsafe for small travellers. Kittie thought
of the flowers that grew close beside it—large yellow cowslips
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—and of the nice time she had down there with Cousin Frank,

throwing pebbles in the water.
Oh, how they did splash!
Kittie thought she would go to the brook. On she trotted,
though a frog frightened her once or twice, but nothing harmed
her, and she spent a very happy hour by the water’s side.
At last Kittie remembered that mamma would be wondering
what had become of her, so she gathered up her flowers and
trotted home, a very tired but happy little girl.
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DO SOMETHING FOR EACH OTHER.
O something for each other,

Though small the help may be;
There’s comfort oft in little things,
Far more than others see.
It wants a loving spirit,

Much more than strength, to prove
How many things a child may do
For others by its love.

THE SISTERS.
’M sorry; but one of you will have to stay at home,” said
the mother. “Hannah’s father is sick, and I promised her
that she should go to see him; and I cannot take care of
Eddy all day.”
Of course she could not. You had only to look into her
pale face, and on her thin, weak body, to know that.
Her two little girls, Fanny and Alice, were standing before

her when she said this.

She saw their countenances fall.

“JT wish it were not so,” the mother

added, feebly ; “but I

would be in bed, sick, before the day is half over, if I were left
alone with Eddy.
Some one has to be after him all the time.”
Fanny pouted and scowled, I am sorry to say. Alice looked
sober and disappointed.
They went from their mother’s room
without speaking. When so far away that her voice could not
be heard, Fanny said, in a sharp, resolute tone, from which all
kind feeling had died out,—
186

THE

SISTERS.

“T’m not going to stay at home, Miss Alice! You can make
your mind up to that.”
Alice did not reply, but sat down quietly. Her disappointment was keen, for some little girls in the neighborhood had
made up a small picnic party, and were going to have a
pleasant day in the woods.
9)
“™¢ will be as mother says,” she spoke out, presently.
~“Tm the oldest and have the best right to go,’ answered
_ Fanny, selfishly. “And, what’s more, ’m going;” and she
commenced putting on her things.
A few tears crept into the eyes of Alice. It would fall upon
her to stay at home; she saw that. Fanny was selfish and
strong-willed, and, unless positively ordered by her mother to
remain at home and let her sister go, would grasp, as her own,
the pleasure to which Alice had an equal right with herself.
If the decision was referred to her mother, a contention would

spring up, and then Fanny would speak and act in a way to
cause her distress of mind.
“Tf mother were to make

Fanny stay at home,” Alice said,

in her thought, “she would pout, and fling, and act so ugly
that there’d

be no comfort with

her;

and

mother

isn’t strong

enough to bear it.”
The tender love that Alice held in her heart for both her
mother and dear little two-year-old Eddy was all-prevailing,
and soon turned her thought away from the picnic and its
promised delights to the pleasures and loving duties of home.
“T’m going to stay,” she said, coming back into her mother’s

room with a bright face and cheerful voice.
“ Are you, dear?”

It was all she said; but in her tone and

looks there was a precious heart-reward for Alice.
In the afternoon Alice came in where her mother sat by a
window, with the cool airs of the late afternoon fanning her
She had a weary look.
wasted cheeks.
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Sad it is mothers and daughters must part again,
Ere of their meeting they’ve felt the full bliss!
E’en as I’m speaking the tears quickly start again,
Ag I remember how short the time is.
Foolish am I! My tears quickly drying,
With kisses and smiles let me welcome you home.
Now is no moment for weeping and sighing;
These are the holidays; daughter has come!
These are the holidays—
Brightest and best of days!
Daughter has come!
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“You have been very useful, my darling!” said the mother,
in a tender voice, as she laid her hand on Alice’s head.

don’t know what I should

have done without you.

“TI

It has

been one of my weak days.
But you look tired, dear,” she
added. ‘Sit down in that easy-chair and rest yourself. Come,

:

Eddy.”

And she held out her hands for the child; but he clambered

into Alice’s lap and laid his cunning little head against her
bosom. Both were tired—loving sister and sweet pet brother.
It seemed hardly a minute before they were asleep; and as the
mother, with eyes that were fast growing dim, looked at their
tranquil faces and quiet forms, she thanked the good Father in

heaven for a gift so precious and beautiful.

HOME FOR THE HOLIDAYS.
Cay

ACK again, darling! oh, welcome to home again!
Pet, I have missed you this many a day;
Now I have got you, and ne’er shall you roam again,
Till your school duties shall summon away.
Darling, you smother almost with your kisses!
Sweet! I am happy—lI have you safe here
On my bosom, my arms folded round you. Ah, this is
The brightest and pleasantest day of the year!
These are the holidays—
Brightest and best of days In all the year!
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DISOBEDIENT HARRY.
OW, Harry, my son,” said Mrs. Gray, as her little boy
started off to school one winter morning, “be sure and
not cross the mill-pond, but go over the bridge.”
Harry did not answer his mother, but ran off briskly.
He didn’t want her to think he heard. He wished to cross
the mill-pond on the ice, and had made up his mind to do so,
before his mother said anything about it. He took his skates,
C4{\¥

determined to have a fine time.
=
Mrs. Gray knew that Harry had heard her, and she expected

he would obey, although he did not answer.
But Harry did not mean to obey. He had been thinking
all the morning how pleasant it would be to skate over on the
ice. So he sat down on the bank and put on his skates. He
was sure it was hard enough to bear a wagon, much more a
little boy like him. And so it was in some places; but there
were fresh-water springs bubbling up from the bottom in many
places, and the warmer water from these kept the ice thin above
them, and through one of these thin places poor Harry broke,
ere he was half across.
“ Did he get drowned ?” you ask, almost holding your breath.
No, thanks to a kind and watchful Providence!

Just as the

ice broke, a man saw him from the shore, and ran and pulled
him out. How frightened his mother was when the man
brought Harry home, all wet and cold, and full of shame for
the act of disobedience which came near ending in a fearful
death!
There is only one path of safety, children, and that is the
path of obedience. The moment you leave this, you are in
danger, and no one: can tell how soon some dreadful evil will
overtake you.
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OUR FATHER IN HEAVEN.
UR Father in heaven:
We kneel as we say,
Thy name be all hallowed
By night and by day;
And to Thy bright kingdom,
That we may all come,
Let Thy will, as in heaven,

On this earth be done.
Oh, give to us children
The bread that we need,

For which we ask daily,
As humbly we plead.
And as true forgiveness
To others we show,

Oh, Father in heaven,
Thy pardon bestow!

From each day’s temptation,
From evil and wrong,
Lord, keep us and guide us
Through all our life long:
For thine is the power,
The glory and might,
That can shield us and guide us
By day or by night.
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A MERRY HEART IS BETTER THAN MONEY.
HERE was once a poor man, a carpenter, who stood every
day, from earliest dawn, in his workshop hard at work;
and, as he was one who put his trust in God, to pass away
the time he would sing many a hymn or innocent song,
accordingly as he felt inclined. And he had so clear and strong
a voice that the neighbors required no alarum to wake them in —
the morning.
But this greatly annoyed a rich merchant who dwelt near
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him; for he neyer could sleep before midnight, owing to his
anxious thoughts about his money, and very early in the morning he was awoke by this noisy, vexatious sing-song of his
neighbor the carpenter.
He reflected how he could put an end to this annoyance. He
could not forbid it; for singing, like praying and working, is.
the right of every man in his own house, with which no one
can interfere.
He must use other means, then.
He sent for the workman, and asked him at what value he

estimated his singing.
The workman replied that he thought it was certainly worth
a day’s wages, as it made the day’s work itself so easy to him,
The merchant inquired how much that was.
The man replied; and it certainly was not a large sum which
he named.
Then the merchant said he would pay him a fone S wages
in advance; not for the singing, indeed, but that he should
henceforth sing no more, but keep a strict silence. And he laid
down the money ready before him.
The carpenter thought to himself it could not possibly be
easier earned; so he took the money and promised that he
would be as still as a mouse in his workshop.
When he got home with the money he counted it out full of
joy; and they were all good new coins—more money than he
had ever possessed at once in his life before. In the evening,
before he went to sleep, he gazed at his treasure for nearly an
hour; and at night he put it under his pillow, lest a thief should
steal any of it. At midnight he still had it in his head, and
thought about what he should do with it. And in the morning
when he arose it seemed to weigh down all his limbs like lead
—his head was weary with lying awake so anxiously, his hands
were heavy and lazy, and refused their usual service.
Ah!

and he dared not sing!
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Time passed away slowly and tediously, so that he could
scarcely endure the day. Meanwhile he had been thinking the
matter over, and had

come to a conclusion;

for the man who

stood at eight that evening in the merchant’s office was the
carpenter.
“Sir, with your permission,” he said, “here you have

your

money back again; it is an evil spirit, which does not allow me
to sleep quietly.”
And before the merchant could say a word in reply the
carpenter was already outside the door, and singing, with a
clear, full voice,—

“A fresh and merry heart
Is worth more than money or wealth.
Trilirum, tralirum !”

FAN AND HER PUPPIES.
C¥i{I!

What's all the rumpus in my room?” said Uncle Joe,

rising from his chair and listening.
There was a scurrying about and pattering of feet and
knocking over of things in Uncle Joe’s room, and no
mistake.
:
“Tt’s Fan and her puppies, Pll bet a dollar!” and off went
Uncle Joe, we following.
Sure enough, there were Fan and
her two babies, fat, roly-poly little fellows, as-full of life and
fun as they could be. Fan had the handle of Uncle Joe’s
riding-whip in her mouth, and her two puppies were trying to
get it away from her, tugging at the lash and fussing and
growling, while she held her head high, and looked down upon
them as happy and proud as any mother in the land.
“Well, you are a beauty, Fan!” said Uncle Joe, kindly;
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“and your puppies are just the nicest young dogs in the world;
but I can’t have you here for all that, nor let you chew up and
pull to pieces my new riding-whip. Here! give me that whip.”
But Fan didn’t see it just in that way. The whip was a
splendid

plaything

for

her

and

her

babies,

and

they

were

having lots of fun. So she bounded away to the side of the
room, dragging her fat little puppies, who held on, sticking
their feet into the carpet, pulling back, and doing all the makebelieve growling they could. It was a pretty sight. Fan was so
handsome and graceful and happy, so full of life and freedom.
Over

went a chair, down

fell Uncle Joe’s cane, off went a

book from the table as Fan struck it in a bound across the room.
Things were getting serious.
“Wi! hi! hi!” cried Uncle Joe, while we laughed and
shouted;

and after Fan

he went, catching hold of the whip

and pulling it away from her by main strength. . The puppies
tugged awhile at the lash, but had to let go. Then they made
a dash for Uncle Joe’s legs and caught in his trousers, and bit
and pulled him in a jolly way that made us children laugh and
scream till we almost cried.
“Tt’s all very fine fun for you and the dogs,” said Uncle Joe,
“but it can’t goon in my. room! Here, Fan! Out with you!”
And he opened the door and pointed to the entry.
But Fan looked at her puppies, and then at Uncle Joe,
wagging her great bushy tail, and saying just as plainly as she
could,—

“Tt’s so nice here, and we’re having such a good time.”
“T know all that,” answered Uncle Joe, who understood dog

language as well as anybody, “but it isn’t the thing for my
room, and you must be off!”
Fan saw it was of no use—that Uncle Joe was in earnest—
so she dropped her head in a disappointed, half-sheepish way,
and went toward the door. But the puppies had no idea of
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she did.

They didn’t understand Uncle Joe as well
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“Out with you!” he cried, giving first one and then the
other of Fan’s babies a shove with his foot, tumbling them over
and over on the floor, while they growled and bit at his panta-

loons, and made a noisy time of it.
“Tl drown Fan’s puppies if she don’t keep them out of my
room,” he said, trying to make believe he was ever so angry.
But we laughed, for we knew he wouldn’t hurt a hair of their
heads.

Dear, kind, Uncle Joe.

THE LITTLE EXILES SONG.
(y

y

H, Vsabbo !* dear Vsabbo!

I long so to fly
Where brave mountain larches
Hang tassels up high,
And sunshine laughs through them

From Italy’s sky!
Oh, Vsabbo! dear Vsabbo!
I’m pining to show
The children of cities

How oranges grow—
Ripe orange-fruits golden,
With blossoms like snow.

Oh, Vsabbo!

dear Vsabbo!

Though far, far from me
Are thy fishing-nets drying,
Thy boat on the sea,
The heart of poor Gemma
Is always with thee.
* Daddy.
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THE LION.
SN’T he a splendid fellow!” said Albert Lee, as he turned
to the picture of a lion. “ What beauty, and majesty, and
strength! No wonder he is called the ‘King of Beasts,’
T’d rather be a lion than any other animal.”
“T’d rather be a lamb, or a dove,” spoke out little sister Helen.
“ Lions are cruel.”
“Oh, butI wouldn’t be a cruel lion,” replied Albert. “One
needn’t be cruel because he is strong.”
The children’s mother, who had been listening, now spoke,—
“No,

my

son;

one need not be cruel because he is strong.

You have said the right thing in the right words. Nor, to
be a lion, must you become a beast; for there is no quality or
character in animals that does not exist in men.”
“A
“TJ don’t know about that, mother,” answered Albert.
man can’t fly like a bird, nor live under water like a fish.”

“T said quality or character, my son; meaning what we have
Every animal is known by its quality almost as
in our minds.
well as by its form.

The lamb is innocent, the tiger cruel, the

fox cunning, and the ox patient. The lion has strength and
courage. He is the mightiest of all the beasts, and can destroy
them if he will. In the souls of men are to be found all the
good or evil qualities that exist in animals. The lion and the
lamb are there; the eagle and the dove; the tiger and the kid.
_ A lion-like man is one with a bold, strong, clear-seeing mind;
one who, by his great mental strength and knowledge, has
power over other men. But this power may be used for good
as well as evil. Because a man has strength and courage, he
need not be cruel.”
“ God is called a lion in the Bible,” said Albert.
“Yes; in the Revelation of St. John He is called the Lion

of the tribe of Judah.

And in one of the Hpistles, the devil
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is called a ‘roaring lion.” So you see that the quality represented by a lion may be good or evil.”
“Then,” said Albert, drawing up his slender body to its full
height, “let me be a lion. Not a cruel lion; but brave and
strong, and not afraid of any other beast. No wolf shall hurt
this little lamb ;” and he put his arm tenderly around Helen.
“T will be gentle to the innocent and weak, but a terror to the
cruel ones that seek to do harm.”
“The lion’s life, my son, is not one of ease and comfort.
The King of Beasts has many to dispute his power.”
“But he is stronger than them all, mother,” replied Albert,

with glowing cheeks and eyes full of manly courage.
“Yes, the true lion-quality is strongest in the human soul,
and, whether it be good or evil, bears down all opposition.”
201

NOW, snow everywhere!
On the ground and in the air,
Tn the fields and in the lane,

On the roof and window-pane.
Snow, snow everywhere!
Making common things look fair,
Stones beside the garden-walks,
Broken sticks, and cabbage-stalks.

Snow, snow everywhere!
Dressing up the trees so bare,
Resting on each fir-tree bough,
Till it bends, a plume of snow.
Snow, snow everywhere!
Covering up young roots with care,
Keeping them so safe and warm,
Jack Frost cannot do them harm.

Snow, snow everywhere!
We are glad to see it here;
Snowball-making will be fun
When

to-morrow’s work is done!
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DOLLY’S BEDTIME.
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name was Dolly, but she wasn’t a little pink-and-

white thing made

of wax.

No, she was a real Dolly,

of flesh and blood, and she lived in a pretty little white

CIN

cottage, overrun with sweet wild-roses, that held up their

heads and blossomed in the sun from early June until late
September.
There were red roses and white roses hid in the dainty
bowers of green, but Dolly loved the white roses best—perhaps
because she was so like a white rosebud herself.
No flush ever crossed her pale cheek, and the light of health
never bloomed there. People used to stop at the gate, and
watch the little lame girl, who went up and down the gardenwalk on her old-fashioned crutch, and think there never was

such a patient face as hers, but no one ever thought of calling
it beautiful. —
Sometimes grandpapa would take her long rides in her little
carriage out among the trees and wild-flowers, then mamma
would wrap her up warm, and give her little girl a sad, loving
kiss, for she knew that soon the angels would call her to their
beautiful home.
By and by the gay, golden summer had gone away, and
autumn

came, with its crown

of scarlet leaves, with its wide

delicious orchards sweetening the air with the smell of apples
and pears and great mellow peaches; and other children ran
and gathered the fruit in big baskets, and laughed away the
hours as they turned toil into pleasure with their happy hearts;
but little Dolly no longer went up and down the garden-path
on her little crutch, or out riding in her little carriage. Her
patient little face was only seen through the window; but she
was cheerful and sunny-tempered all day long, and every day,
in spite of pain and disappointment.
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You could hear her song in the morning, when the mist lay
over the hills; and at noon when the sun had pierced the mist
with his golden arrows, she would still sing—glad little bits of
melody, that floated up through the still air like mellow music
over quiet lakes.
But at twilight, when the gray shadows began to fly about
the cottage eaves, then Dolly grew still; for then pain racked
205
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THE LITTLE HAREBELL.

her tiny frame and drew cruel lines on the fair little face, until
you would scarcely have known it for the face of a child.
Her mother used to hold her in her arms and sing to her
pleasant lullabys which she had heard her mother sing years
before, when she was a little girl like Dolly; and Dolly always
longed for bedtime to come that her mother might sing away
her pain.
Day by day she grew worse, but the dear mother was always
at hand to smooth the aching brow and quiet the quivering lips
with a tender kiss.
But one evening, just as the bright sun sank to rest behind
the hills, Dolly’s last bedtime came, and with her mother’s
voice still ringing in her ears she fell asleep to wake in heaven.

THE LITTLE HAREBELL.
ELL me, little harebell,

"Are you lonely here,
Blooming in the shadow
On this rock so drear,

Clinging to this bit of earth
~ As if in mid-air,

With your sweet face turned to me,
Looking strangely fair?”

“Lady,” said the wild-flower,
Nodding low its head,

“Though this spot seems dreary,

Though the sunlight’s fled,
Know that I’m not lonely,

That I ne’er despair—
God is in the shadow,

God is everywhere.”
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TRAY.

HIS is my dog, good honest Tray,
Looking as if he meant to say,—
“T wish that I could speak, I do,
That I might tell my love for you !”
My dog, I understand it all,
It really needs no word at all ;
Ready to serve me and obey,
Watching and guarding night and day,
Your trustiness and eager zeal
Show very plainly what we feel;
And deeds, dear Tray, much better are

Than any fine professions far.
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THE BEAR.
UR picture represents three polar bears at war over the
body of a seal. I think from appearances the one on the
iceberg will get the better of the other two.
These
animals live in a country where it is always winter.
They are very fierce and powerful, but not so strong as the
grizzly, which dwells in North America.
The grizzly bear is a formidable antagonist. Few Indians
will follow him alone to his lair. His strength is enormous;
he can kill and carry a buffalo bull.
Fortunately his movements are comparatively slow, and his huge form is upraised
upon his hind legs before he grapples his adversary. Woe be
to that adversary should those great fore-paws ever encircle
him!
Once only have I known a man live to tell the tale of
that embrace; his story was a queer one. He had been attacked
from behind; he had only time to fire his gun into the beast’s
chest when the monster grappled him. The Indian never lost
his power of thought; he plunged his left arm into the brute’s
throat and caught firm hold of the tongue, with his right hand
he drove his hunting-knife into its ribs and side; his arm and
hand were mangled, his sides were gashed

and torn, but the

grizzly bear lay dead before him.

One step and then another,
And the longest walk is ended;
One stitch and then another,

And the largest rent is mended.
One brick upon another,
And the highest wall is made;
One flake upon another,
And the deepest snow is laid,
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THE LITTLE SOLDIER.
Ca¥

HAT shall it be?” said grandpa, as Freddy brought him a
soft piece of wood. “ A windmill, a shovel, or a see-saw ?”
“T want a sword,” answered Freddy, drawing himself

up straight and tall, and pushing back his shoulders.
“A sword!” exclaimed grandpa, in mock astonishment.
“ Good gracious! What are you going to do with a sword?”

“Fight,” said Freddy.

“ That’s what swords are for.

Pm

going to be a soldier.”
“ And kill men ?”

Freddy lifted his large, clear eyes to grandpa’s face—eyes
that were very soft and tender—and looked at him half in
wonder half in rebuke.
“T ouess I can be a soldier and not kill men, grandpa, can’t
I?” He spoke with a slight quiver of indignation in his voice.
“What else is there for a soldier to kill?” asked grandpa, as
he began to whittle away at the stick Freddy had given him.
“ He can kill dragons, can’t he, and bears and wolves ?”

“Yes, I suppose so,” answered grandpa, speaking a little less
confidently.
“Very well, sir;” and the boy spoke up strongly, as one who
feels that he has the best side. “T’m going to kill dragons, and
bears, and wolves.”
&

“Oh, you are?” said grandpa.
handsomest sword J can make.

“Then you shall have the
This is the nicest kind of wood,

even-erained and soft. But where are the dragons and wolves?”
“Oh, never do you mind, grandpa. Just make me the sword
and Pl) find ’em,” returned Freddy.
“Up in the garret ?”
“Why, no, grandpa! Bears and wolves don’t live in garrets.”
“Maybe they’re down in the cellar.”
“*Tain’t no use, grandpa,” said the little fellow, throwing
back his head and looking ’cute and knowing.
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“No use in what ?”
“Tn your poking fun at me. Just as if I didn’t know where
\?
bears and wolves live!
“Oh, you know all about it, then? Very well. You shall
have the sword.”
And grandpa whittled away, Freddy looking on and watching
the rough piece of wood as it gradually changed its form, growing smooth and shapely under the knife.
© Were you ever a soldier, grandpa?” asked Freddy.
_
“Yes.
“ And did you kill men?”
Grandpa’s mild face grew sober. He did not answer Freddy
Then he ‘sald, in an absent
until the question was eee
kind of way,—
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“T don’t know anything about that.”
“Didn’t you try, grandpa ?”
“T tried to conquer the enemies of my country who came
“A great many of
across the sea to destroy it,” said grandpa.
them got killed) We had to kill them or they would have
killed us. It is wrong to hurt other people if they let us alone,
but if they try to hurt and destroy us, we must defend ourselves.
So long as there are bad people in the world there will be fighting, for unless the good defended themselves, the bad would
utterly destroy them.”
By this time the sword was finished, and then grandpa
showed Freddy how to hold and use it. Before he got through
with the exercise, Freddy was feeling every inch a soldier,
marching about and cutting and thrusting in splendid style.
“Té would be bad for the dragons and wolves if they were to
show themselves now, wouldn’t it, Freddy ?” said grandpa.
“T’d cut them all up!” shouted Freddy, slashing around
with his sword.
After the little fellow had marched about, and cut and thrust
with his sword to his heart’s content, he came and leaned

against grandpa, saying,—
“T guess I’ve killed ’em all.”
“Tt was hard fighting, though, and my little soldier is hot and
tired,” said grandpa, smiling, as he lifted Freddy upon his knee.
“When you grow up to be a man, I hope you'll be as strong
a fighter as now, and slay every dragon and bear and wolf that
comes in your way.”
“It was only
“Dragons and bears?” returned Freddy.
make believe! There won’t be any dragons and bears to fight
with when I’m a man.”
“T don’t know about that,” said grandpa. “By dragons and
bears I mean things that do us harm, that will destroy us unless
we destroy them. Now, the world is full of these dragons and

BO)

GOOD

COUNSEL.

bears. They are our enemies, and we must fight and conquer
them, or they will destroy us. So you see that every one has to
be a soldier. Some have to fight with greediness, some with
pride and envy, some with intemperance, some with anger, and

some with things low and mean and miserly.

These are our

souls’ enemies, and will destroy all that is good in us, and make

us miserable forever, unless we fight against them as brave
‘soldiers and utterly destroy them.”
As grandpa talked he felt the head of his brave little soldier
pressing more and more heavily against him, and looking down
into Freddy’s face, he saw that he was asleep.
“The Lord make thee a brave and good soldier in the battle
of life, my boy !” said the old man, lifting his eyes reverently.
And there he sat for a long time, holding the child in his arms
as something very dear and precious.

GOOD COUNSEL.
UARD, my child, thy tongue,
That it speak no wrong;
Let no evil word pass o’er it;
Set the watch of truth before it,

That it do no wrong.
Guard, my child, thy tongue.
Guard, my child, thine eyes;

Prying is not wise;
Let them look on what is right;
From all evil turn their sight;
Prying is not wise.
Guard, my child, thine eyes.
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THE BOY'S WISH.
THINK many of the little folks will say with Willie,
when they look at the beautiful picture on the other page,—
“Well, I think I’ll bea soldier;

Mother, don’t you think I’m right?
It must be so fine, I fancy,

With a gun and sword to fight—.
“Fine to see the flags all flying,
And to hear the cannon roar—
Fine to get a silver medal

When the fighting is all o’er.
“‘Shan’t I like to be a soldier,
Charging with my gallant men!
T’ll come home with hat and feathers—
You won’t know your Willie then.”
“ Ah, my son, if vou must battle,
Be a soldier of the Lord;

Let your foe be sin and evil,
And the Bible be your sword.

“Your reward will be the brighter,
More, my son, than earthly gain:
Life with Jesus everlasting,

All of pleasure, nought of pain.”
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EVA'S FAIRY STORY.
CF

STORY, please, sister Grace,” said Eva, as she clasped

her plump arms around her sister’s neck. It was the
pleasant twilight hour, when books and work were laid
aside and father would soon be home to tea.
“What
little one.

sort of a story, dear?”

Grace asked, caressing the

“Oh, a fairy story—something about the fairies living
among the flowers, you know.”
Grace thought a moment.
“TJ will tell you one mother used to tell me when-I was a

little girl, not older than you are now.
Drop.’ Will that do?”
“Oh, yes! tell me that story.”
And Grace began,—
“Once upon a time a dew-drop
the air one morning, and rested on
“<«T am a very little thing and
like to do some good.’
“ Just then a breeze came by and
‘Come get on my wings, and I will

It is called ‘The Dew-

came softly down through
the white edge of a lily-cup.
weak,’ it said, ‘but I would
whispered to the dew-drop,
carry you away over fields,

and woods, and mountains, and you shall see wonderful

things.’

And the breeze bent down to the dew-drop and tried to lift it
from the flower; but the dew-drop held fast to the lily and
answered,—

“*T don’t care for sight-seeing. I must do some good; then
I will be happy.
LPve been up in the sky among the clouds,
and have looked down upon mountains and fields, on great
cities built by men, and on the ocean. But all this did not
make me happy. The sweetness of life is to do good.’
“Then the breeze laughed out, and said, ‘You silly little
thing! A single dew-drop is of no account. You can’t do any
216
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get on my wings for a sail through the air, and

enjoy yourself while you can.’

“And the breeze made a dash at the dew-drop, intending to
bear it off on its wings. But the dew-drop clung to the lily;
and the lily said, softly, ‘Drop down into my bosom, and then
you will be safe.’
“So the dew-drop loosed her hold and fell down into the
lily-cup.
“<« Tear dew-drop !’ whispered the lily, tenderly, ‘how I love
you ! and

she

drew

it away

down
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happier for youi coming, for now, with your help, I can perfect
the rich odors that I am making, and send them forth to
sweeten the air.’
“And even as the lily spoke all her leaves thrilled with a ney,
joy and she breathed sweetness on the air. Just then came by
a zephyr,

which

caught up some of the odor, and carried it

into the open window of a poor cobbler who sat silent at his
work.

“ Ag he smelt the delicious fragrance, his thoughts went back
to his childhood, when he played knee-deep among flowers in
the meadows; and forgetting the dulness and weariness of life,
his lips answered to the memories of youth, and he sang to
himself a song of other days.
“The voice was feeble and broken, but there were ears to
which it came bearing sweetness and refreshment.

“Tn the room aboye that in which the cobbler worked lay his
sick wife. She had been feeling lonely and discouraged. But
when she heard the good old man singing at his work, tears of
thankfulness came into her eyes, and lifting her heart to God,
she prayed, saying, ‘Kind Father of us all, give him patience
and strength. I am no longer a help but a burden to him.
O my Father, let his faithfulness have the reward of peace.’
“And

then

she heard

voice, still singing

the

in a low,

Footsteps sounded on the stairs.
pleasant way, coming nearer.
Her husband looked into the little chamber, and kindly said,
‘Do you want anything ?”
“* Nothing,’ she answered, in a patient voice.
“ And then he went down to his work again, and for a whole
hour he sang to himself the old songs he had loved in the faroff times, and his sick wife lay in her bed listening to his voice.
And there were peace and rest in her heart.
“Of all this the dew-drop and the lily knew nothing, but
God knew.”
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FROST PICTURES.
H, sister, get up just as quick as you can,
And come to the window, and see
What the artist, Jack Frost, in the silence of night

Has been painting for you and for me!
There’s the loveliest lakelet, with trees on the shore;

And here is a dear little pond,
With lilies and fern-leayes all fringing it round,
And towering mountains beyond.
And yonder’s a castle with turrets and spires;
Oh, hurry, don’t stop for the cold,

For the sun is just peeping up over the hill,
And the silver is turning to gold!
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THE FIRST SNOW STORM.
AKE up, children, and see what has been going on while
you have been sleeping,” said mamma, to Charlie and
Minnie, one bright winter morning.
|"
A beautiful sight burst upon their view. In the east
the clouds were of the loveliest crimson and gold, and the earth
Co¥

and trees, which were bare and brown when the children were

tucked in their little beds the evening before, were now covered
On the sill, close beside
with a pure, white mantle of snow.
the window, were two of the dearest little snow-birds.

The children clapped their hands with delight when they
saw them, and wanted to bring the birdies into the nice warm
parlor. But when they opened the window they flew far, far
away.
“ Now, Charlie,” said Minnie, who always thought of her
little brother’s pleasure before her own, “I can draw you to
school on my sled, and you can wear your little red mittens and

make snow-balls; and some time we will go out and make a
snow image, that perhaps will turn to a little live girl and play
with us, as the one did in the story that mamma read to us.”
_ That would be splendid,” said Charlie; “only we wouldn’t
let her come into the warm parlor, for fear she would melt
away.”

“See!” said Minnie, “the apple-trees, loaded with snow,
make me think of the way they looked last spring when they
were covered with blossoms. How white and beautiful they
Don’t you remember how we picked some of the
were then!
pink and white flowers from the lower limbs, and put them
with our blue violets to carry to the teacher ?”
“Yes,

I remember,” said Charlie;

“but

what

will become

of the dear little violets now, and the buttercups, and all the
flowers which you said had gone to sleep in the ground to wait
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THAT
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THE

BABY.

till spring? The snow well freeze them, so that they will never
wake up and grow again.’
“No, indeed !” a the pleasant voice of their mother, wha
from the next room had heard her little chatterboxes.
“No, indeed! This pure white snow will not freeze the
roots of the pretty flowers that are fast asleep in the brown
earth beneath it. It will cover them as with a white fleecy
blanket, keeping out the cold frost and winds, and they will
sleep snug and warm as you do in your little beds, my darlings.
“Ffow good and kind in our heavenly Father to send this
beautiful white snow to cover the sleeping plants and flowers,
that they may rest securely until the warm spring sun awakes
them !
“But come, my little ones,” continued the kind mother, “we

must get ready for our breakfast, and after it is over we will go
out and feed the birds. They would have a hard time of it to
scratch for their breakfast through all this snow.”

THE CAT THAT SAVED
H, mamma!

THE BABY.

Just see this picture!” cried Annie May, as

“Here’s a
she sat turning the leaves of a new book.
pussy-cat pulling a lady’s dress. What is she doing?”
Mrs. May took the book, and after reading a page,
said,—

“Why, this 7s wonderful! The pussy-cat you see in the
picture saved a baby’s life.”
“Why, mamma! Sayed a baby’s life? Tell me about it.”
“The book says it is a true story, and was told to the writer
by one who saw it,” replied Mrs. May. “ A lady was sitting
by the fire, when her cat came running into the room in a
hurried, distressed kind of way, and looking up imto her face
began to mew piteously. At first, the lady, being busy with
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her work, paid no attention to the cat, but the animal would not

be put off. She continued her piteous cries, running to the
door and then back again to the lady, showing more and more
distress. At last the cat stretched out one of her claws and
pulled her mistress by the apron. The lady, beginning to feel
alarmed at this strange conduct, started up, when the cat ran
before her into a small wash-house. And what do think she
found? Why, her own two-year-old boy in a tub of water,
The cat had saved the baby.”
and nearly drowned.
“Oh!

What a dear, good cat!” exclaimed Annie.

“Yes; [think you may well say a dear, good cat,” answered
“If it had been a dog, we should not wonder so
her mother.
much, but for a cat to do a thing like this is strange indeed, for

cats do not usually show much affection or intelligence.”
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THE OLD COUNTRY HOUSE.
HERE it is, my child,” said father. I think that his
words fell into a little half-doze into which I had dropped,
for we had ridden at least twenty miles since we left the
cars, at the little brown depot by the side of the river.
So, as it drew toward night, I was tired betwixt the car and the
carriage ride, and a drowsy mist began stealing over me, as the
mists did over the great mountains on the right, when my
father’s words
eee
me back suddenly into a keen, strong
life.
I sat up straight, of a sudden, and looked out.

My heart beat

so fast. I saw the blue vapor of the smoke as it rose slowly up
through the bare trees, and a moment later we dashed over the
little brook-bridge, and the house came in sight—the gray house
with the gambrel-roof that: I had never seen, but that I had
heard of so long and often that it seemed familiar as our own.
A

great house, wide and low, a

little back

from the street,

with the bare trees all around it, and the roof and ground white
with snow.
This old country-house, this old gray, gambrel-roofed farmhouse, was the one where my father had been born, and I was
coming home to it now in my ninth year, because almost the
saddest thing which can happen in this world to a little child
had come suddenly to me: my mother was dead—my mother,
with her pale, sweet face, and the soft, brown hair that shaded
it; my mother, with the tender smile upon her lips, and the
love in her deep blue eyes; my mother, whose sweet, tender

voice seemed still to call to me softly, though I knew how dark
and cold and silent was the grave where she lay!
So my father had brought me home to the old house here
he was born, and to the old grandmother there, whose heart he

knew held for me now the warmest place this side of heaven.
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We drove up to the gate; papa lifted me out swiftly and carried
me up the little gravel path into the great, wide hall, and here
she met me—my grandmother.
I looked up in the wrinkled face of an old, old lady ina
black dress and a snowy cap, who bent down and took me up
suddenly, and kissed me, and then cried.

“Oh, Edward, my boy, is this the child?” she sobbed.
“This is the child—the little motherless child,” said my
father, and then he went out suddenly without so much as
shaking hands with her, and again my grandmother cried over

me.

And from that hour I loved her.

:

I felt at home at once in the old house.

I went through its

wide, low, still rooms before it was dark.

I followed the girl

when she went out into the yard to call the chickens to supper.
I saw

her scatter

the

small

corn-like

flakes of yellow snow

among the great flock of chickens that crowded around her;
I saw the boy going to feed the cows, and I wanted to go out
and see the little white calf inside the barn, but it was too late,

they told me, and I must wait for another day.
And so I lived on all my boyhood in that dear old house,
and now, in my manhood, long often for its peace and quietness.

WILLIE’S HAPPY DAY.
C4 { AVE you had a happy day, Willie?” asked Mrs. Caswell

of her little boy, as she sat down one pleasant winter

evening and took him in her lap. They lived about
twenty miles from Boston, and she had been in the city

all day, shopping.
“Yes, mamma, only I missed you.
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the day would go fast if I kept busy, and I did. First, there
was our nice ride home from the station. Then Minnie and I
went and posted the letters you gave as, and then we went to
see Johnny Sheldon—you know he has been sick and is not
well enough yet to go out—and we carried him some oranges
and apples papa gave us this morning. You would have liked
to see him, mamma, he was so pleased.
"When we came home
it was almost dinner-time, and, after we had ours, I fed puss
and Royer, and the doves and chickens.
Minnie hemmed the

new sails for my ship, and I mended her doll’s table—one leaf
was off. Then we played out-doors till it was time to go for
you, and we had another nice ride.”
“Tt has been a well-spent day, Willie dear; that is the
reason it has been a happy one. Was there any hard place in
it—any time, I mean, when you found it hard to do right?”
Willie thought a moment:
“Yes, mamma;

when Minnie asked me to put on her table-

leaf, I wanted to play menagerie—I didn’t know she was going
to hem my sails—but I thought I ought to please her, and I
am glad I did.”
“ And I am glad, too, my boy.”
“There was another time, mamma—when

I felt very angry

because I couldn’t find my top, and I thought Sarah had swept
it out. But I didn’t say a word, only to whisper, Help me!
and the bad feelings went away, and after-awhile I found my
top just where I had left it myself, in your room.”
Willie’s mother kissed him tenderly as she said,—
“My dear. boy, you have won two victories to-day—one over
selfishness and one over anger. No wonder it has been a happy
day.

But you must be watchful, Willie, or to-morrow may be

very unlike it. And remember that the will and power to do
right are from the Lord alone, and in oo) temptation look to
nan for strength. He will never fail you.”
228

Pe
\

SEK

a

eer

oS

AR

Stun) 37

ASA

ca

eat!

aN

\i we
in

\ le
oy

AN
Bes

“Wis

SUSIE’S ROBIN.
USIE is in a brown study.

What is she thinking about,

so intently, as she sits alone in the woods, with her hands
folded in her lap, while the sunlight pours a golden glory
around her, and tinges her rippling brown hair ?
Beautiful in their wavy greenness are the trees and rushes;
blue and silvery the little brook winds noiselessly on its way at
her feet, and the crickets chirp to her from their mossy bed.
All this beauty Susie sees and enjoys, but a questioning and
almost troubled thought causes the shadow in her eyes. She is
doing battle with herself Shall I tell you why? At home,
in the sunniest window, hangs a clean, roomy cage, and in it is

Susie’s dearest treasure, a robin. She had found it, when a very
little bird, on the ground in the garden; too young to fly, it
would soon have died but for her tender care. How dearly she
loved the brown-winged stranger! And soon it ceased to flutter
in her little soft palm, and would eat dainty morsels from her
mouth. As soon as it was strong enough she bought a cage,
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and all through the happy days that followed, her little darling
grew more tame, and would wake her in the early morning
with its twittering; but, as the warm spring days began to
come, the little bird drooped, and would stand on its perch and
look out longingly at the budding maples.
Susie fancied that its eyes were less bright and the chirp was
almost a sigh; this hurt her tender little heart, and she spent

many hours by the cage trying to bring back somewhat of its
glad spirit, but all in vain.
One morning, when it was warm enough to open the windows,
Susie heard a great fluttering and chirping. On looking out at
the cage she saw a dainty little redbreast talking to her bird,
and seeming to beg it to come out and share its freedom; but
the cruel bars were very strong and it was of no avail to beat
the tender wings against them, and it soon sank exhausted in
the bottom of the cage. Then Susie knew what all the sadness
and drooping meant—the little bird was pining for its freedom;
but it was hard to part with it now, after all her care and
trouble, and the woods were so large she should never see it
again, after once the cage door was open, and the restless little
wings skimming their way through the blue sky.
And this is what is troubling Susie, as she sits alone by the
brook; but right conquered at last, and rising, she followed
the well-worn path toward her home, resolved that the little
captive should be caged no longer, and that its evening song
:
should be one of glad freedom.
How much dearer than ever before to Susie seems the little
bird, as she lifts the bright cage from its hook ; and tears are in
her soft blue eyes, as she thinks how lonely it will be without _
her morning greeting. I will take the cage to the woods, Susie
says to herself, and then perhaps my darling will light on a
branch near by, and sing me a little song of thanks.
Back to the woods go the dainty feet. Soon a spot is reached
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where the grass is very green, and the branches of the alderbushes grow very near the ground; here Susie opens the cage
door, and with a cry of gladness the little bird flies from its

aR
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xy

~

=

gilded prison, and lighting upon the nearest bough, sings as
though its little throat would split. Susie stands with the empty
cage in her hand until the song is finished and the bird has
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flown far out of sight, then she turns and goes toward home.
Why is it the grass is less green, and the shadows deeper and
longer? It is only that Susie’s eyes are filled with tears and
she can hardly see the narrow path; but they are not tears of
regret, only of sadness, that she has gone home without her
robin.
Every day finds Susie in the same spot among the alderbushes, hoping to catch a glimpse of the bright eyes and brown
For many days she watched in
wings of the little wanderer.
vain, until at last she heard a fluttering and chirping among
the bushes, and pulling them aside she saw Mistress Brown-

wings sitting proudly on the daintiest little nest, in which were
fou tiny eggs. One day followed another, and the eggs were
hatched; then how proudly did the mother stand on a twig
above them, and chirp and twitter, with her saucy head first on
one side and

then

on the other.

Dear little Susie, you have

your reward now in seeing the love and joy of that bird-mother ;
and I am sure, could she talk, she would tell all those dear little

birdlings of the dear mistress who so tenderly cared for her
when helpless, and in due time opened her prison door and set
;
her free.

MY LITTLE BROTHER.
HAVE a little brother, he’s only two years old;
To us, who dearly love him, he’s worth his weight in gold;
We often play together, and I begin to find,
To make my brother happy, I must be ever kind.
And I am very gentle, when in the fields we play,
And he laughs and shouts with pleasure when I cover him
with hay;
And I must never tease him, nor ever angry be,
But always love my brother, that God has given to me.
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THE LUCKY-BAG.
HE lucky-bag! What is that?” cried a chorus of young
voices.
“T will show you,” said Aunt Fanny.
Aunt Fanny was one of the nicest aunts in the world. |
So thought her little nephews and nieces. She it was who told
nice long stories and who invented delightful new games for
their amusement when they were tired of all the old ones.
And that was just the case with them now.

It was Christmas evening. There was quite a collection of
children at Grandpapa Davis’s—cousins, all of them—who had
They came
come with their parents to spend the holidays.
every year, and every year the number grew larger, until it
was well that Grandpapa Davis’s house had plenty of room in
it to hold them all.
“ Aunt Fanny, please tell us a story.”
Now Aunt Fanny had foreseen just such a time as this—it
_always did come every Christmas evening—and so she was
ready for it.
“T have a new game for you. It is called ‘The lucky-bag.’”

“The lucky-bag!

What is that ?”

Aunt Fanny went out of the room, and presently returned
with a gayly-figured chintz bag, tied with a bright red ribbon.
She hung the bag by a string to a nail she had already driven
.
;
|
in a doorway.
“Now, children,” said she, “ that bag is filled with nice things,

and you must each earn the right to help yourselves. Mary,
you are the oldest: I will bandage your eyes and give you this
stick, and after turning around three times, you must see if you
can hit the lucky-bag with the stick. You may have three
trials. If you succeed in hitting the bag, you will have a right,
at the end of the game, to take something from it.”
After Mary’s eyes were bandaged she turned around slowly

.
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three times, and then tried to hit the bag. Little Lucy and
Alice stood by the doorway watching her, while Grace, Anna,
and the rest gathered around their aunt.
The first time she failed, but hitting the side of the doorway,

she gained an idea of the position of the bag, so that the second
trial proved successful.
Now, Gracie, let us see how you
“Very well done, Mary.
succeed.”
Grace’s eyes were bandaged, and she turned round the three
times, and so completely lost herself in so doing that when she
attempted to strike the bag she stood with her back to it. The
children all laughed heartily, and poor Grace did not succeed
in hitting the bag at all.
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it was Clara’s turn, and, wonderful to tell, she hit it

the first trial.
They each took their turn with the stick, and when they
were all done, Aunt Fanny opened the lucky-bag and told
‘ Mary to try her luck in drawing from it. She put in her hand
and drew out a very prettily-dressed doll. She looked at it
rather scornfully, as she had given up doll-playing for a long
time—at least six months.
Clara drew out a package of
candies, which pleased her better, and which she generously
divided with the rest, and little Alice drew a very handsome
needle-book containing thimble and scissors. Mary and Alice
made an exchange at once, and so both were satisfied.
When all the lucky ones had put their hands in the bag,
then they began the game over again, and kept it up until the
bag was empty.

THE RAIN.
EE, the rain is falling
In the dusty street;

-}

See the clouds dispersing
Blessings fresh and sweet.
See, the cooling shower
Comes at God’s command;
Brightens every flower,
Cheers the parchéd land.

When the rain is over,
Then the painted bow,

O’er the cloudy hill-top,
Will its colors show!
6
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THE CANARY BIRD.
CI

LITTLE girl named Caroline had a charming canary
bird. The little creature sang from early morning until
Cc
evening. It was a very beautiful bird, of a bright yellow,
with a black head.
Caroline gave it seeds and green
vegetables, and at times a piece of sugar, and every day fresh
and pure water. .
But all at once the little bird began to droop; and one morning
as Caroline came to bring it water it lay dead in its cage.
The little girl raised loud lamentations over the beloved bird,

and wept bitterly; but the child’s mother went and purchased
one with colors still more beautiful, and which sang as sweetly
as the other one, and placed it in the cage.
But the little girl
wept still more when she saw the new one.
Then the mother wondered greatly, and said, “My dear
child, why do you weep?
Why are you so very sad? Your
tears will not call the dead bird back

to life again, and here

you have another equally as beautiful.”
Then

the

child

said,

“ Ah,

dear

mother,

I

have

acted

unkindly toward the little creature, and I have not done all for
it that I could and ought to have done.”
“ Dear

Lina,” answered

the mother, “you

have

tended

it

_very carefully.”
“Ah, no!’ replied the child. “A short time before its
death, I did not bring it a piece of sugar which you gave me
for it, but ate it myself.” The little girl spoke with a heavy
_hear+
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The mother did not smile at her self-reproaches, for she
recognized in them the voice of conscience in the tender heart
of her gentle child.
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THE SKIPPING ROPE.
Ca{>

ESSONS now at last are over,

Books and slates are put away;
Hymn attentively repeated,
Copy without blot completed,
Now’s the time for fun and play .
Lessons done with cheerful spirit
Bring the sure reward of merit,

Smiling face and heart so gay;
In this bright and smiling weather,
Merrily they all together,
With the skipping rope will play;
And if only Tom and Polly

Will come too, it will be jolly!
Here they are now, foot it lightly,
Hand in hand they skip so cy
Bees are humming,
Summer’s coming,
Birds are singing, as they’re bringing
Twigs from many a distant tree;
Lined with down, and moss, and feather,
Where they'll sit and chirp together,
Oh! how snug those homes will be!
O’er the ropes so lightly skipping,
O’er the grass so lightly tripping,
The children are as glad as they.
Lessons done with cheerful spirit,
Bring the sure reward of merit;
And remember, too, that they
Who work hardest day by day,
Always most enjoy their play.
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PUT YOUR PAW UP!
OME here, children, and I’ll tell you a little story about a
She was a very good puss,
pussy-cat named Mew-mew.
and never stole the cream which cook put on one side,
nor frightened Gyp the canary, who used to sing so
0; she used to sit and

loudly from his cage in the window.

purr, purr, cosily on the rug before the fire in winter, or lie in
her mistress’s lap blinking at everything about her.
She had one fault, however, and that was a very rude habit,

and one which no pussy-cat, and certainly no little boy or gil,
ought ever to indulge in. What do you think it was? Can’t
you guess? Well, it was this. When she was a little sleepy
or hungry she used to yawn with her mouth very wide open.
She could not help that, because hungry and sleepy people
can’t help yawning; but the dreadful part of it was that she
never put up her paw in front of her wide-open mouth!
Well, Mew-mew lived with a little girl who was fond of all
sorts of animals, and one of her pets was a little yellow-hammer,
a small bird with a yellowish and blackish coat.
_ Well, this little bird, whose name was Pippin, was allowed to
fly about the room quite freely, and Mew-mew never hurt him,
for he was a great friend of hers, and they had grown up
together. Pippin used to pretend to peck at Mew-mew’s tail,
and she would pat at him gently without putting out her claws,
for she would not have hurt him for the world.
One day in the winter Mew-mew was dozing cosily by the
fire, and hoping

she would

soon

have

bread

and

milk,

and

Pippin was hopping about the floor, or flying up on the pictureframes, or looking at himself in the glass.

They had been going on comfortably like this, and their
little mistress was sitting in a chair by the fire, when she made
a little movement with her foot, near which pussy was lying.
This disturbed Mrs. Mew-mew, and so she roused up and
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stretched herself, and then gave herself a good washing all over ©
with her tongue, which is pussy-cat’s soap and flannel, you
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and by that time Pippin, who was tired of playing

alone, came down on the rug and hopped in front of her, wait-

ing for her to play. But Mew-mew
had done her washing she folded her
gave, oh! such a great, long yawn!
her head must have split in two; and
And

then, before you would

was lazy; and when she
tail neatly round her, and
One would have thought
she never put up her paw!

have time to count one, Pippin

had flown into her mouth; and before puss. knew what had
happened, her mouth had shut again. But oh! sad to say, she
had bitten off poor little Pippin’s head! She sat staring before
her as the poor little yellow body tumbled on the floor, and then
ran away into a corner and sat huddled up there, looking so
unhappy; and her mistress could not scold her because she had
not done it on purpose, and because for days afterwards she
went about the house looking so wretched.
And now that you have heard the story of what may come
of this rude habit, I hope none of you, my dear little boys and
girls, will think of yawning, however sleepy or hungry you
may be, without being very careful to “put your hand up.”

OUR TIL.
Cay

ERY full of life and play
Is our Lily; ©
Busy all the livelong day,
Here and there and everywhere,
Is this little maiden fair.
Helping mother mind the house,
Goes our Lily;
Now as still as ‘any mouse,
Then with skipping-rope she plays,
On the pleasant summer days.
244.
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Soon the books and slate are brought
By our Lily;
And examples hard are wrought ;
Other lessons, one by one—

Studied well—and school is done.
Then, with little skipping feet,
Goes our Lily
Up the broad and pleasant street,
On her music-lesson bent,

Practising to heart’s content.

Then at home returns again
Small Miss Lily;
Through the sunshine or the rain,
Ready now, at quiet play,
In the house awhile to stay.
Now her doll, with garments rare,
Brings our Lily—

Charming doll, with coal-black hair!
And she cuts and fits and sews
Multitudes of dolly’s clothes.

So you see the livelong day .
Little Lily,
Busy at her work and play,
Tired enough to sleep quite sound
When the sleepy time comes round. _
And with loving hearts we'll pray
For our Lily.
May God guard her night and day,
Guide her wandering feet aright,
On through darkness into light!
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THE CHETAH.
N most countries we hunt animals with dogs, but in India,

that wonderful country, antelopes and other animals are
hunted by means of a kind of leopard.
The chetah, or hunting-leopard of India, is smaller than the

usual leopard, being about the size of a large dog. In its wild
state it lives in the lower branches of trees in forests. The
chetah can be taught to hunt like a dog; and when it has been
properly trained it is taken out for a day’s hunting in the
following manner:
The chetah is placed in a kind of tumbrel or open cart, and
247

generally fastened with a chain; for its temper is uncertain,
and, like all the large cats, it never quite loses its savage nature.
A hood is kept over its eyes, and it is carried along in the cart
until some animal, generally an antelope, appears in view.
Then the antelope is shown to the chetah, whose hood and
chain

have

been

taken

off, and the hunting-leopard

at once

starts off in pursuit of the prey. The antelope can run faster
than the chetah, but it becomes so terrified at the sight of its
fierce enemy that it stumbles and totters and cannot exert its
full speed. So in time the chetah comes up with the poor
antelope, leaps on its back, and pulls it to the ground. Then
the hunters come running up with the chetah’s hood and chain,
and entice it away from the fallen beast by giving it a piece of
meat. Then it is led back to the cart by the chain, with the
hood over its eyes, and is kept chained up until another antelope
or deer appears, and the chetah again starts in pursuit of it.
The chetah requires to be carefully watched, like a savage
dog, and would not be at all a good playmate for children.

