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CHAPTER I. 

Jiggers—Locusts— White Ants -— Goatsuckers — Ant-eater— 

Nests of Ants—Soldiers and Labourers—Marching 

Ants—Mr. Wallace’s Collection—Uncle Ned’s Promise. 

“HH, UNCLE EDWARD, 

do tell us some of 

your wonderful travel- 

lers’ stories—true ones, 

you know. Papa says 

you have been half over 

the world, and have’ 

spent years in the tro- 

pics, and we want to 

hear all about it.” 
The speaker was a 

bright boy of ten years 

old, named Charlie. 

Uncle Edward was half dozing in a comfortable 

arm-chair by the fire, and Charlie’s papa was peeling 
7 
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an apple for his little daughter Alice, who was seated 
on his lap. 

With one bound she was at her uncle’s side. “Dear 
Uncle Edward, do—please do,” she said, and lifted 
up her little face imploringly. Uncle Edward could 
never refuse his little pet anything, so, good-naturedly 
rousing himself, and looking at the children very much 
with the expression that a great Newfoundland dog 
would assume towards two little kittens who disturbed 
his slumbers, he muttered : 

“All about it,—that is, certainly, a very modest 
request, Charlie. Why, I should have to talk night 
and day all the time I am here to do that, and not | 
finish then. You would be rather tired of listening, 
I think,” 

‘Oh no, Uncle Edward, we shall never tire,” cried 
both children at once. 

Uncle Edward regarded them with a curious look, 
lifting up his great shaggy eyebrows, “What in- 
satiable creatures children are!” he remarked. 

“Don’t let them tire you, Ned,” said Mr. Stone. 
“No, Vl take care of that ; but where shall I 

begin?” 
“Oh, tell us first about the insects, said Charlie, 

who considered himself a great entomologist, and - 
was very fond of capturing butterflies. He had 
made quite a large collection of English butterflies 
during the last two summers, to which he had received 
many contributions from cousins and friends in dif- 
ferent parts of England. “I have heard there are 
such splendid butterflies in the tropics, and termites,
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and honey ants, and frogs, and beetles, and all sorts 

of delightful things.” 

“The insects of the tropics are much more delight- 

ful to talk about here in England than to meet with 

in their own country, I can tell you. They are the 

greatest plagues imaginable; in fact, they are worse 

than plagues, they are most intolerable nuisances ; 

they sting and bite in such a cruel way that they often 

cause most serious illness.” 

“Tell them about the jiggers, Ned,” said Mr. Stone. 

“Oh, those horrid chegoes, or jiggers, that lamed me 

in the West Indies. They are little creatures, about 

the size of a small flea; they get into one’s feet, bury 

themselves under the skin, and there they make their 

nests. I found a little tumour on my toe about the 

size of a pea, with a dark spot in the centre, which 

gave me great pain. I could not imagine what it was 

till I showed it to my man-servant, who was used to the 

country, and had suffered himself in like manner. He 

told me that the negro women are very clever in taking 

them out, so I sent for one to operate on me. First 
she removed the skin from the little ball, just as we 

should peel an orange, then pressing the flesh all 
round, she succeeded in getting out the nest without 

breaking it, and filled up the hole with tobacco, in 

case any of the eggs should remain in the wound and 
form a fresh colony.” 

“Oh, uncle, how horrible!” cried little cee 

“Not so bad asa friend of mine, who was travel- 

ling in the interior of Africa, and got a horrid worm 
into his foot. His leg and ankle swelled, and, like
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me, he did not at all know what was the matter; but 
he put on a plaster, and when he pulled it off, out 
came a few inches of the worm. These worms are’ 
sometimes twelve feet long, and not much thicker 
than a horse-hair, so you may imagine the difficulty 
of getting the creature out without breaking. Indeed 
my friend did not manage to do so; however, he got 
it out by degrees, two or three inches at a time, and 
it caused him dreadful pain.” 

“But worms are not insects, uncle,” interrupted 
Charlie. 

“No, and I have told you enough of these pests of 
hot countries. I will go on to something more inter- 
esting. There is a very destructive insect, of which 
I dare say you have heard. I mean the locust, 
which visits all hot countries, and does a great deal 
of mischief. It is called the Migratory Locust, be- 
cause of its habit of going in vast armies, like winged 
clouds, over the earth. Wherever they alight all 
vegetation soon disappears, as the myriads of insect- 
jaws commence their destructive work, In some 
places the locust is used for food.” 

“Oh, uncle!” said Alice, with an expression of dis- 
gust, “they must be very nasty.” 

“Some people don’t think so, or they would not 
eat them. In Africa, large fires are kindled in the 
path of the insects, and as they come flying along 
the smoke stifles them and they fall in thousands, 
and are roasted and eaten. Dr. Livingstone speaks 
quite highly of the locust as an article of food, and 
says it is superior to shrimps. Sometimes the bodies
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are left in the sun to dry, and then ground into a 

powder between two stones. This powder is eaten 

with honey, and is said to make very fattening and 

wholesome food for man or beast. The food of John 
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LOCUSTS IN A FIELD OF INDIAN CORN, 

the Baptist, when in the wilderness, you know, was 

‘locusts and wild honey,’ though some think that this 

refers to the locust bean, and not to the insect of that 

name,”
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“I did not think the destructive locust was of any 
use,” said Charlie. 

“There is some wise purpose in everything God 
has created, we may be quite sure of that,” replied 
Uncle Ned. “Now, would you like to hear about 
the termites ?” 

What are they, uncle?” asked Alice. 
“White ants, to be sure,” responded Chatlie, proud 

of his superior knowledge. 
“They are called white ants, observed his uncle, 

“but they really belong to quite a different order of 
insects. They are more allied to dragon-flies, ant-lions 
and may-flies. In fact they are not ants at all, except 
in name. Still some of their laws, habits, and man- 
ners remind us of the ant’s. They are divided into 
three distinct classes—labourers, soldiers, and perfect 
insects. They build large houses, or rather citadels, 
for they contain an immense population: these cita- 
dels are sometimes twelve feet high and a hundred 
feet in circumference.” 

“Why, Uncle Ned, that would be twice as big as 
you are; that would be higher than this room.” 

“Yes,” Charlie, I know it,” said their uncle, gravely; 
“Tam not exaggerating.” 

“You are telling no ‘travellers’ tales,’ are you, 
Ned? but real sober truth,” remarked Mr. Stone. 

“Yes, indeed, truth is often stranger than fiction ; 
and if I had not seen them myself, I could hardly 
have believed many of the wonders which I am going 
to tell you. But first about the arrangement of their 
houses, which are built of clay. Only the under part -



White Ants. 13 

is inhabited by the white ants; the upper part is 

merely built in order to defend them from the wea- 

ther, and to keep up the warmth and moisture in the 

lower part, which is necessary for hatching the eggs 

and rearing the young ones. In the centre of the 

building, and almost on a level with the ground, is 

the queen’s palace, a large room where she lives in 

grandeur with the king her consort, and is waited on 

by her attendants with more zeal and loyalty than 

any king or queen of the British Isles has ever 

received from her devoted subjects. But the poor 

queen never leaves her state apartment ; indeed, she 

  

THE QUEEN ANT. 

soon grows to such an enormous size that she could 

not get out through the doors.” 

“Oh, uncle, it is more like a prison than a palace, 

I think,” said Alice. 

“ And is the poor king obliged to stay with her?” 

asked Charlie. 

“The king soon dies, but the queen continues to 

live and increase in size till she is three inches long, 

and wide in proportion, and weighs as much as 30,000 

labourers. Then she begins to lay her eggs at the 

rate of fifty or sixty a minute, and this goes on night 

and day without interruption for many months, so
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you may imagine she has at last a pretty numerous 
family.” 

“But how can she take care of such a family as 
that? It seems quite impossible!” 

“Tt is indeed impossible. Luckily for her, she has 
nothing to do but to lay her eggs, and there are 
plenty of nurses to take care of them and bring up 

  

NESTS OF WHITE ANTS. 

the young ones properly. Besides, you must re- 
‘member there is but one queen in every colony, and 
the labourers and the soldiers have no children.” 

“A very fortunate thing, I think,” said Charlie; 
“but I don’t quite understand what you mean by the 
labourers and the soldiers.” : 

“The labourers and the soldiers are not perfect in-
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sects like the king and queen; they are not fully de- 

veloped, and on this account they are called neuters.” 

“ What does developed mean, uncle?” asked Alice. 

“Tt means unfolded ; just as in a bud every little 

leaf is already formed, which is afterwards unfolded 

in the flower. So in these insects there are the same 

powers as possessed by the king and queen, but they 

are not yet unfolded.” 

  

  

  
    

   
    

NESTS OF WILITE ANTS. 

“Then they all become kings and queens some 

day, just as children grow up to be men and women,” 

exclaimed Charlie. 

“No, indeed; scarcely one in many thousands of 

these insects becomes a king or queen. When fully 

grown they leave their homes and fly in such clouds 

that they would soon fill the earth and destroy every- 

thing if they were suffered to live; but, happily for 

us, they have many enemies.”
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Here Charlie interrupted his uncle. “But you 

never told us they had wings, uncle.” 
“No; they possess their wings only for a few 

hours. As soon as they are fully grown, or developed, 

  

FORK-TAILED GOAT-SUCKER, 

these wings appear (four long narrow wings folded 
over each other) ; and then, as I told you, they fly in 
clouds ; but while flying, the birds, goat-suckers, and



          

  

The Ant-Eater. 17) 

bats attack them, and when they have shed their 
wings (which always fall off after a few hours), they. 
are pursued by ants, toads, spiders, and other ene- 

mies. There is one animal, the Ant-Eater, which, 
with the assistance of its long tongue, expressly 
adapted for the purpose, consumes hundreds of these 
white ants in a very short space of time. If the 

  

THE ANT-EATER, 

labourers see one fortunate pair survive, they imme- 
diately take them to a place of safety, and build 
their little palace of clay. Then they are duly elected 
king and queen, and a new colony is founded,” 

“Ts there any difference between the soldiers and 
the labourers?” asked Alice. 

B
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“Ves, there is; the soldiers are the males, and the 

labourers the females.. The soldiers are six times as 

large as the labourers; they have powerful jaws pro- 

- ceeding from enormous heads, and it 

+ is their duty to fight for their friends 

and their country, a duty which they 

perform very well, I assure you. The 

labourers are the nurses. It is their 

business to nurse the queen’s children. 

} They only have the privilege of en- 

SOLDIER ANT. tering her palace, for the doors are 
not large enough to admit the soldiers.” 

“You have not told us all about their houses yet, 

uncle,” remarked Charlie. 

“No, I have not had much chance of telling you 
‘all about’ anything. You ask too many questions, 

Now, don’t interrupt me again for three whole minutes, 

and I will give you a description of their houses,” 
“Oh, thank you, uncle; we won't say a single 

word,” said both the children, 

“Well, Pl tell you about the houses, or rather cita- 

dels, which I saw myself in Western Africa. They 

are twelve feet high, and so strong I used often to 

stand on them to get a good view of the surrounding 

country.” : 

“Was there much to see, uncle?” asked Charlie. 

“There now—” 

“Oh, I forgot; but was there?” 

“Not much where I happened to be at that time, 

only a large grassy plain. I told you about the 
queen’s palace, which is in the centre of the building. 
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There are numberless rooms encircling the palace, 

and in these rooms there is a large train of labourers 

and soldiers constantly in attendance. The space 

between these rooms and the outer walls is filled with 

cells, some of which are used as store-rooms, some as 

nurseries. Then there are wonderful subterranean 

passages running under the bottom of the hill to a 

depth of three or four feet, and carefully lined with. 

clay. These subterranean passages are connected 

with a number of smaller galleries that looked some- 

thing like a corkscrew, winding round and round. 

They are not very good climbers, so they make this 

kind of spiral staircase to save themselves the steep 

walk up-hill.” 

“What lazy fellows!” exclaimed Charlie. 

“Nobody can accuse them of that, Charlie. No, 

the termites work hard enough; they are always 

building, or nursing, or waiting on their queen, or 

carrying clay, wood, water, and provisions to the 

different rooms and galleries.” 

“It sounds just as if they were real men and 

women we are talking about, uncle. I had no idea 

there were such interesting and clever creatures 

among the insects,” said little Alice. 

“Oh, Alice, that’s so like a girl,” said her brother. 

“If you had studied insects as J have, you would 

soon have found out they are clever enough even here 

in England. But those African fellows are uncom- 

_monly sharp, I must own.” 

“They arrange all their work so well,” continued 

their uncle, “and each has his own work and his own
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place. We may learn a good deal from them, Master 

Charlie ; and the soldiers don’t sneer at the labourers, 

but help them, and fight for them as men and boys 

should for zheir little women. I once made a breach 

in a termite’s nest with my hatchet, and then retired 

to a little distance to watch the effect. The labourers 

retired in alarm, for they cannot fight ; and out came 

a soldier, evidently reconnoitring. He gave an alarm, 

and two or three more appeared, then a large army 

of them, all ready for war. The poor soldiers are 

under one great disadvantage, for they are blind, and 

it is really amusing to see them tumbling over each 

other, sometimes missing their hold and rolling down 

the sides of the hill. They soon recover themselves, 

however, and bite everything they come near. Their 

‘fierceness and courage are really wonderful. For- 

tunately, they have no poison glands, or perhaps I 

should not have been here to tell the tale.” 

“What, uncle, did they bite you?” exclaimed both 

the children at once. 

“One fellow got on my coat sleeve and bit my 

arm. It bit right through the cloth, and hard work I 

had to get rid of the creature. But I was determined 

to go onwatching. As I made no further breach, the 

bustle subsided and the soldiers retired. Then came 

the good little labourers, each carrying a load of 

tempered mortar half as big as himself, laid it on the 

edge of the hole, and hastened back for more. There 

were crowds of labourers, all working at the same 

moment, and in half an hour the breach I had 

made was repaired.”
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“ Are there any termites in Europe, uncle?” 

“Ves, some have been imported in ships, to the 

great sorrow of the French ; they have done all they 

could to get rid of them. These mischievous little 

creatures have destroyed some valuable documents 

belonging to the French government.” 

“ But where were these documents kept ?” 

“Tn the prefect’s palace.” 

“T didn’t know they ever got into houses.” 

“Indeed they do; when I was in South Africa my 

table was once left too long in one position, and the 

rogues destroyed it entirely—swallowed it with as 

much ease, and probably as much enjoyment as you 

would swallow a plum-pudding.” 

“ Oh, uncle, now that zs what papa calls ‘a travel- 

ler’s tale’; now you are laughing at us, I am certain. 

How could such little creatures swallow a table?” 

“T didn’t say they swallowed it whole, did I? 

They worked away at the inside, thousands and 

thousands of them at once, and left nothing but the 

barren shell. They are such sly little creatures. I 

had been away on a hunting expedition, and when 

I came back there was nothing left of my table but 

the outside, which was perfect. I threw my travel- 

ling bag on it, and straightway it tumbled to pieces. 

However, a friend of mine, who took up his residence 

for a time near me, was even worse off than myself; 

the termites got into his bed and all his boxes, des- 

troyed his books, and at last fairly turned him out of 

house and home, for as he could not drive them away, 

he was obliged to get a lodging elsewhere.”
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“J wonder such horrid pests are allowed to live. 

Do they ever do any good, uncle?” asked Charlie. 

“Yes, they do a great deal of good in those tropi- 

cal countries,” replied his uncle ; “no doubt they are 

necessary to keep the air pure, for they are always 

busy removing decayed vegetable substances. So. 

we must not be too hard on them, if now and then 

they destroy a few things which they ought to let 

alone. But you will like to hear about another kind 

of white ant which I once saw. Most of them, as I 

told you, live and work under covered galleries, but 

the marching termite exposes itself to the light of 

day. It is not blind like those I have been speaking 

of, Iwas once passing through a thick forest, when 

I heard a hiss like that of a serpent. I followed 

the noise and found an army of marching white ants 

emerging from a hole in the ground, and marching 

quickly. After proceeding a little way they divided 

into two columns; they walked fourteen or fifteen 

abreast, following each other closely and going 

straight forward. They were nearly all labourers.” 

“Did you find out what made the hissing noise ?” 

“Yes; and a most amusing scene it was. Some 

soldiers here and there mounted on plants about 

a foot from the ground, hung over the army, and by 

striking their jaws upon the leaves at intervals, pro- 

duced a peculiar noise. It seemed a signal for quick 

marching, as the whole army replied with a hiss and 

increased their pace. At length the army reunited, 

and descended into the earth again. But I have 

talked too much about these termites,”
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“No, uncle; they are so interesting.” 
“Yes, they are certainly interesting, but you ought 

to hear something about the gorgeous butterflies and 
beetles of the tropics. How they would delight your 
eyes, Charlie!” 

“Oh, I have seen many of them in the British 
Museum. But they must look splendid flying about. 
How I should like to go over and catch some!” 

“A gentleman named Mr. Wallace did go to the 
Malay Archipelago on purpose to collect specimens 
of various kinds of insects, birds, reptiles, and other 
creatures. He came home in 1862, bringing with 
him more than a hundred and twenty-five thousand 
specimens of natural history, of which more than 
thirteen thousand were butterflies.” 

“Oh, uncle, how delightful!” exclaimed Charlie. 
“He has written a- book about his adventures, 

which you will enjoy reading some day, my boy. 
Fancy his finding a beetle whose legs spread over 
a space of eight inches!” 

“Did you ever find one, uncle?” 
“No, but I have been to the Moluccas, and the 

insects there are wonderfully beautiful. Mr. Wallace 
found a beetle such as I have described, and he found 
also a splendid bird-winged butterfly, a very rare 
insect. The male measures more than seven inches 
across the wings, which are velvety black and fiery 
orange. Mr, Wallace says that his delight at finding 
it was so great that the blood rushed to his head, and 
he nearly fainted with excitement.” 

“Oh, uncle, I can quite understand it,’ cried
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Charlie; “I ae be pees myself for joy if I 

could Gatch one.” 

Papa, who had been a most attentive listener, now 

puts in a word. 

“Come, Ned, the children must fea go to bed; 

we shall have this boy flying off to the Moluccas in 

search of butterflies, instead of leading a respectable 

life in England, improving the state of English law.” 

“Just one question, uncle,” pleaded Charlie. “ Did 

Mr. Wallace catch the insects all himself, or did he 

have anybody to help him?” 

“Sometimes he employed the natives to catch 

insects for him, in return for which he would give 

them tobacco, which they highly valued. They used 

to bring him quantities of creeping things in bamboo 

boxes ; but, unfortunately, they had generally eaten 

each other, like the Kilkenny cats, before they came . 

into Mr. Wallace’s possession. Beetles, butterflies, 

and other insects were all boxed up together.” 

“Oh, what a pity! Now, uncle, you will promise 

to tell us something about the tropics every day you 

are here, won't you?” begged Charlie. 

“That will be a whole week, counting Sunday,” 
said his sister; “we shall have six more evenings 

before you go, uncle ; do promise.” 

“Well, I think I may promise a story some part 

of the day; perhaps it will not always be in the 

evening.” 

“Then we shall feel as if we had spent a whole 

week at the tropics,” exclaimed little Alice, delighted ; 

“T am sure I shall dream about those clever little
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termites to-night. Good-night, uncle; I wish I was 

a great traveller like you.” 

“And I mean ¢o de a great traveller some day,” 

said Charlie, “and then, perhaps, I shall make dis- 

coveries, and bring home lots of new butterflies and 

beetles, more than Mr. Wallace did.” 

“Not much fear of that, Charlie,” said his uncle; 

“but your papa will put a stop to my stories if they 

encourage your roving propensities. You must be 

content with fancying you have had a week at 

the tropics while you have never stirred from your 

own fireside. And I can assure you that it will be 

very much more comfortable to sit at home and read 

ot hear of the wonders of tropical countries, than to 

go and see them for yourself.” 

 



  

CHAPTER II. 

Moonlight Walk in Jamaica—Fire-flies—Praying Mantis— 

Mosquitoes—Yams—The Southern Cross—A Lunar 

Rainbow—The Blue Mountain—A Cold Night—Stingless 

Bees —Brush-footed Spider—Wisdom of God—The 

you were in the West Indies?” 

asked Charlie the next evening. 

“J know you've been there, and its 

just the right place for fire-flies.” 

“Ves, Charlie, I have seen them, 

and very beautiful they are.” 

“TJ suppose they’re not a bit like 

common flies?” asked Alice. 

“They are not really flies, Alice, but beetles,” 

replied her brother, who had been getting up the 

subject from a book which he had found in his 

father’s library. “The Spaniards of South America 

call them cucuyos.” 

“ Oh, Charlie, you'll be as clever as uncle is, some 

day,” said Alice, much impressed. “But if you know 

all about fire-flies, you shall tell me when we are 

alone, and uncle can talk about something else now,” 
26 ; 
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“No, I want to hear about veal ones, that uncle 

has seen with his very own eyes. 

“Well, my boy, I saw a good many in Jamaica. I 

spent three weeks in that island with my old school- 

fellow Horace White. The second evening I spent 

at his house I shall never forget. The day had been 

intensely hot, and just as I was looking forward to 

a quiet night’s rest, Horace (he has the strength of 

Hercules, I believe) proposed a walk. Well, I ought 

to thank him for dragging me out. I would not have 

missed that walk for a great deal. The sky was.a 

deep, deep blue, such as you never see in England ; 

and the moon, far more beautiful than she appears to 

us, was pouring down a flood of light on forest and 

sea and mountain. There had been a storm on the 

previous day, and the drops of rain, still hanging 

from every twig, looked like diamonds in the moon- 

light. We walked through a glade surrounded by 

woods, and then diverged into a road cut through a 

forest, a gloomy place enough even by day. Strange 

noises filled the air, proceeding, doubtless, from the 

inhabitants of the forest, with whom I did not care 

to make closer acquaintance. I turned round to my 

friend and suggested that it,was getting near bedtime.” 

“Oh, uncle, how could you? I shouldn't have 

been afraid,” said Charlie, boldly. 

“Well, I’m glad I have such a brave fellow for my 

nephew; but I was tired that night, and not at all 

disposed for encounters with snakes, robbers, or any 

other enemies to mankind ; besides, I was a young 

traveller then,”



28 Stories of the Tropics. 

“Ah, that makes a difference, certainly,” said 
Charlie, graciously excusing his uncle’s weakness. 

“But my friend, who is very fond of insects, like 
you, Charlie, insisted on taking me to one particular 

dell, where, he said, owing to the darkness, we should 

see the fire-flies to the best advantage. So, on we 
went, and certainly I was rewarded for my trouble. 
We stood watching them a long time, flashing along 

  

FIRE-FLY, 

like meteors, now giving out their red and green 

lights, now hiding themselves in darkness, for I sup- 

pose you know, Charlie, that they can blaze out and 

become dull at pleasure.” 

“Can they really, uncle?” asked Alice, in a 

whisper, for she was much awed. She had been 

wondering whether, when Charlie grew up to be a 

man, he would insist on taking her to these dreadful 

forests in search of fire-flies. - 

“Did you catch any, uncle?” she continued, half
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hoping that her uncle might be able to satisfy Charlie 

by showing him a specimen. 

“Not that night, but one evening several came into 

the room where we were sitting, and then I had a 

good opportunity of observing them. There was no 

moon that night, and we put out the lights in order 

to see them the better. It would have been pitch 

dark if it were not for these wonderful insects. But 

they gave such a brilliant light at times I could have 

seen to read by it. I caught one, and the moment I 

touched it, it began gradually to give out its light till 

it quite dazzled me. I kept it under a glass, but 

it displayed very little light the next evening, even 

when I handled it.” 

“ Perhaps it was sulky, and did not like to be kept 

prisoner,” said Alice. 

“Poor thing, it was out of spirits, and missed its 

food and exercise, I suppose. I let it go, and hope it 

recovered itself when it joined its friends.” 

“What do they feed on, uncle?” asked Charlie. 

“T fancy they are fond of the sugar-cane, for on a 

calm night I have often seen them sport about like 

falling stars on the sugar plantations.” 

“Did you see any other curious insects in Jamaica, 

uncle?” asked Alice. 

“Yes, I saw a great number; there was a very 

interesting one called the Praying Mantis.” 

“What a funny name,” said Charlie. “Why do 

the people give it such a title?” 

“Because of a remarkable habit it has of sitting 

with its long flattened fore-legs held up and joined as"
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if in the attitude of prayer. There are some curious 
stories told about this insect. Some natives of the 

countries where the mantis is found, say that if a 

traveller has lost himself in a forest, and asks a 

mantis to show him the way, the kind little creature 

will lift up one of its arms and point in the right 

  

THE PRAYING MANTIS. 

direction. An old legend tells us that one of these 
insects being met by a celebrated Roman Catholic 
saint, and commanded to chant as well as to act 
a prayer, at once obeyed. Of course there is no 
truth in these stories, which have arisen on account 

of the strange habit of the mantis.”
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“You did not tell us why the mantis acts so 

curiously, uncle,” said Charlie. 

“Tt is because it feeds on flies and small insects of 

various kinds, which it seizes and pulls to pieces with 

its fore-legs, and it is while waiting for its prey that 

it assumes the strange attitude which gives it its 

name.” 

“Did you bring any of these funny insects home, 

uncle?” asked Alice. . 

“No, my dear, I am no collector of insects, though 

I like to notice their ways, but you may see plenty of 

specimens, no doubt, at the British Museum.” 

“Now, Ned, I think it is my turn,” broke in Mr. 

Stone, who had been a most patient listener; “ you 

have been discoursing all this time about insects to 

please Charlie, and if you can possibly turn your mind 

for a few minutes from this absorbing subject, perhaps 

you will give me a little idea how you spent your 

time in Jamaica, and what sort of place it is where 

our old friend Horace has settled down.” 

-“Tt is full ten years since I was there, you must 

remember. He had a pleasant house on the borders 

of Westmoreland.” 

“Westmoreland! that’s in England,” exclaimed 

both the children together. 

“Yes, but it is in Jamaica also,” replied their uncle, 

“or rather the people there, who like everything 

English, because they are English themselves, are fond 

of calling the places by our old English names, I 

had avery pleasant time of it. We spent the day 

something in this fashion. About six o’clock in the 

Cc  
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morning a negro servant would bring me a cup of 

coffee and a slice of toast, which I took in bed.” 

“ And how did you sleep? Were the mosquitoes 

troublesome ?” asked Mr. Stone ; “but I am trenching 

on a dangerous subject, for Charlie will want to know 

all about the manners and habits of mosquitoes.” 

“That is soon told; they are the most horrible 

pests in the world. It is impossible to sleep without 

having a thin net of muslin round the bed. It is 

quite a science to get into bed through the smallest 

possible opening in the net, and then carefully to 

close it up so that nothing can get through. I really 

believe that if one were to attempt to sleep in Jamaica 

without a mosquito curtain, he would be only fit for 

a lunatic asylum by morning. Well, I spent an hour 

and a half at least in dressing, and it was generally 

eight before I emerged from my room. Then Horace 

and I got our morning ride, in which we were 

generally accompanied by one or other of his girls. 

He has a kind, hospitable wife, and three charming 

daughters. At ten we sat down to breakfast, and 

a capital one it was—yams, potatoes, eggs, fruit, and 

tinned meats from England. The ladies do not 

go out between breakfast and dinner, the sun is too 

much for them, but I managed to get about on horse- 

back, for it is not so frightfully hot in the country, 

especially in the hills, as it is in the towns. At 

Kingston, and Spanish Town, too, the heat is some- 

thing fearful. I never endured such misery in my life 

as I did one day under the burning sun in Spanish 

Town.”
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“T have a question to ask, uncle, but I don't like 

to interrupt him,” said Alice to her brother, in what 

she intended to be a whisper, but her uncle’s quick 

ears caught the remark. 

“So have I,” replied her brother. 

“Well, now let me have your questions,” said their 

good-natured uncle. Then turning to Mr. Stone: 

“John, this is the children’s hour, you must remember, 

so they have a right to command me. Now, Alice?’ 
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“What are yams, uncle?” 

“ West Indian vegetables. The roots, or tubers, are 

eaten; they are oblong, and sometimes very large, 

brown outside and white inside. They are brought 

over to England and sold in the shops of London and 

Liverpool.” 

“ Which is the capital of Jamaica, uncle, Kingston 

or Spanish Town ?” asked Charlie.
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“ Kingston is the capital, my boy, and a miserable 

place it is; or at least it was when I was there. It is 

not lighted at night, and the streets are not paved. 

The governor lives at Spanish Town, and that is a 

pity. If the seat of government were at Kingston, 

perhaps the inhabitants would take a little more pride 

in their city. But I was describing how I generally 

spent my day. We dined at six, and dressing for 
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that meal always occupied full a hour. I used to do 

it in parts, and sit down between each act. Putting 

on one’s boots is a serious exertion over there, I can 

assure you; but the most pleasant part of the day is 

the evening, the stars are so beautiful in the tropical 

world”? | 

“Did you see the constellation of the Southern 

Cross?” asked Charlie. — 

“Yes, I saw it. I must confess I was a little dis-
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appointed in it; I expected something more striking. 
The stars are not very large, and it does not make a 
perfect cross; the star on one side scarcely corres- 

ponds with the opposite one; it is smaller in size 

than I thought; but the constellation must always 

be interesting, and I am glad to have seen it. I had 
another pleasure, too, in Jamaica, and that was seeing 

a lunar rainbow. It is sometimes seen in England, 

but I believe it is rather a rare sight even in Jamaica.” 

Alice looked puzzled, so her uncle kindly explained: 
“A lunar rainbow, my love, is a rainbow caused by 

the moonlight instead of the sunlight. You know 

that the beautiful coloured arch is the effect of light 
on the drops of rain.” 

“Ts a lunar rainbow as bright as a solar one?” 
asked Charlie. 
“The colours were not so clear and decided in the 

one I saw, probably they never are. Now I am going 
to tell you about an expedition I had up the Blue 

Mountain Peak in Jamaica, which I think you will 

like to hear ; and then we will go back to our insects 
again, my boy.” 

“ Hurrah!” shouted Charlie; and Alice, from 
sympathy with her brother’s pleasure, made a little 
extemporaneous dance round the room clapping her 
hands. At last she bethought herself that an inter- 
ruption like this to her uncle’s narrative was hardly 
proper, especially in a young lady seven years old; 
so, demurely seating herself on the rug at her uncle’s 
feet, and resting her head against his knee, she 

observed ; =
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“A frisk now and then does one good, you know, 

uncle; but I’m going to be quiet now, so tell us about 

the Blue Mountain.” 

“ Ah, that was a ‘frisk’ of mine, and a very foolish 

one too.” 

“Why did you go up, uncle?” asked Charlie; “and 
is it very high ?” 

“T went up because I was a blockhead, and my 

friend was as bad to take me, and sacrifice himself as 

he did, for I found he went entirely for my amuse- 

ment. The Peak is said to be 8,000 feet above the 

level of the sea. 

“Stop a minute, ae I must try and think how 

high that is,” said Charlie. “Eight thousand feet. 

There are three feet in a yard.” Charlie stopped and 

looked puzzled. His papa, uncle, and Alice were 

silently awaiting the result of his meditations. At 

length he got up. “I can’t do it without a pencil.” 

Away flew Alice, and, like a little fairy, produced 

pencil and paper in a moment. “ He'll do it, papa,” 

she whispered ; “ but, you know, we mustn’t interrupt 

him. 

“Vou will have to go with Charlie on his butterfly 

expeditions, Alice,” returned her father, “he could not 

do without you.” 
“ But, papa, we are not going. It is much nicer to 

sit here by the fire and pretend, for I feel I am in 

Jamaica all the time, and we are just ae up the 

Blue Mountain.” 
Charlie here announced that eight ee feet are 

nearly a mile and a half. “Just as far as to Hunt’s
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Cottage, Alice; but straight up, as straight as ever 
you can go,” pointing with his pencil up to the 
ceiling. 

“But the mountain does not go straight up, and 
you went a roundabout way, I dare say, uncle. What 
miles and miles you must have walked!” said Alice, 
compassionately. : 

“Indeed we did, and pretty footsore and weary we 
were when we got to the top, I assure you. We rode 
part of the way, however, as far as the house of a 
coffee-planter ; it is the highest inhabited house in 
the island. He is an hospitable fellow, and gave usa 
good breakfast ; but on parting from him we soon got 
into the clouds, and we never came out of them till 
we reached his dwelling again on our way homewards. 
It was nothing but mist, fog, clouds, and rain all the 
way. We saw absolutely nothing, 

“ Something like the Snowdon expedition, Ned.” 
“Yes, but this was infinitely worse. When you 

and I got to the top of Snowdon, there was a hut 
and a fire ready for us; but on the Blue Mountain 
there was nothing of the kind. We had made tre- 
mendous preparations for spending the night there, in 
order to see the sun rise next morning. Horace took 
six negroes, who carried on their heads a grand supply 
of eatables, besides wine, firewood, and warm clothing, 
When we got to the top, the first thing we did was to 
make a fire and set the negroes to work to build a 
hut ; but the fellows were thoroughly out of temper. 
I suppose the soaking they had had disagreed with 
them ; at any rate they were as sulky as bears, and
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as lazy as—as—that animal.” (Uncle Ned at a loss 
for a comparison, had looked round the room, and his 
eye rested on Jasper, the fat old Pomeranian dog, who 
was quietly sleeping by the fire. He poked him with 

his foot to give force to his remark). 

“Uncle!” exclaimed Alice, indignantly, “how can 

you?” and she smothered the old dog with kisses. 
“Well,” resumed her uncle, we couldn’t get these 

wretched negroes to work at all without constant 

supplies of rum, and when that got into their heads 

they became quarrelsome. I half wished we had left 

them at the bottom of the mountain, but we should 

have been worse off without them, for we were sorely 

in want of shelter, food, and clothing. We tried to 

eat a good supper—dried our clothes, smoked our 

pipes, and made the best of it, but it was hard work 

to be cheerful under the circumstances, cold, wet, and 

tired out as we were.” 

“Cold, uncle, in the tropics ?” 

“Yes, it was cold enough up there—the cold kept 

us awake all night, though we put on all the clothes 

and covering we had got.” 

“What in the world have you told us this dismal 

story for, Ned?” asked Mr. Stone; “I hope the 

weather cleared, and you were rewarded by a good 
sunrise in the morning.” 

“Sunrise! I shall never go up a hill to see the sun 
rise again. I have seen nothing but mist from that or 

any other mountain. I tell this tale to warn this rash 
boy of yours against such excursions. We shall have 

Charlie going up all the mountains in his reach before
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long, so it’s as ‘well he should know beforehand what 
he may expect for his pains.” 

“Was it any better coming down, uncle?” asked 
Alice. 

“Tt was only better in this respect, that every step 

out of a difficulty is preferable to stepping farther and 

farther into it,” replied her uncle. 

_ “Geography is much more amusing since you came, 

uncle, you make it all real; but I used to think it a 
stupid lesson. Now I quite want to get my maps 
and find Kingston, and Spanish Town, and the Blue 

Mountain Peak, because we’ve been there—haven’t 

we, Charlie?” 

Charlie was not disposed to assent to this, perhaps 

his imagination was less active than his sister's. 
“TI mean to go, really,” he answered ; “it may be 

very well for you to play about it, but it’s serious to 
me.” 

“Now, children, it is getting towards bedtime, and 

if you want to hear more about the insects, I must 
begin at once. There isa much greater variety, and 

they are far more beautiful in the Moluccas than in 
the West. Indies ; but it is too long a journey to take 

_te-night, so I shall confine myself to some wonderful 

- bees, and a curious spider that I saw in Jamaica.” 

“And you will tell us more about insects to- 
morrow ?” asked Charlie, eagerly. 

“T am really afraid there will not be time, I have so 
many other things to tell. You ought to hear about 
the snakes and the grand old forests, and the grass 
that grows higher than many of our English trees,”
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“ Oh, how splendid ! snakes are as good as insects, 

aren't they, Alice?” 

“T wish you were going to stay here always, uncle. 

Couldn’t you live here ?” suggested Alice. 

“I am afraid not, little woman; but now let me tell 

about the bees. My friend Mr. White showed me a 

hive in the hollow of an old tree, and as he stood 

watching them, two or three settled on his coat. I 

was astonished to see him handle them without any 

fear. Unwilling to be on the same intimate terms 

with them, I stepped back a few paces. Presently 

to my great amazement, Mr. White, in the coolest 

manner, took up portions of the cells where the young 

ones where deposited—the nurseries in fact. Of 

course the old nurses were very indignant, and 

clustered on his hand in great excitement. ‘You 

deserve to be well stung for your audacity,’ I said, 

for I was really angry. ‘Yes, I do,’ he answered, 

quietly, ‘but these bees have no sting. They are a 

peculiar kind, and I doubt if there is another hive 

like this in the island. I am told, however, that they 

are less uncommon in the East.’” 

“ But, uncle,” said Charlie, “bees work in the dark. 

How could Mr. White get at the hive? I should 

have thought they would have made it low down in 

the hole.” 
“So they did; but a great part of the tree was 

cut away, and the cutting just displayed the upper- 

most of the brood cells. The honey was stored away 

at the bottom of the hive. 

“Before we say good-bye to Jamaica, I must tell
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you of a splendid spider I saw there ; it was an inch 

and a half long without its legs, and those, if spread 

out, would have covered a dessert plate. Its body is 

very beautiful ; it is covered with round white spots, 

each of which is surrounded by a black border, and 

you may imagine how pretty these spots look on a 

rich green ground. It has very curious legs, a bunch 

of black hair is set round the extremity of the first 

and second joints like the bristles of a brush. For 

this reason it is called, I believe, the Brush-footed 

Spider. Its web is more wonderful than itself. 

Some of the threads are twelve feet long, and nearly 

as thick as sewing silk; they are yellow in colour, 

and very strong.” 

“J wish, uncle, there were as many beautiful in- 

sects here as there are in the tropics,” said Alice, 

drawing a deep breath. 
“T am very glad you cannot have your wish, 

Alice ; we should all be starved if you did.” 

“ Starved !” exclaimed Alice, and opened her eyes 

in wonder. Charlie thought a minute, and then cried, 

“T see it! Of course they couldn’t live without food, 

and there are plenty of trees and vegetables for them 

over there; it would never do for them to come here 

and eat all ours.” 
“But still we need not starve,” said Alice; “we 

could eat mutton, and chickens, and eggs, and—” 

“But, Alice, what would the poor sheep and fowls 

live on?” asked her father. “It is a very good thing 

for us we cannot always have our wishes, they would 

often do us serious harm.”



46 Stories of the Troptes. 
  

“That’s true, Alice,’ said her uncle, carnestly. 

“It was many years before I found it out, but I 

know it now. You may forget all else I have told 

you, but remember this, God knows what is best for 

us, and God loves us.” 

“ But I knew that before, uncle,” said Alice. 

“We think we know it, my dear, till trouble 

comes ”——and as her uncle spoke he took her affec- 

tionately on his knee—“ but it takes a lifetime to 

learn that lesson thoroughly. One of the great 

pleasures in studying natural history is that it shows 

us so much of God’s wonderful wisdom and love. 
Every creature He has made is exactly fitted for its 

own particular life, and has just the faculties it wants 

to make it happy and useful. Its body is suited in 

every respect to the place which it inhabits, and a 

tropical bird or butterfly could no more live in an 

English climate than you or I could live in Venus or 

Mars.” 

“ But tropical plants are brought over to England,” 
said Charlie. 

“Yes, they can do us no harm, so they are per- 
mitted to live an unnatural, half-starved life in 

greenhouses. But if it were in our power to bring 
tropical insects over too, and keep them alive, there 
would, perhaps, be men foolish enough to do it, and 
we should soon have a famine in the land.” 

“ Are insects of any real use, uncle?” asked Alice. 
“Yes, my dear, indeed they are. I suppose if 

there were no insects there would soon be an end 
of all life on this planet.”
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“How wonderful, uncle! but do tell us their 

“TI should like you to find some out for yourself. 

harlie will help you, and you can tell me to-morrow 

vening, I met with a curious story to-day of an 

nsect that saved the life of a naturalist. I will read 

t to you, and then I have done for to-night. It is 

n Figuier’s ‘Insect World.’ You will find the book 
n that table, Charlie.” 

Charlie gave his uncle the book, and he read as 
ollows, making comments as he went on :—Latreille 

that is the name of the French naturalist) was de- 
ained atthe prison of the Grand Séminaire. In 
he same chamber which he occupied there was, at 

the time, an old sick bishop whose wounds a surgeon 
ame each morning to dress. One day, as the 

surgeon was dressing the bishop’s wounds, an insect, 
came out of a crack in the boards. Latreille seized 

immediately, examined it, stuck it on a cork with 
pin, and seemed enchanted at what he had found. 
“Ts it a rare insect, then?” said the surgeon. 
“Yes,” replied Latreille. 

'“In that case you should give it to me,” said the 

“Why?” 
“Because I have a friend who has a fine collection 

of insects, and he would be very pleased with it.” - 
“Very well,” said Latreille, “take him this insect, 

tell him pee you came by it, and pee him to tell me 
its name.” 

The surgeon went quickly to his friend’s house. 
D



50 Stories of the Tropics. 
  

This friend was Bory de Saint Vincent, a naturalist 

who became celebrated afterwards, but who was very 

young at that time. He already occupied himself 

much with the natural sciences, and in particular 

with the classification of insects. The surgeon de- 

livered the insect to him, but in spite of all his 

researches he was unable to discover to what order 

it belonged. 
Next day the surgeon, having seen Latreille again 

in his prison, confessed to him that in his friend’s 

opinion this coleopteron (that means deet/e) had never 

been described. 

Latreille knew by this answer that Bory de Saint 

Vincent was an adept about insects. 

As they gave the prisoner neither pen nor paper, 

he said to his messenger, “I can see plainly that M. 

Bory de Saint Vincent must know my name. You 

tell him that I am the Abbé Latreille, and that I am 

going to die at Guyana before having published my 

book.” 

Bory, on receiving this piece of news, took active 

steps, and obtained leave for Latreille to come out 

of his prison as a convalescent, his uncle and his 

father being bail for him, and pledging themselves 

formally to deliver up the prisoner the moment they 

were summoned to do so by the authorities. The 

vessel which was to have conducted Latreille to exile, 

or rather to death, was getting ready whilst these 

steps were being taken. This was quite providential, 

for it foundered at sea, all the prisoners perished, and 

the sailors alone were able to save themselves, A
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little time afterwards his friends managed to have his 

name. scratched cut from the list of exiles. 

“So you see this little insect—it was a tiny beetle, 

probably not bigger than a pin’s head—saved the 
life of Latreille.” 

“TI don’t like that story so well as yours, uncle,” 
said Alice. “There are so many hard words in it, 
and those French people have such funny, long 
names, that I can’t remember them.” 

But the story had very much interested Charlie, 
who borrowed the book and slept with it under his 
pillow, so that he might commence reading as soon 
as he awoke in the morning, 
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HERE'S a beautiful account of 

fire-flies in that book, uncle,” 

said Charlie, the next evening ; “you 

did not tell us half!” 

“T only told you what I saw, my 

boy,” replied his uncle; “I have not 

read the book; I bought it yesterday, 

and was looking through it, when my 

/ attention was caught by the anecdote I 

read to you. But I shall be glad to hear what you 

have to tell about the fire-flies.” 

“Well, uncle, it says that, in some countries, people 

who have to travel by night and go through dark 

forests take the fire-flies and fasten them to their 

feet to light them, and to drive away the serpents ; 

isn’t that a grand idea?” 
52
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“I am sorry you have read that, Charlie,” said 

Alice; “it will make you want to go to those ugly 

forests more than ever.” 

“Well, then there’s another thing, uncle,” con- 

tinued Charlie, not heeding his little sister's anxious 

face and pleading tones. “What do you think the 

Mexican ladies do? Now just guess. They dress 
themselves up with fire-flies, they do indeed! make 
little net bags and stick them about their gowns 
when they go to balls, instead of rubies and emeralds. 

Must not they look grand? And they put them in 
their hair too. They stick pins under the thorax, 
and fasten them in that way; it sounds awfully cruel, 

but the book says it does not hurt them. Now what 
do you think of that? Isn’t it just like women?” __ 

Uncle Ned could not help laughing; but Alice, 
who had great faith in her mother’s judgment, looked 
very grave indeed. 

“Never mind, Alice, he will know better some day,” 
said her uncle; “men are poor creatures at best 
without women to help them; and even now I don’t 
know what Charlie would do without you, Alice.” 

“No, indeed,” said Charlie, warmly; “but then 
you know Alice is—is—” 

“She is your sister, and that distinguishes her 
above all others of her sex—raises her, in fact, 
doesn’t it, Charlie?” 

“Uncle, we have thought of some uses of insects,” 
said Charlie, giving a turn to the conversation. 
“ Alice found out one, and then I found out one. 
Tell yours, Alice.”
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“They make food for birds, don’t they, uncle?” 

“Yes, indeed they do; if we had no insects we 

should soon lose our birds, and that I am sure you 

would not like,” replied her uncle. ‘“ Swallows live 

on them entirely; I dare say you have noticed them 

on the wing pursuing their prey. When the atmo- 

sphere is clear and the insects are high the swallows 
soar upwards; but when the air is damp and the 

insects are low, the swallows just skim the surface of 
the earth and water, so one may judge a little of the 

weather by the way the swallows fly. Thrushes, 
blackbirds, sparrows, and indeed all kinds of birds, 

_live chiefly on insects in the spring.” 
“T know why you say spring, uncle,” said Alice, 

“because the birds qw2// come and peck our cherries 

and peaches and gooseberries when they are ripe. I 
believe they like fruit best, after all.” 

“J don’t know about that, Alice, but I think they 

deserve a little fruit, for we should get none ourselves 

if it were not for their exertions.” 

“ How is that, uncle?” asked Alice. 

“Why, my child, there would be such hosts of 
insects, if we had no birds, that our gardens would 

be quite spoiled, every vegetable and fruit-tree would 

be eaten.” 
“Tt seems, uncle, as if everything was just right, 

doesn’t it?” said the little girl. 

“Yes, indeed it is; God has made the world in 

such wonderful order and with such perfect wisdom 

that I daresay every single insect has its proper work 

to do, and contributes in some way or other to our
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happiness ; of course, we do not always know how 
they do this, but we are very ignorant, Alice, you and 
I, we know next to nothing.” 

Alice looked at her uncle, and her eyes opened 
very wide indeed. 

“Oh, uncle, you are not ignorant,’ she said at 
length; “you seem to know everything.” 

“T am beginning to know one thing, Alice, and 
that is that God’s wisdom is so great, and His love 
so perfect, that where we cannot understand we must 
always trust Him. You remember what Jesus Christ 
says about God’s care for the sparrows—that not one 
of them falls to the ground without Him; and then 
He went on to say that we, who are His children, 
are of more value than many sparrows. God so 
loves us that he not only feeds us and keeps us safe 
from harm, but He sent His dear Son to die for us, 
so that we may trust Him in all things. ‘He that 
spared not His own Son, but gave Him up to die for 
us all, how shall He not with Him also freely give us 
all things?’ We must learn to believe in Him at all 
times, and to trust Him in all things.” 
“We must trust about the wasps, I suppose, uncle,” 

said little Alice, simply, “for I don’t think even you 
can tell me of what use they are.” She had lately 
been badly stung by a wasp, and remembered the 
pain it gave her. 

“T suspect we should be terribly annoyed with 
the flies if there were no wasps,” said her uncle. “J 
have heard that the butchers in France are glad 
enough of the wasps to drive the flies, off their meat,
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But now, Charlie, what was your thought about the 

uses of insects? Alice says they are food for birds, 

and I will add they are food for fish too, for the 

water as well as the air is filled with them.” 

“And you have just found out another use too, 

uncle,” said Charlie ; “that they destroy other insects 

that would plague us. Now I think you will say 

mine is a capital use, keeping the air pure for us, 

because if we had no burying beetles and ants and 

such things to put all the nuisances out of sight, I 

suppose we should have the plague or something.” 

_ “Certainly we should, my boy ; we should come to 

a speedy end altogether. Well, there are other uses, 

which of course you know. Bees give honey and 

wax, silkworms spin silk for us, and some insects, as 

the cochineal, are useful for dyes ; but these uses are 

very small compared with those we have been speak- 

ing of.” 
Alice’s face looked very serious, as if she were 

considering some important matter. At length she 

said, “It seems dreadful, uncle, that the insects and 

creatures are all preying on each other.” 

Yes, my dear, that is one of the things about 

which we must ¢rwst. But we may see much mercy 

even in that, if we think about it a little.” 

“Why, uncle, how can that be?” exclaimed both 

the children. 

“It was a great puzzle to me once,” continued 

their uncle; “but when .we consider that in this 

world there is death as well as life, and pain as well 

as happiness, that ‘the whole creation groaneth and
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travaileth,’ as St. Paul expresses it, we cease to look 
for unmixed enjoyment even in the animal world. 

And probably they suffer much less than we suppose. 

I imagine they do not know what /ear is, the nervous 

fear which we feel, and their death is often instan- 

taneous, so that I believe they have far more enjoy- 

ment than they would have by any other arrange- 
ment.” 

“Then you think they like being eaten, uncle?” 
asked Alice, with a sly look at her papa. 

“Well, I believe a fly that is eaten by a wasp has 
a happier time of it than one that lives on into the 
autumn months to get blind, and decrepit, and old.” 

“Uncle, I wonder how you'd like some great giant 
to come and eat you,” said Alice, rather indignantly ; 
but Charlie, who was much interested in his uncle’s 
theory, stopped her in his brotherly, abrupt fashion. 

“Hush, Alice, don’t be silly; it’s not the same 
thing at all. Insects don’t feel as we do.” 

“To see a cat worrying a mouse is the most 
puzzling thing to me,” said Mr. Stone. 

“Tt looks cruel, but I dare say the mouse is happy 
» all the time,” observed Uncle Ned, with the greatest 
composure, 

Of course he was immediately called on to givea 
reason for this very remarkable statement. 

“If you will fetch Mr. Wood’s book from the 
library, Charlie,” he said—“that big book about 
animals, on the lowest shelf near the window—I will 
read you what he says about it.” 

“What a dear, wise uncle you are,” said Alice,
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coaxingly, when Charlie was gone for the book; 

“you find some good reason for everything ; and 1 

believe you'll make me want to be a mouse in a 

minute or two.” So saying, she skipped away to get 

her uncle’s spectacles from a side-table, for the child 

had a wonderful faculty of finding out and supplying 

the wants of others, which had earned her the name 

of the little fairy. 

Then her uncle read :-— 

“By some merciful and most marvellous provision, 

the mode of whose working is at present hidden, the 

sense of pain is driven out from the victim as soon 

as it is seized or struck by its destroyer. The first 

person who seems to have taken this view of the 

case was Livingstone, the well-known traveller, who 

learned the lesson by personal experience. After 

describing an attack made upon him by a lion, he 

proceeds :— 

‘Starting and looking half round, I saw the lion 

just in the act of springing on me. I was upon a 

little height ; he caught my shoulder as he sprang, 

and we both came down to the ground below together. 

Growling horribly close to my ear, he shook me as a 

terrier dog does arat. The shock produced a stupor 

similar to that which seems to be felt by a mouse 

after the first shake of the cat. It causes a sort 

of dreaminess, 2 which there was no sense of pain 

or feeling of terror, though I was quite conscious of 

all that was happening. It was like what patients 

partially under the influence of chloroform describe, 

who see all the operation, but feel not the knife.
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This singular condition was not the result of any 

mental process. The shake annihilated fear, and 
allowed no sense of horror in looking at the beast. 
This peculiar state is probably produced in all 
animals killed by the carnivora; and, if so, is a 
merciful provision by our benevolent Creator for 

lessening the pain of death,’ 

This fearful experience is, although most valuable, 
not a solitary one, and is made more valuable by that 
very fact. I am acquainted with a similar story by 
an officer of the Indian army, a German nobleman by 
birth, who, while in Bengal, was seized and carried 

away by atiger. He described the whole scene in 
much the same language as that of Livingstone, 
saying that, as far as the bodily senses were con- 

cerned, the chief sensation was that of a pleasant 

drowsiness, rather admixed with curiosity as to the 
manner in which the brute was going to eat him. 
Only by his reasoning powers, which remained un- 
shaken, could he feel that his position was one of 
almost helpless danger, and that he ought to attempt 
escape. Perhaps in so sudden and overwhelming a 
shock, the mind may be startled for a time from its 
hold upon the nerves, and be, so to speak, not at 
home to receive any impression from the nervous 
system. Many men have fallen into the jaws of these 
fearful beasts, but very few have survived to tell their 
tale.” * 

“There, now that I have two such men as Living- 
stone and Mr. Wood on my side, I hope you will not 

* Wood's Natural Listory—Mammalia,
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think my theory altogether a fancy ; Iam convinced 

of its truth myself.” 
But Charlie’s whole mind was taken up with Dr. 

Livingstone’s wonderful adventure. 

“How did Livingstone get away, uncle?” asked 
he. 

“Mr. Wood says nothing about that,” replied his 

uncle, “but I have read the story in Livingstone’s 

own work, and, if I remember rightly the lion left 

him to attack another man whom he saw at a little 
distance trying to shoot him. He bit this man in the 
leg, but happily the bullets which had been fired at 
the lion took effect before he had killed anybody.” 

This story reminded Charlie that his uncle could 
tell of escapes and adventures from his own personal 
experience. 

“Oh, uncle,” he cried, “papa told us once that 

when you were in Ceylon you slept all night with a 
great serpent in your bed, and you didn’t find it out 
till morning. Do tell us about it.” 

“Tt’s quite true, Charlie; I have had more than 

one narrow escape from a serpent. I lay with a 

cobra under my pillow all one night without knowing 

it, though several times I fancied I felt something 
move. In the morning, to my horror, when I re- 

moved the pillow, I saw the creature’s green, glitter- 
ing eyes staring at me. Fortunately, I had lain still; 

if I had been restless my bed-fellow would soon have 
darted at my throat.” 

“Would he have killed you, uncle?” asked Alice 
breathlessly.



  

Escape from a Cobra. 63 
  

“Yes, indeed ; I should never have recovered from 

a wound such as he could inflict, for cobras have the 

most terrible poison fangs. Happily they are of a 

sluggish disposition, and are not easily roused.” 

  
THE COBRA, 

“T suppose you killed him, uncle?” said Charlie 
much excited. 

“T did, indeed. I got my chopping-knife and 
gave him first a knock on the head, then I chopped
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him across the back. But I was on guard the next 

night, I assure you.” . 
“ And did you find another?” 

“Not under my pillow, but I carefully looked all 

round the house as well as inside, for they say if one 

is destroyed its companion is sure to be at hand to 

avenge its death ; and I ad find another close to the 

house, and put an end to him.” 

“Charlie, I Zope you will never go to Ceylon,” said 

Alice, earnestly. 

“The Indians tame these cobras,’ continued her 

uncle, “and have no fear of them. They carry the 

snakes about in a basket, and when the performance 

commences they open the lid, and out creeps the 

snake. Then the man, who is called a snake 

charmer, sings a kind of monotonous song, or plays 

on a little instrument like a flute, which he carries 

about with him, and the snake begins to move its 

body in the most graceful manner, as if it were danc- 

ing. It has a peculiar neck, which is the same size 

as the head when at rest; but when excited or 

irritated the neck swells, and it raises the fore part of 

its body in a pretty, undulating manner.” 

“Don’t use such long words, uncle, please,” said 

Alice. 

“T hardly know a shorter word to express my 

meaning, dear. Undulating means up and down, this 

way,’ and her uncle moved his hand’ to imitate the 

motion of waves. 

“T have read of a gentleman,” he continued, “who 

allowed an Indian to exhibit a snake of this kind to
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Adventure with a Python. 67 

  

him while he painted it. The Indian handled it 

without the smallest fear, and the gentleman sup- 

posed that its poison fangs had been extracted. So 

he took hold of it himself to examine more closely 

the beauty of its spots. He heard afterwards, how- 

ever, that the very snake he had been handling killed 

a young woman only the next day.” 

“Oh, uncle, how horrible!” éxclaimed Alice, “I 

wonder it did not bite him. But do tell us about 

your other adventure.” 

' “My other escape was from a python, an immense 

creature that has no poison fangs, but can twist itself 

round the body of a man and crush-it. One of these 

monsters I once saw coiled round the posts of the 

verandah where I had been taking an afternoon 

nap.” 

“ How did you kill him, uncle ?” asked Charlie. 
“Twas obliged to get help for that. One of my 

men made a strong noose with a rope, and poked at 

the python with a long pole. Then he managed to 
get the noose round his body, and dragged him down. 

Having done this, he cleverly caught hold of his tail, 

dashed his head against a tree, and finished him up 
with a hatchet.” 

“What a clever fellow!” said Charlie, admiringly. 
“How long was the snake?” 

“About ten or eleven feet. My man luckily had 
been a good deal in snake countries, and was used to 
them.” 

“Eleven feet! Why that creature must have been 

as big as you and papa together, if papa were stand-



68 Stories of the Tropics. 

ing on your head, uncle. Only think of that, Alice ?” 

exclaimed Charlie, delighted. 

“ There is another snake of the same species as the 
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It is called the Boa Constrictor, because it python. 
kills its prey, as the python does, by pressure or con- 

This reptile is found in the tropical parts striction.
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of America, and has been known, it is said, to attain 

the length of thirty feet. Its skin is very beautifully 

marked with a number of large black and pale white 
spots. The ancient inhabitants of Mexico worshipped 
the boa, and called it ‘king’ and ‘emperor,’ and be- 

cause of its terrible size and nature, regarded it as 
divine.” 

“Are all snakes poisonous?” asked Alice. “I 
mean all except pythons; they crush people, and 
that is quite as bad.” 

“I hope they don’t often crush people, my child, 
but they have been known to kill even buffaloes 
sometimes, they are so fearfully strong. The one I 
saw was quite a small one, they are often double the 
size. But many snakes are not poisonous at all; in 
fact, most of them are perfectly harmless.” 

“JT wish snakes had as many enemies as the poor 
termites,” said Alice. 

_ “They have enemies, I assure you,” replied her 
uncle. ‘The secretary bird is one of them. I had 
the good fortune once to see a contest between this 
bird and a snake—not a python, Alice—for the 
secretary himself is only about three feet long. I 
was not very near, but fortunately I had an opera 
glass with me, which assisted my sight and brought 
the whole scene before me. It was in South Africa. 
I had taken out my glass to look at some object, 
and my attention was arrested by the extraordinary 
movements of a bird, which I recognized as the secre- 
tary. Knowing his habits, I guessed that a snake 
was within his reach, and I soon found my conjecture
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was correct. The bird was making a scries of the 

most extraordinary hops to prevent his enemy's 

escape. Every time the snake tried to get back to 

its hole, the bird made a movement in the same 

direction to cut off its retreat. At length the poor 

snake, finding it could not get away, prepared to 

make a spring on its tormentor. It half raised itself, 

and with swelling head and glittering eyes hissed 

fearfully.” 

      z ON ged CGT 

THE SECRETARY BIRD. 

“Uncle, if you were so far away, you couldn’t hear 

it,” said Charlie. 

“No, but it is the custom of serpents to hiss when 

they are angry, so don’t interrupt my narrative, sir. 

Well, the bird protected himself with one wing, and 

struck at the snake with the other, till at last it was 

quite stunned and exhausted. Then Mr. Secretary 

gave it a powerful blow with his beak, split its head 

asunder, and swallowed the creature before I put 

down my eye-glass.”
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“Oh, uncle, I wish I had been there,” said Charlie, 

“those secretaries must have pretty strong wings.” 

“Yes, and the wings are furnished with horny 

protuberances like little clubs, with which the bird 

beats his enemies.” 

“Why is he called the secretary bird, uncle?” 
asked Alice. 

“The tufts of feathers at the back of his head have 
given rise to his name. They have been thought to 

  

THE ICHNEUMON, 

resemble pens behind his ear, but he is more of a 
warrior than a scholar.” 

s Yes, Iam sure he is a brave warrior; I like him 
for killing those horrid snakes,” said Alice. : 

“The snakes have more formidable enemies still ; 
the adjutant and the ichneumon. The adjutant is 
a very large bird, about six feet high, and the 
ichneumon is an animal rather like an immense rat. 
It leaps on the serpent’s back, and kills him by 
fastening its sharp teeth in his head.”
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“T have been thinking snakes could not possibly 

be of any use,” said Alice, “ but I suppose they make 

food for these creatures.” 

“Yes, and they do good service in their lives also,” 

said her uncle. “What do you think of people 

keeping snakes in their houses, and making pets of 

them ?” 

“Do they now, veally, uncle?” said Alice. 

“T have heard of such things; in fact, I have seex 

rat-snakes kept as pets in Ceylon. These snakes, 

however, are perfectly harmless. But what do you 

think of a cobra, that poisonous creature, being kept 

as a protector, instead of a dog?” 

“Oh, uncle, I can hardly believe it,” said Alice. 

“Tt does seem hard to believe, indeed, but the 

fact rests on good authority. It is said that when 

domesticated they glide about the house, doing no 

harm to the inmates, and frightening away thieves. 

The snakes are really very useful in destroying 

vermin, and the rat-snake has acquired its name 

from its dexterity in catching rats.” 

“Well, uncle, I think I will never say anything is 

useless again,” said Alice. “If snakes are some good 

in the world, I shall have hopes of everybody.” Her 

uncle laughed, but applauded his little niece’s wise 

resolution. 

“Uncle, you spoke of the adjutant just now,” said 
Charlie, “is it not a kind of stork 2” 

“Yes, my boy, it is; I have read an amusing story 

of an adjutant somewhere, which I will tell you. It 

was a tame bird belonging to a chief in some tropical
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island. It used always to present itself at dinncr- 
time, and take its place behind its master’s chair. 
The servants used to watch it, and beat it off if it 

  

  
TUE ADJUTANT, 

tricd to help itself to the delicacies on the table; 
‘but one day it snatched a fowl, and swallowed it in 
amoment. It used to fly about the island and roost 
among the silk-cotton trees, and from thence it would
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watch when the dinner was being carried across the 

court, and get home in time to join its master at 

table.” 
“ Oh, uncle, how could it swallow the fowl whole ?” 

asked Alice. “What a wonderful bird it must be!” 

“Tt is an immense bird, my dear. It is nearly as 

tall as-I am, and it thinks nothing of swallowing a 

cat or a fox whole.” 
Alice, who was very fond of cats, thought this 

much more unpardonable than helping itself to the 

chicken at table. “I wonder the cat does not stick 

in its throat. I wish it would next time,” said she. 

“How did the chief manage to tame it?” asked 

Charlie. 

“T believe they are not at all difficult to tame,’ 

replied his uncle; “they: soon become very sociable.” 

“Tf it has a long neck like a stork,” resumed Alice, 

who could not forget its cruelty to her pets, “I 

should think the cat wozfd stick in its throat some 

day.” 

“But it has a short neck, my dear. It is like the 

stork in its long bill and long legs, and I believe 

it belongs to the same family—the herons.” 

“Uncle, that’s a good plan,’ said Alice, “to give 

them all a sort of surname to make us remember 

them better.” 

“Well, the cranes, herons, bitterns, spoonbills, and 

storks, are all classed by naturalists under the Latin 

name Ardea, meaning, ‘of the heron kind’; and the 

adjutant is a sort of fourth cousin, I suppose. I hope 

they are proud of their tall relative.”
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“I’m sure I shouldn’t be proud of him if he does 

such cruel things,” said Alice. 

“Uncle, is it true that some snakes have two 

heads?” asked Charlie. “I am sure I have heard 

of a two-headed snake.” 

“No, it is only that the tail bears a fancied re- 

semblance to a head; the name is a misleading one. 

I see, Charlie, you want to bring me back to the 

snakes, but I think we have had enough for to-night, 

we shall have little Alice dreaming about them. Let 

us talk about the little harmless lizards which are so 

pretty and playful; I shall have a great deal to tell 

you about them.” 5 

“T am afraid you must reserve it till to-morrow, 

then, Ned,” said Mr. Stone. “Alice looks tired and 

ready for bed ; she is quite pale to-night.” 

“The truth is, my cat story was an injudicious one. 

Let me tell her another to put it out of her head, 

and she will sleep all the better.” 

“Well, uncle,” said Charlie, “don’t begin the 
lizards to-night, because you must not hurry over 

them. I know they will want nearly a whole even- 

ing to themselves, with frogs and toads, and such 
like.” 

“So they will, Charlie. What must my story be, 
then?” and Uncle Ned threw back his head and 
closed his eyes in thought. 

“Tell us something about the black people, uncle 

—the negroes in Jamaica,” suggested Charlie. 

“Happy thought!” responded his uncle. “I can 

. tell you an anecdote I read in Trollope’s book which
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I can quite believe from my own observation of their 
love of dress. Mr. Anthony Trollope has been to 

Jamaica and has written a book about his travels in 
the West Indies. He says that one Sunday he was 
riding to church with a friend, when he noticed a 
negro girl walking either to or from church. She 
was dressed in white from head to foot, and looked 

very grand indeed. Her gloves, parasol, hat, lace, 
and bugles, were all white, and she walked with 

great dignity. Behind her walked an attendant, 

carrying her prayer-book on her head. ‘ Who is that 

princess?’ asked Mr. Trollope of his friend. ‘They 
are two girls who work in my mill, answered the 

gentleman ; ‘they are sisters, and take it in turns to 

act the fine lady on Sunday. Next Sunday they 

will change places, and your princess will walk be- 
hind in common clothes with the prayer-book, while 

her sister will be attired in white, and step with 

queenly dignity, enjoying a delightful sense of her 

own grandeur and importance.” 
Alice laughed very much at this anecdote, and said 

she should like to hear more about the black people 
some day. Then she went off to bed, and had a 

‘confused dream of the black princess walking alone 

with a cat on her head, and being swallowed alive 

by a “great big stork,’ as she told her uncle the 
next day. 

site



  

CHAPTER IV. 

Indian Rice Fields— The Rice Bird—Sago—Tapioca—Indian 

Corn—Mahogany—Cotton—Pepper and Nutmeg. 

wi WE children had nearly done 
their dinner the next day when 

Uncle Ned came in from a 

walk. The table-cloth was not 

removed, and Alice was finishing 

her rice pudding, while Charlie’s 

face wore a look of thoughtful 

consideration. 

“T say, Alice,” he began, with 

the air of one who has made a 

grand discovery, “I can see five 

things on this very table that have come from the 
tropics!” oe 

Alice gave an admiring look at her brother. 

“Five, Charlie! There’s the pepper; that’s hot 

enough for anything. But what else? You mustn’t 
count mustard, you know, for we grow that in our 

own gardens, with our names on it.” 

“You should say we form our names with the 

mustard seed ; our names don’t grow ov it,” corrected . 

her brother. “But J am not counting the mustard. 
79 
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Where does your rice pudding come from ?—and my 

sago?—and the sugar? I vote we get uncle to tell 

us how they all look as they are growing.” 

“ But, Charlie, you have only said four things now 

— pepper, sugar, rice, and sago; what can the other 

be?” 
“Why, the table-cloth, to be sure!” answered 

Charlie, triumphantly ; “isn’t that made of cotton ?” 

“T am afraid not, Charlie,” said his uncle; “it 

looks more like linen, I think, and that, you know, we 

get from flax, which we grow at home. But Alice’s 

frock will do as well, though it is not on the table; 

and if the table-cloth does not come from the tropics, 

you have the comfort of knowing that it rests on a 

tropical tree.” 

“Oh, the mahogany tree!” exclaimed Charlie. 

“Do tell us all about it.” 

“Which shall I begin with?” 

“The rice pudding, please, uncle; because it will 

soon be gone, and I want to look at it while you are 

talking,” said little Alice. 

“ By way of assisting the imagination?” asked her 

uncle. 
“To make your story a real one, Ned,” said her 

papa, who was looking on with an amused expression. 

“Yes, I believe you all take me to be a romancer 

instead of a steady, common-place, matter-of-fact old 

proser as I am.” 

“You are not old, at any rate, uncle,” said Alice ; 

“Tam sure you are not twenty-two yet.” 

This assertion made every one laugh, for her uncle



Indian Rice-frelits. 81 
rl eh eR 

was at least fifty; but children’s ideas on the subject 

of age are somewhat vague. 

“Well, my child, I will begin, and tell you about 

the rice fields which I saw in India.” 

“Not the West Indies, you know, Alice,” explained 

Charlie. “India isin Asia; it is only another name 

for Hindostan.” 

“Oh, uncle, you have been nearly all over the 

world,” said Alice. 

“Not quite, my love; but don’t interrupt me, or 

we shall never get through our five subjects.” 
“And a lot more I’ve got in my mind,” said 

Charlie, half to himself. “ Now, Alice, be quiet.” 
“The rice-fields I saw in India,’ continued Uncle 

Ned, “lie very low, and are supplied by nature with 

abundance of water, being situated in marshy ground. 

In one part of the year, during the heavy rains, a 

rice-field will appear a per- 

fect swamp; you could see 

nothing but mud, through 

which buffaloes are perhaps 

wading, or herons stalking. 

But three or four months 

later on you see a waving 
cornfield, looking very much 

like our barley. ‘The cultiva- 

tion of rice is unhealthy ; the 

alternate flooding and drying ISIS SIE STIN 

of the land produces fever, which kills many of the 

poor negroes who work on it.” 

“J thought the rivers overflowed, uncle, and the | 
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rice grew on their bank,’ remarked Charlie, anxious 

to show his learning. 

“You are quite right. These are the best rice- 

fields,” replied his uncle; but there are others that 

depend on the rains only, and others again that are 

artificially watered, for rice cannot grow without an 

immense quantity of water. It is a very fruitful plant, 

and yields a much more abundant harvest than ourcorn. 

The natives almost live upon it, and call it paddy.” 

“T have heard of the vice-bcrd, uncle. Is that a 

bird that feeds on rice?” asked Charlie. 

“Yes, it has another name, the ‘Java sparrow.’ It 

would amuse you to see how they frighten away 

these birds. They put cords in every direction across 

the field, to which are attached the most comical 

’ scarecrows. Thecords all converge to the middle of 

the field, where there is a watch-house built on high 

poles. The watchman in his den moves the cords 

from time to time, and that sets all the scarecrows in 

motion, and frightens the poor little pad who fly 

away fast enough.” 

af oe what fun! I should like to be the watch- 

man,” said Alice. 

“Not for long, I fancy. But now, before the sago 

pudding is taken away, we must talk about that.” 

“T suppose it is just like rice and corn,” said Alice, 

“50 I don’t much care about it.” 

“No, indeed! Sago is the pith of a palm-tree. 

You have been eating pith-pudding, Charlie.” 

“Oh, do give mea little now, that I nas taste it,” 

said Alice.
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“You must remember cook has mixed it with 

other things—‘sugar and spice and all that’s nice,’ ” 

said Charlie, in a sudden burst of what he called 

“poetical inspiration.” 

“Have you seen the sago tree growing ?—is it 

tall?” asked Alice. 

“Tts leaves are two or three times as long as your 

papa, my dear, so you may imagine it is a good 

height. I have seen many, and I was lucky enough 

to see the whole preparation too while I was in 

Ceram. The sago palm is like rice in one thing, 

Alice; it requires a great deal of water, and grows in 

swamps. When the tree is about twelve or fifteen 

years old it flowers, and this is a sign it is going to 

die. They cut it down just before it flowers, and make 

the sago. “They clear away the leaves and branches, 

take a broad strip of bark off the upper side of the 

trunk, and then cut and break up the pith. This they 

do with an instrument made on purpose for the 

operation. It isa club with a bit of sharp quartz at 

the end. With this they clear out all the pith; then 

they wash it and separate the starch from the fibre, 

which is thrown away.” 

“They shouldn’t throw away starch, uncle,” said 

Alice, gravely, “it’s a very useful thing ; but perhaps 

they don’t want to stiffen their collars and frocks 
out there.” 

“Tt is the fibre they throw away my child,” said 

her uncle, “ because it has no nourishment ; it is like 

thread, you know ; the starch is put up very carefully 

in bundles to be eaten.”
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“Oh, uncle, now you surely are laughing at me!” 

‘said the child. 

“No, indeed, many of the things you eat contain 

a good deal of starch. Sugar is chiefly composed 

of starch, and there is a good deal also in potatoes, 

carrots, parsnips, and flour. Starch is very nourish- 

ing. Sago, I suppose, is mainly composed of it.” 

“Oh, uncle, you tell us such wonderful things,” 

said Alice; “I should get quite learned, only my 

head will never hold it all.” 

“J mean to make notes,” said Charlie. “I shall 

begin to-night.” 
“But, uncle,’ continued Alice, “starch alone, and 

water, like Sarah starches the collars with, would not 

be very nice.” 

“The raw sago boiled in water must be very like 

that stuff,” said Uncle Ned; “but the natives eat it 

with salt and limes, and add a little spice sometimes 

to make it more agreeable.” 

“What are limes, uncle?” 

“A kind of lemon, only smaller, and the juice is 

very delicious. Sago cakes are very nice, and they 

are made in this way: the raw sago is broken up and 

dried in the sun, then powdered and sifted. The people 

have ovens on purpose for baking these cakes, and 

they are made and cooked in about five minutes, when 

the sago is ready—that is, dried and refined. You 

would like the hot cakes very much, especially when 

a little sugar and grated cocoa-nut are mixed with the 

powder before baking. But you would not be in- 

dulged with fresh cakes every day. Most of the sago
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used in the island is made into biscuits—that is, the 

cakes are dried in the sun for several days. In this 
state they will keep for years. They are a little hard 
and rough, but I used to dip mine in water and toast 
them, and in that way they were very eatable.” 

“Ts tapioca pudding pith too, uncle?” asked Alice. 
“No, that is the root of a curious tree, called the 

cassava ; it grows in Brazil and other parts of tropical 
America. The strange thing is, that the very same 
tree which gives this wholesome food produces at the 
same time a most dreadful poison. In order to 
prepare the tapioca, they have to draw out first the 
poisonous juice, which is easily done. All they have 
to do is to cut the root into small pieces, and expose 
these to the heat of the sun. If any animal were to 
drink the juice that has just been extracted from the 
tree, it would die; but the same juice, after being 
kept awhile, is often boiled 

with meat, and makes quite a 

nice soup.” 
“Why, uncle, how can that 

be?” 
“Tt is the effect of heat, 

which draws out the poison. 

The sun is a wonderful puri- 
fier.” 

“T suppose you have seen 
the Indian corn grow, uncle ?” ; 
said Charlie; “the maize, I MAIZE. 
mean, that we give to our fowls.” 

“Yes, I have; it is a great deal more productive 
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than our corn. Instead of getting twenty grains for 
one, as we do, they often get from three to four 
hundred. The Indians eat it. It is prepared in 
various ways; sometimes they grind it into meal 
and make a hasty-pudding of it, sometimes a cake. 
Before the grain is ripe and hard, there are several 
ways of using it. The tender green ears, stripped 
of their leaves and roasted by a quick fire, are con- 
sidered quite a delicacy eaten with a little salt or 
butter. I have tasted a kind of beer, too, that was 
made from it, but it was horribly bitter stuff.” 

“J don’t think plants and trees are so interesting 
as living creatures, are they, uncle?” said Alice, 
rather wearily. 

“Yet they ave living creatures,” answered her uncle. 
“Yes, but you know what I mean.” 
“Oh, I know you are longing to hear about the 

lizards and ostriches and crocodiles and lions and 
tigers and monkeys, and there will be very little time 
left for them all. So I must finish up our subjects 
as shortly as I can without any more digressions. 
Tapioca and maize are not on the table, you know.” 

“No, we have done rice and sago,” said Charlie; 
“now there are four—no, five more—for there’s the 
nutmeg in the pudding.” 

“Don’t sigh, Alice,” said her uncle, “I won’t keep 
you long with these; and to-night we will have the 
lizards, yes, and ostriches, too, if we have time.” 

“With one bound Alice was off her-chair and on 
her uncle’s knee, her arms round his neck. 

“Oh, Uncle Ned, how kind you are!” she said;
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‘what should we do without you? Fancy, Charlie, 
two tropics in one day.” 

“Rather hot and strong,’ remarked her papa. 
“Why, Ned, while these children are in the house, I 
am nobody at all. It is a good thing they go to 
bed sometimes. I shall put on the clock to-night 
an hour or two.” 

Alice looked at her papa to see whether he meant 
it, and decided that he did not, so she said nothing. 

“Now, uncle, let’s go in for the mahogany-tree,” 
said Charlie. 

“T can only tell you that it has a pretty, light- 
coloured foliage, and is very valuable. I have heard 
of the wood of a single tree costing more than twelve 
hundred pounds before passing into the hands of the 
cabinet-maker.” 

“Oh, uncle, how could that be?” asked Alice. 
“It was a specially fine one, no doubt; but you 

must remember that the cost of felling and carrying 
over to England and sawing a very large tree would 
be considerable.” 

“Then our table must be almost worth its weight 
in gold,” said Alice, “for it’s real mahogany,” 

“But it’s not all mahogany. Don’t you know how 
they manage?” said Charlie. “They veneer—but 
you won’t understand that word. I mean, they make 
the table of some common wood, and they put just a 
thin slip of mahogany over it. Here, you can see 
where this bit has been chipped off the sideboard.” 

“Oh, what a good plan,” said Alice; “a tree cut 
up like that in thin slices would make a good many
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sideboards and tables and beds and chairs too, 

wouldn’t it, uncle? But now for the table-cloth— 

no, that is linen. Well, my cotton frock, then; we 

must have the cotton-plant next.” 

  
THE MAIIOGANY-TREE. 

“You can see that in the Kensington Museum, so 

I need not spend much time in describing it. The 
flowers are yellow and sometimes white, with a purple 
centre, in shape rather like a convolvulus. The cotton 
fields look very pretty in the autumn, with their dark
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folie and white and yellow flowers mixed with the 

white down of the cotton from the half-open pod. 

The poor negroes have to work hard then, for it is 

important to get the cotton early, before its colour 

is injured by the heat of the sun. Besides, the wind 

would soon scatter it all about if it were not plucked 

in good time.” 
“Now for the pepper and nutmeg, and then we 

  

THE PEPPER-PLANT. 

have done,” said Charlie, “for I can tell Alice all 

about sugar just as well as if I had been in the West 
Indies myself. Besides, papa has told us, and all 

about coffee and tea too, for he talks to us at break- 

fast when you are not here, Uncle Ned.” 
“T dare say if you dined with your papa every day 

I should not have been able to give you much fresh 

information about rice and sago.” 

“But still they seem more real when you talk about 
them,” said Alice, “ because you have seen them, and 

papa has not.” '
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“Well, now for a walk in a pepper plantation, 

Alice. You must fancy you see a number of trees 

with straight tall stems ; these are not pepper-plants, 

they are mangoes, and they support the pepper vines 

which twine round them. The leaf of the pepper 

vine is like ivy; the blossoms appear in June; they 

are small, and of a greenish-white. These are suc- 

ceeded by berries which grow like currants on little 

stalks in bunches. The nutmeg is a tree about fifty 

feet high. I suppose 

you know that the 

mace comes from the 

same fruit; it sur- 

rounds the shell of the 

nut. The nutmeg grows 

rather like a walnut, 

being surrounded by 
a sort of spongy coat. 
When this bursts it dis- 

closes a shining black 

@. THE RIPE FRUIT, BURST. nut encased in a bright 
b. THE MACE, ¢ NUTMEG ALONE, scarlet network.” 

  

“Oh, I know, that network is mace,” said Charlie ; 

“but it loses its colour when it is dried. Well, uncle, 

I am glad you came in to-day, while we were having 

our dinner, it’s so stupid to eat things like pigs with- 

out knowing whether they are roots or seeds or pith.” 
“Charlie, ’'ve got something in my mind,” said 

Alice ; “but I won’t tell you till we get upstairs.”



  

CHAPTER V. 

Gorillas—Capture of Master Joe—Escape from a Oroco- 

dile—Sleeping on a Crocodile—Geckos—Anoles—The 

Chameleon. 

   

  

   

  

m@7 HE children were longer than usual that 

Wevening before they made their appear- 

ance at dessert, and when they did 

“® come down they were transformed into 

two little Indians. Faces and hands were 

blackened with burnt cork, and Alice wore 

a turban, which well concealed her shining 

auburn hair. Charlie’s dark curly locks 

suited his new character very well. He had dressed 

himself like an Indian chief, with coloured rags, beads, 

shells, and feathers stuck about him in the most 

miscellaneous manner; and Alice, in a plain white 

frock, with necklace and bracelets of large coloured 

beads, and a white turban setting off her darkened 

face, made a perfect little Indian girl. 
They refused every fruit except dates, would not 

speak a word of English, and offered their uncle, by 

signs, a strange-looking compound, which Charlie 

carried in a saucer and sipped from time to time 

with apparent satisfaction. 

Alice’s nurse, who had tried to fill to her the place 
QL
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of the mother she had lost at her birth, and who de- 

lighted in helping on all Master Charlie’s “grand ideas,” 

stood a few moments at the door enjoying the scene. 
“Tf you please, sir, that’s thin starch,” she explained 

to her master in an undertone; “it’s just flavoured 

with lemon-juice and nutmeg, and Master Charles 
would insist upon it that it was the proper food for 

Indians ; but I’m afraid it will make Miss Alice sick.” 

_ “They won’t eat much of it, nurse, you may 
’ depend,” said her master, soothingly. Then turning 

to his brother, “ This comes of ‘two tropics’ in one 

day. You've turned my children into savages, Ned.” 

“ Charlie,” whispered Alice to her brother, “I think 

we had better speak English, because papa and uncle 

wouldn't understand our real Indian, you know.” 

“Yes, perhaps we had,” said Charlie, condescend- 
ingly. 

“Now, uncle, haven’t we done it well? Alice 

wanted me to make the raw sago, and I said we had 
better be Indians at once, and do the whole thing ; 

and so here we are, and I only wish there was a 
forest near, for I feel equal to anything.” 

“Even to confronting a gorilla >?” said his uncle. 
“Oh! uncle, have you seen one?” asked Charlie, 

in great excitement. 

“No, I have not, sir; I don’t possess your enter- 
prising spirit quite to the same extent, and am 

content to read about them.” 

“T saw a picture of one once,” said Charlie; “it 

was horribly like a wild man. But, oh! I showld like 

to hear about them.”
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“Bring that brown paper parcel to me, Charlie,” 
said his uncle. ‘Dear me!” he continued looking 
at it with a puzzled expression, “it is directed to 
Master Charles Stone.” 

Charlie’s eyes glistened, and I suspect his cheeks 
turned very red, though that did not show through 
the burnt cork. 

“Why, it’s ‘Du Chaillu’s Adventures in Africa, 
the very book I’ve been wanting for ever so long. 
I know there’s no end of fun in it,” said Charlie. 
“T just saw it once for two or three minutes, and 
oh! how I did long to have it!” 

“Charlie, I believe uncle’s given it you,” said Alice, 
in a whisper; and then half apologising to her uncle: 
“He’s too much taken up with it to thank you 
uncle ; but he will presently.” 

“Oh, I forgot; but I can’t thank you properly, I 
never was so happy in my life,” said Charlie. 

“Well, my boy, your pleasure is the best thanks 
I can have,” said his uncle; “and Alice looks as 
pleased as you do.” 

“Tt’s just the same as if you had given it me, you 
know, uncle; and I do like to see Charlie happy,” 
said Alice. 

“You will find a most amusing story of a young 
gorilla that was taken alive and brought to Du 
Chaillu. He says when he saw the little brute being 
dragged towards him, he felt rewarded for all the 
hardships he had gone through in Africa, and I am 
sure they were many.” 

“Oh, uncle, do just read us this one story,” begged 

J
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Charlie, “because you know the tropics would not 
be perfect without a gorilla.” 

“But, before you begin, please tell me what a 
gorilla is,” said Alice. 

“It is a very large ape, which is found in tropical 
Africa. It is about as tall as a man, and is thought 
by many of the Africans to be a wild man and not 
a brute. They think it gets into the woods, and 
pretends to be dumb and stupid in order to escape 
work. The one that was brought to Du Chaillu was 
a young male, between two and three years old. It 
was two feet and a half high. But I shall spoil the 
story if I attempt to give it in my own words, so 
you shall have Du Chaillu’s own spirited description 
of Master Joe, as he called him. 

Then Uncle Ned opened the book and began to 
read :—“ When I had the little fellow safely locked 
in his cage (he had made a bamboo cage for him), I 
ventured to approach to say a few encouraging words 
to him. He stood in the farthest corner, but as I 
approached bellowed and made a precipitate rush at 
me, and though I retreated as quickly as I could, 
succeeded in catching my trouser-legs, which he 
grasped with one of his feet and tore, retreating 
immediately to the corner farthest away. This 
taught me caution for the present, though I had a 
hope still to be able to tame him. He sat in his 
corner looking wickedly out of his grey eyes, and I 
never saw a more morose or more ill- -tempered face 
than had this little beast. 

“The first thing was of course to attend. to the
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wants of my captive. Isent for some of the forest 
berries which these animals are known to prefer, and 
placed these and a cup of water within his reach. 
He was exceedingly shy, and would neither eat nor 
drink till I had removed to a considerable distance. 

“The second day found Joe fiercer than the first ; 
he rushed savagely at any one who stood even for a 
moment near his cage, and seemed ready to tear us 
all to pieces. I threw him to-day some pineapple 
leaves, of which I noticed he ate only the white parts. 
There seemed no difficulty about his food, though he 
refused now, and continued during his short life to 
refuse, all food except such wild leaves and fruits as 
were gathered from his native woods for him. 

“The third day he was still morose and savage, 
bellowing when any person approached, and either 
retiring to a distant corner or rushing to attack, 

“On the fourth day, while no one was near, the 
little rascal succeeded in forcing apart two of the 
bamboo rails which composed his cage, and made 
his escape. I came up just as his flight was dis- 
covered, and immediately got all the negroes together 
for pursuit, determining to surround the wood and 
recapture my captive. Running into the house to 
get one of my guns, I was startled by an angry growl 
issuing from under my low bedstead. It was Master 
Joe, who lay there hid, but anxiously watching my _ 
movements. I instantly shut the windows, and called 
to my people to guard the door. 
“When Joe saw the crowd of black faces he be- 

came furious, and, with his eyes glaring, and every 

G
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sign of rage in his little face and body, got out from 
beneath the bed. We shut the door at the same time 
and left him master of the premises, preferring to 
devise some plan for his easy capture rather than to 
expose ourselves to his terrible teeth, . . . Mean- 
while, Joe stood in the middle of the room, looking 
about for his enemies, and examining, with some 
surprise, the furniture. 

“Finally, seeing him quite quiet, I despatched 
some fellows for a net, and opening the door quickly, 

threw this over his head. Fortunately we succeeded 

at the first throw in fatally entangling the young 

animal, who roared frightfully, and struck and kicked 
in every direction under the net. I took hold of the | 
back of his neck, two men seized his arms, and 

another the legs, and thus held by four men, this 

extraordinary little creature still proved most trouble- 
some. We carried him as quickly as we could to the 

cage, which had been repaired, and there once more 

locked him in. I never saw so furious a beast in my 
life as he was. He darted at every one who came 

near, bit the bamboos of the house, glared at us with 

venomous and sullen eyes, and in every motion 
showed a temper thoroughly wicked and malicious.” * 

“Poor Joe,” said Alice, “I don’t wonder that he 
was savage at being kept in that stupid cage instead 

of roaming about the woods !” 

“Did his master manage to tame him at_ last, 

uncle?” asked Charlie. ‘“ He ought to have starved 
him a little.” ; 

* Du Chaillu’s Africa.
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“He did try that, but nothing would do. After he 

had had him a fortnight Master Joe escaped again, 
and was seen running on all fours towards the wood.” 

“Oh! I hope they didn’t catch him this time,” 

said Alice. 
“Yes, they did, and then his master secured him 

with a little chain. But he was very kind to him 
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indeed, and used to put a half barrel filled with hay 
near him for his bed. The little creature knew its 
use at once, and used to shake up the hay and creep 
into his nest when he was tired. Then when he was 
quite snug in bed, he would take some hay in his 
hands and cover himself over.” 
“How long did he live?” asked Charlie; “and 

how did they manage to catch him at first ?”.
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“He was in his master’s possession about a month 
altogether, and died after two days’ illness. The 

story of his capture is very interesting, and I ought 

to have begun with it, but you must read it for 

yourselves. I will only tell you shortly that the 

hunters (there were five, I believe) heard the cry of 
a young gorilla, and approaching noiselessly, saw 

Master Joe seated on the ground, eating some 
berries. His mother was near him. They fired at 

her, and killed her. Poor little Joe ran to her and 

clung to her, hiding his face.” 

“There, you see, uncle, poor Joe could be good and 

kind after all when he was in his own dear home 
in the woods,” said Alice. 

“When he saw the hunters he ran up a tree, and 
roared at them.” 

“Quite right too, I should have done the same,” 
said Charlie, entering into Alice’s view of the case, 

and decidedly taking part with the little gorilla. 
“The way they got him at last was to cut down 

the tree, and throw a cloth over his head. While thus 

blinded, they secured him, fitted a forked stick about 

his neck in such a way that he could not escape, and 
so dragged him along.” 

“JT shall want to borrow your book, Charlie,” said 

Mr. Stone, who had been as much interested as the 

children in Master Joe’s history. 
“Oh yes, papa; you shall have it first if you like,” 

said Charlie, in a sudden burst of generosity; but 
Mr. Stone did not accept this munificent offer. 

“Now, Uncle Ned, we must have one of your



The Lizard’s Big Relations. 101 

stories,” said Alice, coaxingly. “Are you going to 
tell us about the lizards now?” 

“Certainly, if you like, amu we begin with their 
big relations ?” 
“Who are they ?” asked 1 Alice 

  

          
A LIZARD. 

“ Crocodiles and aligators, I suppose,” said Charlie. 
“Hurrah! I always like to hear about them.” 

“ But they can’t be related to the dear little lizards,” 
said Alice. 

“They all come under the general name of Sau-
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rians,” said Uncle Ned. “I believe Aristotle was the 

first to apply that name, and he confined it to the 

lizards, but it is now extended to all reptiles having 

an elongated body covered with scales or a rough 

scaly skin.” 
“Look, Alice,” said Charley, “here is a picture of a 

lizard, and there is the head of a crocodile. There is 

a great family likeness, you see. And they have 

each four legs, and the same shaped body and tail.” 

“But, oh dear, the crocodile has such a wwecked 
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look,” said Alice, “with its great ugly head and 

dreadful teeth.” 

“Yes, its jaws are terrible indeed, and it has no 

lips, so that the teeth are always seen. And it has 

two most vicious-looking eyes.” 

“ Have you ever seen one, uncle?” asked the chil- 

dren, breathlessly. 

“Ves, I have seen some in the East Indies. The 

Nile is the most famous place for them, you know, 

but I have never been to the north of Africa, though 

I once visited the Cape. It was in Ceylon that I first 

made the acquaintance of one, and it was a sight I
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shall never forget, for he nearly killed a poor negro 

servant of mine. The man acted with great presence 

of mind, pressed his fingers tight into the crocodile’s 

eyes and blinded him, and the monster, in his great 
agony, let go his hold. It makes one shudder to 
think of it.” 

“T remember reading that Mungo Park’s negro 
was saved just in the same way, uncle,” said Charlie. 

“Yes, it is a well-known mode of defence, but it 

does not always succeed.” 
“Tam so glad there are no crocodiles in England,” 

said Alice. 
“We used to have them in our rivers a great many 

years ago, but now the temperate regions are less 
warm than they used to be, and the crocodiles have 
deserted us.” 

“ A very good thing too,” said the little girl, heartily. 
But Charlie thought he should like to see one. 
“ However, it does not much matter,” he said, “for 

I’ve quite made up my mind to one thing, and that 
is to be a great traveller some day.” 

“Well, if you should ever be pursued by a crocodile, 
I'll give you a hint to help your escape. You know 
what to do if he drags you into the water. If he fol- 
lows you on land, keep running round in a circular 
direction. A crocodile is very awkward on land, and 
he cannot very easily turn round or move in any other 
direction than straight before him.” 

“What a capital thing to know! How large was 
the crocodile you saw, uncle?” 

“T should think about eleven feet: they are some-
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times much longer. But when first they come out of 
their shells they are very little things—not so long as 
this pencil.” 

“Oh, uncle, how extraordinary!” said Alice; “I 

should like to see those little tiny baby crocodiles.” 

“Ah! but they grow very fast if they get the 
chance. But they have so many enemies, very few 
survive their babyhood, if even they are allowed to 
creep out of their eggshells. The eggs are laid in 
holes in the sand to be hatched by the rays of the 
sun. Many of them are destroyed by birds and beasts 
before they are hatched. As for those that escape, as 

.soon as the little crocodile breaks its shell and creeps 
towards the water, a hundred to one it is pounced upon 
by an ichneumon or heron—you remember I told you 
they feed on snakes, and although small crocodiles are 
not exactly snakes, they find them quite as nice to 
eat. But suppose one poor little crocodile gets safely 

into the water, it meets with hosts of enemies there. 

Even its own relations try to gobble it up,” 
“Well, if they live to grow old they are safe enough, 

I should think,” said Alice, “for everybody would be 
afraid of attacking them.” 

“No, indeed ; they are killed by men for the sake of 
their flesh. You may see them hanging in the butchers’ 

stalls in Siam just as you see mutton and beef here.” 
“Oh, how horrid! I hope, uncle, you have never 

tasted one,” said Alice, impressively. 
“No, I have not, but I hear the meat is not at all 

bad. What do you think of an officer Dee his tent 
over a crocodile’s body?”
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“Oh, uncle! he would never do it,’ said Charlie, 

decidedly. 

“Not on purpose, certainly ; but the crocodile was 

buried deep in the sand—they frequently bury them- 

selves so in the dry season, and remain in a state of 

torpor till the return of the rains. Well, as I said, 

there was a crocodile under this officer's tent, though 

he did not know it. In the night he felt the earth 

move below his bed, and the next day a great croco- 

dile made its appearance.” 

“ How frightened the poor man must have been,” 

said Alice. 
“T dare say the crocodile was the more frightened 

of the two, for he was out of his own element, and in 

the dry season they become very torpid and are easily 

killed. One of the most extraordinary facts about 

the crocodile—and I believe there is no doubt what- 

ever of its truth—is this: that a little bird called the 
‘Nile Bird’ is very friendly with it, and eats the in- 
sects with which the inside of the crocodile’s mouth 
is covered. The little bird goes into its mouth when 
itis asleep and kindly performs this service, and the 
crocodile never hurts it: there seems to be quite a 
good understanding between them. Herodotus the 
historian was the first to report this curious fact, but 

it was long considered a fable. However, of late 

years it has received confirmation from some who 

have witnessed it.” 

“That is the only good thing I have heard of the 
crocodile,” said Alice, “and its kindness to the bird 

is only selfishness after all. Now, do tell us about its 
ttle relations. I am sure I shall like them best.”
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“She means the lizards, uncle,” said Charlie; “we 

saw a common lizard once—such a bright-eyed, active 

little creature; I tried to seize him, and his tail snapped 

off in a minute.” 

“Ves, that is one characteristic of our lizard, and 

others, too, of the same race, There is one other 

kind in England, called the sand lizard ; it is nearly 

twice as large as the one you saw, and is fond of 

  

    

      
      
  
  

    
        
  

  

THE GECKO. 

sandy heaths, from which, of course, it gets its name, 

But we are not in England now; you must remember 

we are spending a week at the tropics, and must talk 

about the lizards there. First, then, I will tell you 

about the geckos, which are good, useful little things,
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though very ugly. People have a foolish fear of them, 

but they are perfectly harmless, and do good service 

by destroying flies, spiders, and other disagreeable 

insects. They hide themselves in the day, as if con- 

scious that they have no beauty to boast of, and come 

out at night, running along the walls and ceilings.” 

“Oh, uncle, do they get into the houses?” asked 

Alice. 

“Ves, indeed they do!” 

  

TOES AND FEET OF THE GECKO. 

“And how can they run up steep places and along 

the ceilings without tumbling down?” 
“Their feet are peculiarly formed so as to enable 

them to do this—on the same principle as your 

sucker, Charlie. They have also hooked claws, like 
those of a cat, which help them to climb trees, They 
are queer little creatures, and make the funniest 
noises, smacking their tongues against the palate like 
a horseman trying to encourage his steed. They are 

very unjustly treated by the world, poor little things, 

and it is fortunate for them that their dull colour
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and flexible body enable them to hide themselves 
easily, for every one seems anxious to destroy them, 

instead of being grateful for the good they do.” 

“Uncle, I have heard you say you saw such pretty 
lizards in Jamaica,” said Alice. 

“Yes, those were the little anoles. You would, 

indeed, admire them, and I wish I had one to show 

you. They are most elegant little things, full of life 

and playfulness, And they change colour, too, ac- 

cording to their various moods and conditions of 

mind. If angry, or sulky, or frightened, I have seen 

them turn a dull brown colour, and while the sulky 

fit lasted, they would get more brown and ugly every 

minute. Then, perhaps, something would give a turn 

to their thoughts, and in a moment they have changed 

to a lovely transparent green, with just a purple tint 

in the tail. I used to enjoy watching these little 

creatures chasing each other about, sometimes play- 

ing, sometimes fighting, for they are very quarrel- 

some. They used to snap at me and try to bite with 

their tiny teeth, but they never succeeded in hurting 

me. They have tremendous battles among them- 

selves. I used to think that if little Bo-peep had 
been taking care of anoles instead of sheep, the loss 

of their tails would have been easily accounted for. 

Their battles generally end by one or the other losing 

its tail, and then the poor little creature looks so 

ashamed of Se and seems quite melancholy till 

it has grown again.” 

“Really, uncle, it’s just like a fae story,” said 

Alice. “But if you have seen it, it must be true.”
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“TI have read about a chameleon changing its colour. 
I suppose that is a kind of anolis,” said Charlie. 

“No, the chameleon and anolis are related, of course, 
for both are saurians, but they are very different in ap- 

pearance and habits. The chameleon is a most curious 
creature. There are two things about it so wonderful 
that I know Alice will open her eyes, and think I am 
giving you an Arabian Nights’ entertainment.” 

“Oh, no, Uncle Ned; I believe every word you 

say,’ said Alice, earnestly; “but I did not know 

there were so many wonderful things in the real 

world. I shall begin to like natural history books 
and travels almost as well as fairy tales.” 

“You'll hardly believe it, but I like them even better,” 
said her uncle, gravely. “And now about the chame- 
leon. Everybody knows it has an extraordinary power 
of changing its colour, as Charlie says. It is more 
famous in this respect than the anolis; and it can also 
change its shape so as one moment to look quite thin 
and bony, and the next as fat as a well-fed pig.” 

“Our canary does that too,” said Alice. 
“That’s quite different,” said Charlie; “it only puffs 

out its feathers. How is it, uncle, that the chameleon 

can make itself fat or thin just as it chooses?” 
“Tts skin hangs rather loosely on its body, and 

it takes in the air and inflates itself, as you would 
inflate a paper bag by blowing into it. The two 
special gifts of a chameleon, however—and they are 
really like fairy gifts—are these: two wonderful eyes 
which can look in different directions at the same 
time, and a tongue which it can stretch to a marvel-
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lous length, and which sometimes it makes longer 
than its body.” 

Alice could bear it quietly no longer, and jumping 

off her uncle’s knee, indulged in what she called “a 
good frisk” round the room. 

“It’s no use to say there are no fairies in these 
days, uncle,” she exclaimed ; “I’m sure the lizards 

are fairies in disguise. Oh, I wish I had an anolis 
and a chameleon, dear little things; I should call one 

the good fairy, and the other the bad one.” 
“ But you've heard nothing against the chameleon 

yet, Alice,” remonstrated Charlie. 

“Oh, who could expect a creature with such eyes 
and such a tongue to be anything but a bad-tempered, 

spiteful old thing!” 

“That’s too bad, Alice,” said her uncle; “but it is 

really most amusing to see one eye rolling about 

while, perhaps, the other is perfectly still, or one eye 

looking down to the ground while the other is fixed 

on something overhead. They can see to a great 

distance with these wonderful eyes, and they dart out 
their tongues with the rapidity of lightning to catch any 
unfortunate insect which may be within reach. The 

tongue is glutinous, or, in more homely words, sticky, 

Alice, so the poor insect has no chance of escape.” 
“T said they were cruel,” exclaimed Alice; but she 

laughed at her own inconsistency, for she was forced to 
confess that her little favourites, the anoles, probably 
fed on insects too, an opinion which heruncle confirmed. 

“JT have not done with my wonders yet, Alice,” 
said Uncle Ned; “it is said that one side of the 

chameleon’s body may be asleep while the other is
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awake, and the one side may be green while the 
other changes to blue.” 

“Then I suppose it’s sulky on one side and neces 
on the other,” said Alice. 

“T do like to know the reasons of things,” said 
Charlie, gravely ; “can you tell me what makes the 

  

THE CHAMELEON. 

chameleon able to move its eyes like that? I’ve 
been trying, but I can’t move mine so, they z7l/ 
go the same way.” 

“Don't play tricks with your eyes, you foolish 
fellow, you can’t turn yourself into a chameleon if 
you try for a week. But I'll tell you the reason. 
There is what is called sympathy between the two
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lobes or divisions cf your brain, Charlie; they must 
act in concert. But with the chameleon it is not so, 
the two sides are independent of each other.” 

“Oh, thank you, uncle. I understand now, for 
papa has told me that the brain influences the nerves. 
So each side is its own master in the chameleon, 
while my two sides act together. And now, can you 
tell me why it changes colour?” 

“Tt is supposed that the skin consists of two 
differently coloured layers, which change their relative 
positions when it is excited. The chameleon is much 
more deliberate in its movements than the active 
little anolis. Your bad fairy, Alice, has a very long 
tail, which it uses as a fifth leg. It is extremely 
useful in enabling it to swing from branch to branch. 
The chameleon is more at home on trees than on 
the ground.” 

“Well, Ned, I don’t want to interrupt your wonder- 
ful stories,” said Mr. Stone, “but these young Indians 
must go to bed.” ; 

“Oh, papa, I did so want to hear about the flying 
dragons.” 

“Won't it do to-morrow, my boy ?” 
“Why, papa, to-morrow is the last night, you 

know, except: Sunday, because uncle and you are 
going out on Saturday; and we’ve got to hear about 
ostriches, and humming-birds, and basilisks, and 

tropical toads, and hippopotami, and ail the trees—” 
“ There, stop, boy. You'll have to begin at day- 

break, Ned. But off with you to bed now, children, 

for nurse will have something to do to rub off your 
tropical skin and turn you into little Saxons again.”



    

CHAPTER VI. 

Sandal Trees—The Bamboo—The Baobab—The Traveller's 
Tree—The Banyan Tree—The Basilisk—Humming-Birds 

—Ostriches — Ostrich Hunting — Story 
of a Hippopotamus.     

yy HE next evening Uncle Ned pre- 
sented his little niece with a beautiful 

sandal-wood fan. She was delighted 

with its sweet scent, and asked eagerly 

if her uncle had ever seen a sandal- 

tree. . 

“Yes ; it is a pretty tree, and grows 

chiefly on rocky hills on the Malabar coast. It would 

reach a tolerable size if permitted to grow, but on 

account of its great value it is often cut down early. 

It has a pretty tapering leaf like that of a willow, and 

its blossoms hang in bunches of small red flowers.” 

“There is another tree I want to hear about, 

uncle,” said Alice ; “and that is the bamboo.” 

“Tt is not a tree, it is a wonderful kind of grass, 

which sometimes grows.eighty or a hundred feet high, 

higher than many of our English trees. The culms 

or stalks are often as thick as a man. The jungles 
where the tiger and python hide are composed of 
bamboo.” 

113 H
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“Is not the bamboo very useful, uncle?” aslzed 
Charlie. 

“Yes, it is used in building houses and making 
furniture—tables, chairs, beds, mats; indeed nearly 
everything you can want may be made of bamboo.” 

“ Now, uncle, let me think of something they can’t 

  

THE BAMBOO. 

make of it,” said Alice. “I know they can make 
boxes and baskets of bamboo, so that won't do. Oh, 
I know ; they can’t make writing paper.” 

“Indeed they do, and much better writing paper 
than our own ; now try again.” : 

“Well, nobody can eat bamboo, so it doesn’t make 
food.” ;
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“That’s hardly fair; but they do eat the seeds, 
and the Chinese make pickles of the tender branches. 
One of the most remarkable things about the bamboo 
is its rapid growth. . One kind is calculated to grow 
at the rate of an inch every hour; you may almost 
see it grow.” 

“Ts bamboo the most useful plant in the world, 
uncle?” asked Charlie. “Is it more useful than any 
of the trees ?” 

“JT think we must give the cocoa-nut palm the 
preference over all trees and plants, its uses are so 
manifold. The natives of Ceylon, where it grows 
most abundantly, declare that it has a real sympathy 
with man, and that it pines away when out of the 
sound of the human voice. We cannot wonder that 
these islanders prize it and have a friendly feeling for 
it, almost as if it were a living creature.” 

“There, uncle, now you are caught!” said Alice, 
clapping her hands. “Didn’t you tell me the other 
day trees are living creatures ?” 

“Yes. Well, I should have said, as if it were a 
thinking, amiable creature that supplies their wants 
by its own free will. Some years ago a ship was 
entirely built, rigged, provisioned, and laden with the 
produce of the cocoa-nut tree.” 

“TI wish there were such useful trees in England; 
they could do us no harm, at least,” said Alice. 

“They would be as much out of place as the 
insects,” said her uncle. “If such trees grew freely 
here they would make us lazy and good for nothing. 
It is a happy thing that in cold climates the earth
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is less productive than in hot ones. It is part of the 

order of God’s good providence. In hot countries 

it would hurt men to work hard, so they have the 

necessaries of life ready to their hand with very little 

trouble. But in cold countries it does people good 

        
  
      
                  
        

  

THE BAOBAB. 

to exert themselves. What do you think of trees 

giving water to people in the dry season ie 

“ How can they, uncle?” asked Alice. 

“There is a tree_in Africa, called the baobab, or 

monkey-bread-tree, which makes a capital cistern, for 

it begins to decay in the part where the trunk divides 

into the larger branches, and the hollow space fills
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with water during the rainy season. Being protected 

from the heat of the sun, it keeps a long time. The 

people in Congo bore a hole in the trunk, and after 

drawing what they require, stop it up again. It is 

        
          
        

  Sma ing 

THE TRAVELLER’S-TREE. 

not a tall tree, but very thick. I have heard of one in 

which twenty or thirty men could lie down and sleep. 

I have heard of another tree that collects water.” 

“Ts it not the traveller’s-tree, uncle?” asked Charlie. 

“Yes, that grows in Madagascar, and has refreshed



118 Stories of the Tropics. 

  

many a weary traveller, no doubt. I can show you 

a pretty picture of it, for an artist friend sketched 

one for me. The dew collects in the hollow foot- 

stalks of the leaves. The pitcher plant answers the 

same purpose, and is even more curious, for at the 

termination of the leaves there is an exquisitely 

formed pitcher in which water is found. Such con- 

trivances do, indeed, 

show the loving- 

kindness and wis- 

dom of the Creator. 

I will not take up 

your time by de- 

scribing any more 

trees, for there is 

a good deal to be 

done to-night; but . 

we must not pass 

over the banyan 

without a word. 

Perhaps you already 

know something about it, Charlie?” 

“Oh, yes; I can show Alice a picture of one with 

all its branches striking root, and making a regular 

tent.” 

“It is more like a cathedral,” said Uncle Ned, 

“and, indeed, is often used as one. I have myself 

worshipped under a banyan, and I never enjoyed a 

service more. Those gigantic trees fill one with an 

indescribable feeling—a sense of one’s own insignifi- 

cance, which is very wholesome; and as for a tropical 

  

PITCHER PLANTS.
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forest, it is the most wonderful sight in the world. 

The marvellous variety and beauty of the colouring, 

the enormous growth of the trees, and the lovely 

bright-coloured creepers that cover the trunks and 

branches, are quite past my powers of description. 

  

  

THE BANYAN-TREE, 

“Now, Charlie, let us go through the list you gave 

us last night. What shall I begin with ?” 

“The flying dragon, please, uncle.” 

“ Ah, that sounds like a terrible monster; but it is 

only a harmless little lizard which spends its time
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in catching flies. It is not very much unlike a bat, 
except that it has a very long tail.” 

“ And the basilisk is a lizard too, is it not, uncle?” 
asked Charlie, 

“Yes; but the basilisk belongs to the West, and 
the flying dragon to the East. Both are perfectly 
inoffensive little creatures, living in the woods, and 
doing no harm to anybody except the insects.” 

“Uncle, could you tell us anything about the dear 
little humming birds?” asked Alice, 

  

THE HUMMING-BIRD, 

Uncle Ned’s face brightened up at the suggestion, 
“Now, there’s a good little puss,” he said, “for 

reminding me; you don’t know how glad I am you 
spoke of them,” and he disappeared from the room 
in a mysterious manner. Soon he returned, carrying 
in his hand a box, which he placed on the table with 
a beaming face. Uncle Ned was never so happy as - 
when he was giving pleasure. 

“Here have I brought this box all the way from
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America for you, little puss, and if you had not 

spoken about humming-birds, I do believe I should 

have taken it away with me.” 
So saying, Mr. Morris opened the box and took 

out the most exquisite little humming-birds, display- 

ing their gorgeous colours till his niece was beside 

herself with delight. 

“You are the very dearest Uncle Ned in all the 

world,” she said; “but what must I do with them? 

It is of no use to keep them in that box.” 

“JT will have them stuffed for you, dear,” said Mr. 

Stone; “but really, Ned, you are too good to these 

children.” 

“ How splendid they must look flying about!” said 

Charlie. 
“ Indeed they do; but their flight is so rapid, one 

can scarcely follow it with the eye. Now and then 

they hover in the air, and seem for a few seconds as 

if they were suspended by an invisible thread, then 

again they dart away with the rapidity of lightning. 

They are most interesting little creatures. I really 

tamed one once, and it became quite affectionate, but 

the poor little thing did not like captivity, and died.” 

“T suppose that one is not in the box, uncle?” said 

Alice. 

“No, indeed, that is one of my treasures—it is 

stuffed, and ornaments my study at home. I shall 

expect you all to pay mea visit soon, and then yeu 

shall see some of my curiosities.” 

“T suppose humming-birds can’t live out of the 

tropics?” said Charlie.
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“They belong to the tropics, and chiefly to» Brazil, 
but they wander as far north as Canada sometimes. 
How-I should like you to see their pretty little nests, 
about the size of half a bantam’s egg! Oh, such an 
exquisite little home for their young ones, quite 
a fairy palace. It is ornamented outside with 
grey lichen, and lined within with the down of the 
cotton-tree, and it hangs sometimes from a single leaf 

or blade of straw. Inside 
you would find white eggs 
the size of peas, and in a 
week or ten days a queer, 
weak little animal (you 
would never suppose it to 
be a humming-bird) creeps 
out and seems exhausted 
with the effort of coming 
into such a humdrum, 

matter-of-fact world. This 
small being thus introduced 
into life is about the size of 
a fly. It is blind, and has 
no feathers, and it requires 

the tenderest care of its parents for the first few 
days. 

“T assure you there is a great deal of character in 
a humming-bird. I respect the little things for their 
tenderness and bravery as much as I admire them 
for their lovely shape and plumage. While the hen 
is sitting, the male bird watches over her like a true 
knight, and will attack and drive away an enemy ten 

  

NEST OF THE HUMMING-BIRD,
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times bigger than himself. It is perfectly wonderful 

the spirit those little creatures have.” 

“T amsorry the poor humming-birds have enemies,” 

said Alice; “who can be so cruel as to attack them?” 

“Their worst enemy is a horrible spider whom 

they are quite unable to cope with. This great cruel 

monster spins its web round their nests, and watches 

for the little birds to creep out of their shells. Then 

it devours them, and sometimes, if the old birds are 

bold enough to attack it, they get killed too. I 

watched a spider once making his web near a hum- 

ming-bird’s nest, and knowing that he was after no 

good, I put an end to him then and there.” 
“Oh, I’m so glad,” said Alice. 

“T am afraid I must own that- they have one 

little fault, these ‘sunbeams,’ as the Indians call 

them. They are rather disposed to quarrel over 

their flowers.” 

“Do they live on honey, uncle?” asked Charlie. 

“Not entirely ; I believe they feed on insects too. 

I have heard of a young man bringing a humming- 

bird over to England with its ‘branch, cradle, and 

all’? The dear little bird died as soon as the young 

ones crept out of their shells. But the little ones 

came alive to England, and were so tame as to feed 

from the lips of the lady to whom they were given. 

But they died in about two months.” 

“Poor little things! How I should like to have 

seen them!” said Alice. 

“Now I .think I have told you all I know about 

these little fairics, so I will go on to a very different
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bird,—the ostrich. You know a good deal about him 
already, I dare say, but I think I shall be able to tell 
you a few things you do not know.” 

~ “Tell us everything, uncle,” said Alice. “I only 
know he is a large bird with beautiful white feathers.” 

“Most of his feathers are black, Alice,’ said 

                      
  
  

            
  

  

  

THE OSTRICH. 

Charlie. “There are only a few of those splendid 
white ones that ladies think so much of, and 

these are on his wings and tail. I have seen one 

in the British Museum, stuffed. But I hardly know 
anything about ostriches, uncle, except that they 
run very fast, and are called ‘the camels of the 
desert.’ So do begin from the very beginning, and
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tell us the whole history of an ostrich—what it feeds 
on, and how it is caught, and how tall it is, and 

whether it can run as fast as a railway train.” 
-“A regular memoir, in fact,” said Uncle Ned. 

“Well, Charlie, I will exercise my imagination, and 

fancy that 2 was once an ostrich, and relate my 
experiences.” 

“Oh, that will be fun ! !” said Alice. 
“My native place was a large sandy desert, and 

my nursery was a snug hole in the sand. When first 
I became conscious of life, I-was in this comfortable 

nursery in company with thirty or forty other baby 
ostriches, sisters, cousins, and friends. For we os- 

triches are very sociable, and two or three families 
are generally brought up together. It saves trouble 

and expense. Well, there I was warming myself in 

the burning rays of a tropical sun, thinking what a 
oe sandy world I had come into, and feeding on an 
egg which my mother had considerately provided for 
my breakfast.” 

“Oh, uncle, how horrible!” exclaimed “Allee. 

“Surely ostriches don’t feed on their own brothers 
and sisters ?” 

“ That is a hard way of putting it, child. Certainly 
my first food was an egg, and I was told that my 
mother had left it on purpose for my consumption. 
I recollect very little of her; indeed, it is my im- 

pression that she troubled herself less about me than 

most mothers do about their children. My father 
was good-natured, and took us out walking with him 
sometimes when we were little.
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“Almost the first thing I can remember was a 
terrible fright we had one evening when I was 

about the size of an English hen. I was just be- 
ginning to find out I could run, and that pretty 

quickly; and well pleased was I at the discovery, 

for hitherto I had been used to squat on the ground, 
and watch my father’s fine figure as he seemed almost 
to fly backwards and forwards to our home. But on 

this particular day I, with some dozen of my small 

companions, were having a delightful stroll under 

the guardianship of my father, when suddenly who 
should we see but two horrible monsters coming 

towards us. I am naturally of a shy disposition, 

and I had seen very little of the world at that time, 

for my father brought us up in habits of strict retire- 

ment. What was my dismay, then, to see these 

_ terrible beings walking on their hind legs, and each 
holding a dreadful looking instrument in his fore- 

paw. My father afterward told me they were human 
beings, and that what I called their fore-legs, are, 
properly speaking, arms, but I did not understand 

those scientific distinctions then. He said that one 
was a very grand and clever doctor, who was explor- 
ing the interior of Africa, and writing a big book.” 

“Oh, uncle, that’s Dr. Livingstone, I know,” said 

Charlie. 

“Luckily, we were not far from home, and my 
father got us back to the nest before they came up 
with us, pretending to be lame himself, so as to take 

off their attention from us,” * 

* “T have several times seen newly-hatched young in charge
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“That was a clever dodge,” said Charlic; “ but, 

uncle, Dr. Livingstone wouldn’t be walking in the 
desert with his friend, would he?” 

“T suppose the party had arrived at some station, 
and the doctor was taking an evening stroll. He 
crossed the desert with a large party in wagons, and 
a most dangerous expedition it was. You will like 
reading about it when you have finished Du Chaillu’s 
book. But I must goon with my story. I spenta 
happy childhood and youth, roaming about my 
beautiful desert, feeding on pods and seeds, insects, 
small reptiles, and sometimes a wild melon, besides 
plenty of sand and pebbles to help digestion. When 
I had attained my full size I was considered a fine, 
handsome bird, well-made and tall, for my head was 
seven feet at least from the ground. I could run at 
the rate of twenty-six miles an hour; not quite so 
fast, perhaps, as a railway train, but faster than a 
horse. My sight was so good that I could distinctly 
see my enemies at the distance of several miles, so 
I managed to keep pretty clear of them, and my 
hearing was equally acute. The senses of smell and 
taste, however, were imperfect. I had a good strong 
back, and have often carried a negro on it. We used 
to roam about the desert, two or three hundred of us 
together, and enjoyed ourselves amazingly, keeping 
always at a safe distance from our enemies. We were 
often joined by a party of zebras and antelopes, who 
  

of the cock (ostrich), who made a very good attempt at appear. 
ing lame, in the plover fashion, in order to draw off the atten- 
tion of pursuers.”—Livingstone’s Travels, p. 154.
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were glad enough to meet with such sharp-sighted 

companions. Towards the end of one very happy 

autumn, I met with Snowflake, whom I chose as my 

companion for life. She was so pretty and gentle, 

and her wing-feathers were dazzlingly white. We 

reared a rather numerous family, but I had the mis- 

fortune to lose her at last in a heart-rending way. 

You must understand that though we are so quick- 

sighted as to see our enemies at a great distance, the 

quickness of our intellect does not correspond with 

that of our vision, and when we are pursued we never 

know which way to run, and generally run the wrong 

way, and the hunters, who know this very well, take 

a pleasure in confusing our minds. So it happened 

that one day when we were pursued by some horse- 

men, after an hour’s chase they got close to us, dashed 

in among us, wearied and half-starved as we were, 

and I had the misery of seeing my poor Snowflake 

beaten down with clubs till she died. It is a wonder 

how I myself escaped, for though I got out of the 

circle I was pursued by a dog, and in my exhausted 

state, it seemed scarcely possible for me to get away. 

Indignation, I suppose, lent me momentary strength, 

and I gave my pursuer a good sharp kick and broke 

his back, then ran a mile or two, and when I ventured 

to look round, the hunters were fast disappearing in 

an opposite direction. But, alas! our happy party 

was broken up, oe my old happy life in the desert 

was over for ever.” 

“ How could ee be, uncle? Did it die?” asked 

Alice.
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“No,” said her uncle, “but as your ‘Uncle Ned 

became acquainted with the ostrich at that time he 

had better finish its story.” 

“Then you really saw it,” said Alice, surprised. 

“Yes,” said Uncle Ned, speaking in his own person, 

“the poor creature had run near a little village where 

I was lodging. I found it lamed and sick, and took 

it home with me and tamed it. But the poor thing 

was troublesome to my hostess, and committed one 

serious offence, which I believe, cost its life. My land- 

lady had a little brood of ducks in which she specially 

delighted, and one morning, hearing an unusual cack- 

ling in the yard, she went out to see the cause of 

the disturbance. Mr. Ostrich had been eating all her 

young ducks, and was just helping himself to the last, 

entirely indifferent to the cries of its poor mother.” 

“What did your landlady do, uncle?” asked Charlie. 

“T am afraid she killed it. She came to my room 

two or three days after, and announced with a grave 

face that it was dead, but I more than suspect she 

had a hand init. My poor ostrich was a great thief, 

that was its only fault, and had a most voracious 

appetite. It once swallowed a spoon which I had 

carelessly left in its way.” 

“Oh, uncle, that was enough to kill it,” said Alice. 

“No, an ostrich’s powers of digestion are equal to 

anything. I have heard of a gentleman who used 

every evening to give his ostrich the newspaper for 

supper ; and I know mine would eat bits of wood, 

iron, anything it could find.” 

“ How do they hunt it uncle?” asked Charlie.
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“The bushman of South Africa has a very ingenious 

plan of attack. He clothes himself in an ostrich’s 

skin, and mimics the bird’s movements so well that 

he often succeeds in getting within bow-shot of it 

without exciting suspicion, then he shoots it with a 

poisoned arrow.” 

“But the skin would not fit a man,” said Alice. 

“Not without a little arrangement, certainly. He 

makes a sort of saddle-shaped cushion, which he covers 

with feathers to look like the bird. The head and 

the neck are stuffed. Then the man whitens his own 

black legs, puts the saddle on his shoulders, takes the 

lower part of the neck in his right hand, and the bow 

and arrows in his left. I have seen a man thus 

dressed imitate the ostrich to perfection. Sometimes 

they adopt an easier plan. Having discovered a 

nest, they take the eggs, hide in the empty hole, and 

wait for the return of the old bird; when he comes 

near the nest they shoot him.” 

“ Are the eggs of any use, uncle?” asked Alice. 

“Yes, the natives eat them, but they are not very 

nice toan English taste. They are very large, and 

are equal to twenty-four of our common hen’s eggs. 

Then they make the shells into water-flasks, cups, and 

dishes. A little hole is made at one end which is 

corked up with grass, and thus it forms a capital water- 

bottle. They bury these shells in the sand at intervals 

having filled them with water, and thus refresh them- 

selves when they are crossing the desert.” 

“That is a good plan, said Alice. “What sort of 

voice has the ostrich? Does it cackle like a hen ?”
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“No, its cry is so much like that of a lion in search 

of his prey, that only quick ears can tell the differ- 
ence.” 

“ Uncle Ned, I did want to hear something about 
the hippopotamus, and papa is looking at his watch,” 
said Charlie, pleadingly. 

  

      

          
    

5 
  

  y 
i
n
e
     —— = 

THE HIPPOPOTAMUS. 

“Couldn’t you make another memoir?” asked 
Alice, “it is so amusing to hear you pretend,” 
“Very well,” said her kind uncle. “I am an 

African by birth, and if you like to go to the interior 
of Africa you may see my relations gambolling and 
snorting on the banks of the rivers. They become 
particularly lively at night. We are not a beautiful
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race; but what do we care for that? We would not 

change our rough hide, short stumpy legs, and big 

head, for all the fine feathers of the ostrich whose 

history I have been hearing. Poor fellow! what a 

melancholy life he must lead, his whole existence 

spent in a desert; no sweet rushes and reed-grown 

coverts, no rivers to bathe in, no anything to make 

life pleasant !” 
Alice began to laugh. 

“Oh, uncle, you are a good pretender,” she said. 

“But what would the ostrich say ?—it wouldn’t’ care 

a bit for the reeds and rivers, would it?” 

“Not a rush!” said Charlie, who was quick in 

seeing a joke. 

“T’ve been called a ‘hungry, awkward, waddling, 

splay-footed beast,” continued Uncle Ned; “what 

the last word means I don’t know, but I dare say it is 

something rude; it was invented by that little paltry 

creature man, who thinks himself superior to us brutes, 

but is really a contemptible being. He is so mean 

and stingy that he wants. to keep even the fields and 
crops to himself. He is heartless and cruel too. I 
have known him make pitfalls along our path, and 

put a sharp stake in the centre of each. One of my 
own brothers fell into one of these pits and was killed. 

He died in great agony, but our enemies rejoiced over 

his body, cut up the flesh and ate it, and made his 

hide into whips. Then they took my poor brother’s 

teeth, and I was told that they actually cut them up 

and put them into their own little mouths, for it seems 

they have no teeth at all to speak of. All this
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occurred before I was born, but I have heard my 
mother mention it with groans. I cannot tell you 
much about my native land, for I was cruelly torn 
from my mother when very young, and brought over 
to this country, where Iam now made a gazing stock 
to the whole English nation.” 

“Oh, uncle, you mean the hippopotamus at the 
Zoological Gardens,” said Charlie. 

“T have the great satisfaction of knowing that I 
have put my keepers to immense expense. My 
appetite is so enormous that it is a wonder I have not 

caused a famine in the land. It would have been 

better to leave me in my native haunts. Two cows 

and three goats were brought over with me to supply. 

me with milk onthe voyage. Oh dear, what a terrible 

voyage it was! such a vast expanse of water, quite 
different to my native rivers, no reeds or rushes to be 

seen. I wonder I did not die from fright and the 

grief of being parted from my relations, Do men 

think we hippopotami have no feeling ? 
“T am now confined in an iron cage, and I feel 

that my temper is being soured by captivity. But 

I cannot complain of being badly used, for, indeed, 

nothing can exceed the anxiety of my masters to 

supply all my wants. They have even brought me 
over a wife from Africa, and though somewhat sharp- 

tempered, I should feel at a loss without her now. 

We have not been very successful in bringing up our 

family ; we lost two babies, one after the other; but 

now we have a third, who seems strong and healthy 

at present. There was the greatest excitement all
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‘over England when he was born; likenesses are to 

be seen of him everywhere ; in the Lezsure Hour for 

March, 1873, you will see one of the best. We are 

proud enough of our baby, I can assure you; he is 

now (March, 1873) four months old, and just cutting 

his teeth. He is very playful and amusing, and once 

he played our keepers a fine trick. He sank to the 

bottom of the bath, and stayed under water a whole 

quarter of an hour. They all thought he was dead, 

and a terrible fright they were in. They thought 

they must get his body out, and I suppose he would 

have lain in state and had a public funeral, as that 

is the way with the grand folk in this country. Just 

as they were making preparations to let off the water, 

what does he do but rise to the top, shaking his ears 

and looking as merry as if nothing had happened.” 

“Oh, how I should like to see him!” exclaimed 

both the children together. 

“]T will take you on Monday,” said their papa, 

_ glad to terminate the evening by a pleasant antici- 

pation ; “and now I think you must go to bed and 

dream about him.” 

 



  

CHAPTER VII. 

A Missionary Story—Madagascar—Malagasy Customs— 
Cruelty of King Radama—Missionary Schools—Persecu- 

tion of Christians—The First Martyr—Spread 
of Christianity.    

  

    1 HE last evening of Uncle Ned’s visit 
1% was Sunday. Alice was seated on her 

uncle’s knee, and her face was graver 

than usual. “I can’t forget the tropics, 

though it is Sunday,” said she; “and 

oh, uncle, I’m so sorry you're going 

away to-morrow.” 

“So am I, dear; but there’s no harm in thinking 

and talking about the tropics. I was just wishing 

the poor black people could have heard the sermon 

we heard this afternoon, or could know the meaning 

of the beautiful text, ‘Christ Jesus came into the 

world to save sinners,’” 

“JT am afraid there are hundreds in England who 

have never heard it, and thousands who never think 

about its meaning,” said Mr. Stone. 

“Will the poor black men go to heaven, aS 

asked Alice, anxiously. 

“Many of them are Christians, my dear, and God 

cares for the poor heathen who have never been 
137
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taught, and who remain in ignorance through our. 

neglect. God will provide for them in His own way. 

He is their father as well as ours, Alice. 2 

“But He will be angry with us for neglecting 

them,” said the little girl. 

“Yes, indeed! If we do not care to teach them 

about the Saviour’s love, it seems that our own 

hearts must be cold indeed. Besides, we are dis- 

obeying His last command, ‘Go ye into all the 

world, and preach the gospel to every creature.’” 

“Uncle, I want to ask you a question,” said 

Charlie. “Do people whe are not Christians know 

anything about God?” 

“The Jews, you know, worship Ged, though they 

do not believe in our Saviour. But they read and 

believe in the Old Testament Scriptures, though they 

reject the New.” 

“But the poor heathen, uncle?” 

“Oh, many of them believe in the Great Spirit 

who rules the world, and some call Him ‘The 

Father’ But knowing that they are sinful creatures, 

and not knowing anything of the love of Christ who 

died for them, they have no peace. Their religion 

(if one may call it by that name) is one of fear, not 

love. They look upon God as one who is ever ready 

to punish and torment and destroy them.” 

“J thought they worshipped idols, uncle,” said 

Alice, “and they cannot be afraid of them.” 

“Some of the more thoughtful of the heathen say 

just what the Roman Catholics do—that they only 

use idols as a help to the mind, to assist them in their
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worship of the Supreme Being. I was told so myself 
by some high-caste Hindoos, whom I met accidentally 
in a small Indian village. They defended their idol- 
worship by the very same arguments the Romanists 
use. ‘To turn the eye of the soul upwards, they 
said, ‘we fix the eye of the body on an image,’” 

“It has always struck me that the excessive use of 
symbols savours more of Paganism than Christianity,” 
said Mr. Stone. “Now, children, you should get 
your uncle to tell you a missionary story to-night, 
Iam sure he can do so.” 

“The only difficulty is in knowing which to select,” 
said Uncle Ned. 

After a few minutes of consideration, he continued : 
“T think nothing will show you better the difference 
between the darkness of heathenism and the blessed 
light of Christianity, than the story of Madagascar.” 

“That is the large island on the coast of Africa. 
Have you been there, uncle?” asked Charlie, 

“Yes, I was there only three years ago; but I 
_ must begin at the beginning, and not at the end of my 
story, and the beginning goes back to the thirteenth 
century, when Marco Polo, a famous Venetian traveller, 
first made it known to Europeans.” 

“But do tell us something about the appearance 
of the island, and the people, uncle, before you begin 
with the history,” said Charlie. 

“Tt is a fertile island, richly wooded and well 
watered, and the chief part of it is in the tropics, 
It produces abundance of rice and fruit; but the 
marshy swamps near the coast make that part of the
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island very unhealthy. I did not stay there, but 
went at once to the chief city, Antananarivo. This 
is a pleasant town, built on the sides of a high hill, 

and here the king or queen lives. The royal palaces. 
were at the top of a hill. At present Madagascar 
is governed by a queen, and I am thankful to say, a 

  
    
              
    
  
  

  

    
  
  
  

  

      
  

  

  

  

  
  

  
  

    

  

    
  

  
  

  

  

  

  
  

  

  
  
  
    
  

  

        

  
  
  
  
  
  
  
  

  
    

  
  
  
    
  

  
  
  
  
  
  

  

ANTANANARIVO. 

Christian queen. Her name is Ranavalona. But I 
must take you back about fifty years, when the first 
missionaries went over there.” 

“Then you are going to skip six centuries?” said 
Charlie. =) 

“There is not much to tell about those six cen- 
turies. The only European visitors to the island
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were slave traffickers, and their cruelty naturally in- 

spired the natives with perfect horror of the white 

men. The first missionaries were sent out by the 

London Missionary Society in the year 1818, or 

thereabouts. They were two Welshmen, Mr. Jones 

and Mr. Bevan, and each had a wife and a little child 

who accompanied them. It is a sad story to relate, 

for they got there at a most unhealthy season, and 

soon after they landed the Bevans all died, father, 

mother, and child, and poor Mr. Jones lost his wife 

and child, and was left alone, the only English mis- 

sionary on the island.” 

“The only Briton, you mean, uncle; for, you 

know, he was a Welshman,” said Charlie. 

“T hope he soon came back again to his native 

land,” said Alice. 

“He would not be a true Briton if he did,” said 

her brother, quickly. 

“He was something better even than a Briton, 

Charlie; he was a Christian man, and he was not 

afraid of death. So he continued in the island, re- 

solving to devote himself to the work his Master had 

appointed for him. He, however, removed for a 

short time to the neighbouring island of Mauritius 

to recruit his health.” 

' That is quite a small island,” said Charlie. 

“Ves, a mere speck on the map to the east of 

Madagascar. This little island, however, and the 

neighbouring one of Bourbon, have taught many of 

our habits and ways to the people in Madagascar. 

So you see size is not always a token of superiority, 

Master Charlie.”
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“But how did the little islands learn our ways, 

uncle?” asked Alice. 

“Bourbon belongs to the French, and Mauritius to 
the English, and they are chiefly inhabited by English 

and French people, with negro or Hindoo servants. 

Just about this time, a gentleman, named Mr. Hastie, 

was sent over from England with a message to King 

Radama, who was then King of Madagascar. Mr. 

Hastie was commissioned by the English to make 

an agreement, or treaty, with Radama that the slave- 
trade should be abolished. It was not very easy to 

persuade Radama to forbid his people to sell slaves. 

He said the king of England must give him a great 

many things to reward him for this. He must have 

dollars and guns and horses and suits of clothes to 

make up for not selling slaves. 

“These things were promised to him, and a treaty 

was signed ; so you see our friendship with Madagas- 

car opened with an act befitting a Christian people.” 

“Yes, indeed, ‘Britons never, never, zever will be 

slaves,” shouted Charlie. 

“Nor allow slavery either, if they can help it,” added 
his father. 

“Mr. Hastie took Mr. Jones to Antananarivo, and 

introduced him to the king, Radama was quite 
pleased that his people should be taught to read and 

write, and he himself laid the foundation-stone of a 

school, and sent his littke nephews and nieces there to 

be instructed. Mr. Jones was soon joined by another 

missionary named Griffiths, also a Welshman. The 
king gave Mr. Griffiths a piece of land for his house,
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and the natives began to build it, but were very dilatory 

over their work. Inthe meantime the poor man had 

a most uncomfortable place to live and to teach in. 

He complained to the king, who sent some men to 

work and finish the house, and he gave them four 

or five bullocks as. an encouragement, for he knew 

that they liked beef. So in course of time it was 

finished ; and not only a house, but a school-room. 

Now, before I tell you any more about the mis- 

sionaries, I must give you a little idea of the state 

of the island at the time the missionaries came—the 

habits and manners and religion of the people. They 

were very ignorant and superstitious, and had two 

most horrible customs which show the terrible dark- 

ness of the human soul before the pure light of Christi- 

anity shines into it. One dreadful custom is the use of 

the tangena. This is a poison, and all who were accused 

of any crime could be made to drink the tangena. If 

the man died, it was supposed that he was guilty ; if 

the tangena poison did not kill him he was beaten to 

death, unless he were sick and brought up three pieces 

of a fowl’s skin, which I ought to have told you were 

always swallowed whole before the poison was offered.” 

“Oh, uncle, how horrible!” said Alice; “I am sure 

I should die of fright!” 

“It is believed that about three thousand persons 

used to perish every year from this monstrous cus- 

tom. And no doubt they were generally innocent 

persons, for the crimes of which they were accused 

were often purely imaginary. The other dreadful 

custom is that of murdering babies. If a child 

K
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was born on what was considered an unlucky day, 

it was suffocated or buried alive to save it from 

a life of misery. And yet the Malagasy (as the 

people of Madagascar are called) are affectionate, 

and have many good qualities. They rejoice greatly 
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when their children are allowed to live, and are very 

kind to their sick relatives.” 

“How do the people spend their time, and what 

sort of houses do they live in, uncle?” asked Charlie. 

« And what do they look like?” asked Alice ; “are 

they black?”
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“There are two or three different races of people in 
the island, some black, some brown, but all are called 

Malagasy, speak the same language, and have the 
same customs. The housesare made of wood or clay, 

and the roof thatched with rushes. These huts 
generally consist of one room only. The floor is 

covered with mats made of rushes, and these are 

the only furniture required. They want no chairs, 

tables, or beds, the mats do instead. The fireplace is 

composed of a few large stones placed in the middle 

of the hut, and they have no chimney.” 
“Oh, uncle, I am sure Charlie could build a better 

house than that!” said Alice. “But what sort of 

clothes do they wear ?” 

In the villages young children wear none at all. 

The grown up people wear loose garments, as they do 

in most hot countries. The women have a white or 

blue sort of petticoat, and over this is worn the lamba. 

This is a long garment worn by men as well as women, 

and the natives take pride in weaving these lambas 

very beautifully with stripes of different colours.” 
“What material do they use?” asked Alice. 

“Now, Alice, that’s too bad,” said Charlie, “you 

will keep uncle talking about the dress, and he has 

never answered my question yet.” 

Alice secretly resolved to ask no more questions 

for a long time, and she wished her uncle would 

answer Charlie first. But she said nothing. 

“They make them of silk and cotton,” continued 

her uncle, “for they have plenty of cotton-trees and 

silkworms ; but the poor people who cannot afford
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these luxuries, clothe themselves with a kind of mat- 

ting made from the bark of a tree. The men as well 

as the women are fond of ornaments, and they like 

silver ones best. Now, my boy,” turning to Charlie, 

“surely the Britons always put ladies first, don’t they?” 

“ Yes, but Alice never seems to like to be put first,” 

BR wy A 

  

WOMEN POUNDING RICE, 

“And so she spoils you, does she? But I am not 
surprised at that, she’s a true little woman, and finds 

all her happiness in pleasing her men-folk. Now, 
what was your question, sir?” . 

“ How do they spend their time, uncle?” 
“They rise early, dine at noon, and sup about six.
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The men work in the rice fields, and look after the 
cattle ; while the women see after the house and cook 
the dinner, and weave their mats or lambas. But like all 
people in tropical countries, they are not fond of work.” 
“What do they have for dinner, uncle?” asked Charlie. 
“Chiefly rice, mixed with meat or vegetables. Beef is 

their principal meat. Now that I have given you some 
idea of the people and their mode of living, I think we 
may go back to King Radama and the missionaries.” 

“Oh, uncle, do tell us what Radama 1 was like,” said 
Charlie. 
“He was a little man, with dark complexion, black, 

intelligent eyes, and black, curly hair. He was a 
very uncommon man, and had a great deal of good 
sense and kindness of heart. During his short reign 
he did a great many good things for his people. He 
abolished the wicked custom of murdering the poor 
infants. He agreed to the abolition of the slave- 
trade, protected the missionaries, and was glad that 
his people should be taught by them. Yet he did 
not become a Christian himself. He died at the 
early age of thirty-six.” 

“Oh, I’m so sorry!” said Alice; “he was a dear, 
darling old heathen; the very best that ever lived, 
I should think.” 

“Tt was a bad day for Madagascar when he died. 
But we have not come to that yet; a good deal more 
happened in his life which I must tell you. And I 
could tell you a certain story about a broken dish,which, 
Iam afraid, would not increase your love for Radama.” 

“Qh, do tell it us, uncle.”
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“One day a slave who was waiting at table acci- 
dentally broke a dish. The king told an officer to take 
the man away and see that he never broke another, 
The man was immediately killed. And the same 
thing happened to a poor slave girl who spilt some 
water on the queen’s dress, she was killed too.” 

“Oh, I don’t like him at all now,” said Alice. 
“See what men are without Christianity ; they are a 

great deal worse than the beasts. It is really humili- 
ating to know that crimes like these are committed 
by people of the same flesh and blood as ourselves. 
But let us talk of the missionaries and we shall see 
the opposite side. And remember Radama was un- 
commonly kind and considerate for a heathen.” 

“Tt was a good thing for Mr. Jones that he did not 
have to wait on the king at table,” said Alice, “or 
he might very soon have lost his head.” 

“Yes, but he never broke any dishes nor spoiled 
any gowns. Radama was very kind both to him and 
to Mr. Griffiths. They gave such pleasant accounts 
of their good treatment in their letters home, that 
another missionary was induced to go out, and he 
took with him a smith and a builder and other men 
to teach useful arts. The missionaries continued 
very diligent in teaching and learning. Just consider 
for a minute the tremendous difficulties they had 
to contend with. The Malagasy spoke a language 
which the missionaries did not understand. And 
how could they learn it? There was no Malagasy 
dictionary or grammar, or even alphabet; the lan- 
guage had never been written at all.”
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“They seem to have pretty long words in their 

language. I shall never remember the name of their 

chief town,” said Alice. 

“Antananarivo. Well, this was what the missionaries 

did ; they listened attentively to a word like that, and 

then tried to write it down in English letters. Thus, 

by degrees, they constructed a written language for 

the Malagasy, and the king was much interested in 

this work. He himself was learning English from 

Mr. Hastie, and French from another gentleman. 

As soon as the missionaries had learnt Malagasy well 

enough to speak it, they began to have public worship 

every Sunday in the school-house. The Malagasy 

are very fond of music, and the children were taught 

to sing some beautiful hymns.” 

“But, uncle,” said Charlie, “you told us they 

opened schools directly they got to the capital, and 

they did not know the language then. How could 

they teach the children anything?” 

“They began with teaching the children English, 

and succeeded wonderfully well. And I think it 

was the best beginning they could have made, 

because it pleased the king that his subjects should 

be educated, and he became interested in the mis- 

sionary work before he knew whither it was tending. 

When the missionaries spoke of. the true God and 

condemned idol worship, the parents of the scholars 

became angry, and the priests were of course opposed 

to the new teaching. Zhen, if Radama had not 

befriended the missionaries they would certainly have 

been killed or turned out of the island, In the year
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1826 they had a delightful present from England. 
It was a printing-press, and was sent, I believe, by 
the London Missionary Society. The poor printer 
died on his voyage, but the missionaries spent some 
of their time in printing lesson books. The first sheet 
of the Bible came out in 1828 as a new year’s gift te 
the Malagasy, and in the very same year the king died.’ 

“Then poor Radama never read the Bible?” said 
Alice. 

“Probably not; I think if he had read the life and 
the words of our blessed Lord, he would have become 
a Christian, for God seemed to be leading his mind 
to what is good. He said that he followed the teach- 
ing of his heart. If he had read of the Spirit of God 
he might have been led to seek the guidance of that 
Holy Spirit, but he distrusted the teaching of men, 
and not without reason. His death was a sad blow 
to the missionaries.” 

“T hope the next king was kind to them,” said Charlie. 
“He was succeeded by one of his wives, a very 

wicked woman, who had no right at all to the throne, 
but in order to get it she murdered some of her 
husband’s relations and truest friends. The queen 
worshipped idols, but she left the missionaries in 
peace for a time. No doubt they worked harder than 
ever, for they must have felt that under such a ruler 
their time might be short. By the year 1830, five 
thousand copies of the New Testament were printed, 
besides many other books. And the children who 
went to the schools repeated what they had learnt to 
their parents at home, and idols began to be lightly 
spoken of. In 1831 twenty natives were publicly
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baptized, and soon afterwards partook of the Lord’s 
Supper. Then other natives applied for baptism, 
and the hearts of the missionaries were filled with 
thankfulness, 

“ But now a storm suddenly burst over their heads, 
a storm that would have torn up Christianity by the 
roots if it were not of God’s own planting. But no 
power can destroy His work. The queen was privately 
informed that the Christians taught dangerous doc- 
trines, and she sent an order that all people, even 
children, who lived within sixty miles of the chief 
city, must assemble there on Sunday, the first of 
March, 1835. Then the cannon was fired, and the 
judges and officers advanced towards the people, and 
the chief judge read a paper which he held in his hand.” . 
“How dreadful it must have been!” said little 

Alice. “I hope it was not an order from that wicked 
queen to kill all the missionaries.” 

“ She would have been afraid to do that,” said Char- 

lie. “We should have been down upon her like we 

were on King Theodore, if she had killed our people.” 
“Well, this was the order that the people were 

called to hear,’ continued Uncle Ned: “‘All my. 
subjects who have become Christians, who have been 
baptized or met together to pray, must come and 
confess it within one month. If they do not confess, 

and are afterwards found out, they will die’ ” 
“T’m sure I would not have confessed,” said Charlie. 

“Many of them did, and all these were punished, 
but not very heavily. Some were required to pay a 
fine, and the officers were reduced in rank, but it was 

understood that if they continued among the ‘ pray-
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ing people,’ as the queen called the Christians, they 

would be punished with death.” 

“And did they give up praying?” asked Alice, 

anxiously. 

“No, they used to meet together at midnight and 

pray. I must tell you that they were ordered to 

give up their Bibles and good books to the queen’s 

officers, but many of the Christians dug holes in the 

earth and hid the Scriptures there.” 

“ And what did the missionaries do?” asked Charlie. 

“ They were obliged to leave the island for a time. 

When they were about to leave, the poor Malagasy 

Christians said to them, ‘the queen thinks we shall 

forget the word of God when our teachers have gone ; 

she does not know that the best teacher of all, the 

Holy Spirit, is still with us.” 

_ “We may learn many a lesson from those Mala- 

gasy,” said Mr. Stone. 

“T suppose they did not forget,” said Alice. 

“No, indeed. Do you remember the verse which 

says, ‘He shall bring all things to your remem- 

brance’? Who is here spoken of ?” ; 

“The Holy Ghost, the Comforter,” replied Alice. 

“They must have wanted comfort then, poor things.” 

“Yes, and the blessed Comforter was with them 

and strengthened them. The first martyr was Rasa- 

lama. A box of books was discovered hidden in the 

earth near her house. I will not tell you all the poor 

woman was made to endure before her execution, but 

after horrible tortures she was led out to die. She 

asked permission to pray, and calmly kneeling down, 

commended her spirit into the hands of her Re-
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deemer. Then the executioner’s spear set her free 
from the troubles of this mortal life.” 

Poor little Alice’s eyes filled with tears. 
“Tt is all over now, my child. She is at rest with 

~ her Saviour,” said Uncle Ned, “and rejoices, nc 
doubt, that. she was found worthy to suffer for His 
name. One friend who saw her peaceful death said, 
‘If I might die so tranquil and happy a death, I 
would willingly die for the Saviour too.’ The queen 
continued to persecute the Christians at intervals. I 
think the worst persecution was in 1849, when some 
were burned, and others thrown from the top of a 
high rock and dashed to pieces. But the Saviour 
was with them, and so greatly was His presence felt 
among them that the fear of death was taken away. 
The heathen executioners often declared that there 
was some charm in the religion of the white people.” 

“JT wonder they didn’t become Christians them- 
selves,” said Charlie. “I wonder how the queen’s 
family and officers and judges could go on seeing 
those poor things suffer without taking their part.” 
“Many of them did, my boy. But before I end 

this story of the martyrs, I must tell you that heavy 
rain was falling while they were being burned, which 
more than once put out the flames, and suddenly 

- abright triple rainbow was seen, one end of which 
seemed to rest on the spot where the martyrs were 
giving up their lives.” 

“Perhaps God sent it on purpose,” said Alice; 
“because you know, uncle, you told me it was a sign 
of love; and the Bible says, too, ‘The bow shall be 
seen in the cloud,”
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“That was when God promised not to destroy the 

world with a flood again,” said Charlie. “I don't see 

what that has to do with martyrs.” 

Alice could not explain it to him, but she re- 

membered something her uncle had once said to her 

which made her feel that the rainbow was, as she 

expressed it, “like a kiss.” 

“Oh, Charlie, but a storm is terrible, and the 

bright colours are always so pretty,” was all she said. 

“ And storms come in our lives too, my darling,” 

said Uncle Ned; “but if we look up we shall 

always see a bright coloured bow in the cloud.” 

“T know now,” said Charlie, and for a few 

minutes there was silence. 

“Your father said just now we could learn many 

lessons from the Malagasy Christians,” said Uncle 

Ned; “I will tell you one. So precious was the 

Bible to them, that many persons walked sixty or 

a hundred miles to obtain a copy of a single portion 

of it, and many more injured their eyes by copying 

it in their places of concealment. And why do you 

suppose they valued it so much? Because they 

were unhappy, and it gave them comfort; they were 

weak, and it gave them strength. It was the voice 

of God speaking to their souls. You may some day, 

Charlie, have the pain of hearing people speak 

slightingly of the Bible. Remember they know no 

‘more of what they are talking about than a child 

knows what it is doing who makes a ball of its 

mother’s watch, or throws away her diamonds. It 

is those only who search the Scriptures with earnest 

prayer, and who try to dive by the light of God’s
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word, who understand anything of its value. And 
they will tell you it is beyond all price. The 
treasures it contains do not lie on the surface, they 
are unfolded one by one to the eyes of those only 
who seek for them. It is most affecting to read of 
the earnestness with which, when Mr. Ellis went 

over to Madagascar in 1853, the Christians there 
begged for copies of the Bible. They almost wept 

when they found that he had none to give them, for 
many had walked long distances hoping to receive a 
copy. When at length he was able to promise them 
a supply from England, many of the people went 

out to a solitary place to sing for joy.” 

“Who is Mr. Ellis, uncle?” asked Alice. 

“A good missionary who has been out to Mada- 

gascar three times, I believe, and who has written 

some most interesting books about the island. I 
have been reading one lately, called ‘The Martyr 

Church, from which most of my story is taken. 

There is another book, called ‘Madagascar and its 

People, written by Mr. Sibree, who lived for some 
years among the Malagasy, which contains a vast 

amount of interesting information. I told you, Charlie, 

that many persons of rank, and some of the queen’s 

own family, were converts to Christianity, and among’ 
these was her son. His name was Prince Rakoto.” 

“Was not the queen very angry ?” asked Charlie: 
“When the Prime Minister told her that Prince 

Rakoto read the Bible, and joined the Christians in 
prayer, the Queen said, ‘Oh, he is young, he does 
not know what is proper, and he is my only son.’ 
‘But she was very angry with Prince Ramonja, her
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nephew, who had hitherto been a great favourite 

with her. He was reduced to the rank of a com- 
mon, soldier, and had to suffer many hardships which 
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seriously injured his health. But I must bring my 
story to a close, In 1861 the wicked queen died, 
and her son ascended the throne, under the name of
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Radama II. He invited the missionaries to return 

to the island, and they were received with great joy 

by the Christians. He was a kind-hearted man, this 

Radama IJ., and very much averse to cruelty of any 

sort ; but he met with a violent death at the end of a 

year, and was barbarously murdered in his bedroom. 

His last words 

were, ‘I have never 

shed blood.’” 
“Oh, uncle, how 

could they be so 

wicked?” said 

Alice. “Who killed 

him?” 

“The priests or 

idol- keepers were 

angry on account 

of the king’s pro- 

fession of Christ- 

ianity,and they used 

to send him pre- 

tended messages 

from his dead an- 

- cestors, saying that 

fearful calamities 

would come on the country because he had forsaken 

the idols. These messages made poor Radama very 

miserable. At length, quite early one morning, some 

of the conspirators burst suddenly into his bedroom 

and killed him.” 

“Who succeeded him?” asked Charlie. 

    
MALAGASY IDOL.
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“His widow, who was kind to the Christians, 
though she herself worshipped idols. After seven 
years she died, and then her sister, a very gentle, 
good princess, ascended the throne. She is still 
queen, and long may she live! The last news that 
I have heard from Madagascar is that the National 
idols are burnt, and houses of prayer are being 
built in every direction, The people, though very 
ignorant, are most eager to learn. I believe there 
are now at least 20,000 Christians in Madagascar, 
and when we remember that it is scarcely more than 
fifty years since that little party of missionaries went 
over, and think of all the difficulties they had to go 
through, we can only say, ‘ This is the Lord’s doing; 
it is marvellous in our eyes.” 

“Flow glad Mr. Jones must have been that he 
was not frightened, and did not go back when the 
others died,” said Alice. 

“T think a missionary’s life is the noblest of all,” 
said Charlie. 

“And your last story is the prettiest of all,” 
whispered Alice. I only wish it were not the last.” 

“So do I,” said her brother; “but, Uncle Ned, 
we shall never forget the delightful week you have 
given us at the tropics.” 
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56, PATERNOSTER ROW, LONDON; and of all Booksellers,



8 THE RELIGIOUS TRACT SOCIETY’S LIST. 

Sllustrated « Stories.     
5s. each. 

A YACHT YOYAGE ROUND ENGLAND. By Wixiiam H. G. Krncston, 
Author of ‘Captain Cook: His Life, Voyages, and Discoveries,” etc. 
New Edition revised and enlarged, and profusely illustrated. Small 
ato. Cloth gilt. 5s. 

NO CHOICE. A Story of the Unforeseen. By Rev. T. S. Mittincron, 
Author of “Straight to the Mark,” etc. Illustrated. Crown 8vo. 
Cloth boards. 5s. 

3s. Gd. each. 

THE PERCIVALS; or, A Houseful of Girls. By Evetyn Everett 
Green, Author of ‘Joint Guardians,” etc, Illustrated. Crown 8vo. 
Cloth boards, gilt edges. 3s. 6d. 

IDA HATHERLEY AT SCHOOL. By Constance Everyn, Author of 
‘“‘ Miss Nettie’s Girls,” etc. Illustrated. Crown 8vo. Cloth boards, 
gilt edges. 3s. 6d. 

NOT BY BREAD ALONE. By IsaBerra Fyvie Mayo, the Author of 
“The Occupations of a Retired Life,” etc. Illustrated. Crown 8vo. 
Cloth boards. 3s. 6d 

A YOUNG OXFORD MAID IN THE DAYS OF THE KING AND THE 
PARLIAMENT. By Sarau TytTier. Illustrated. Crown 8vo. 

* Cloth boards. 3s. 6d. ' 

NOT HIS OWN MASTER; or, Ronald’s Experiences. By Mrs. Lucas 
SHADWELL, Author of “Golden Sheaves,” etc. Illustrated. Crown 
8vo. Cloth boards. 3s. 6d. 

FROM PRISON TO PARADISE. A Story of English Peasant Life in 1557. 
By Auice Lane, Author of ‘‘ Field Court,” “ Angel Meadow,” etc. Il- 
lustrated. Crown 8vo. Cloth boards. 3s. 6d. : 

RALPH ELLISON’S OPPORTUNITY, AND EAST AND WEST. By Leste 
Keity, Author of ‘Great Grandmamma Severn,” etc. Cloth, gilt 
edges. 35. 6d. i 

3s. each. 

HIS YOUNG NEIGHBOUR. By Eten Louisa Davis, Author of 
“Shayning Castle.” Illustrated. Cloth. 3s. : 

PETER’S SISTER. By Janet Epren, Author of ‘Another King,” etc, 
Illustrated. Cloth. 3s. } 

FOR_FRANCE AND FREEDOM. A Tale of the French Revolution. By 
Emma Lesuiz. Illustrated. Cloth. 3s. ; 

THE TENANTS OF PARADISE ROW. By the Author of ‘Constable 
42 Z,” “Adopted,” etc. Illustrated. Crown 8vo. Cloth boards. 3s. 

2s. 6d. each. ' 
ADOPTED; or, An Old Soldier’s Embarrassments. By E. A. B. D., 

Author of “ Constable 42 Z,” etc. Illustrated. Crown 8vo. Cloth 
boards. as. 6d. 

TOM DOUGLAS ; or, A Marked Man. By E. A. B. D., Author of “ Young 
Ishmael Conway,” ‘Constable 42 Z,” ete, Illustrated. Crown 8vo. 
Cloth boards. as. 6d. 

MYRTLE AND RUE. A Story for the Young. Illustrating the Twenty- 
third Psalm. By Marcarret Scott Haycrarr. Illustrated. Cloth 
boards. 2s. 6d. - . ; 

A SHADOW ON THE THRESHOLD; or, A Little Leaven. Bv JEssir 
ArmstrRonG, Author of ‘Frank Horton’s Vintage,” etc, Illustrated. 
Cloth boards. 2s. 6d. j 
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    Sllustrated + Stories. 
‘ 2s. each. 

NESS AND JAMIE. A Story of London Life. By HEnry Jonnson, 
Author of ‘ AJ] for Number One,” etc. Illustrated: Cloth. 2s. 

HAROLD’S FRIENDS; or, The New Rector of Greythorpe, By C. A. 
Burnasy. Illustrated. Cloth boards. as. 

CHRISTIE’S NEXT THINGS. By the Author of “ Mrs. Morse’s Girls,” 
etc. Illustrated. Crown 8vo. Cloth, 2s. 

DOT-AND-GO-ONE. By M. Brancur Haywarp. Illustrated. Crown 
8vo. Cloth Loards. 2s. 

THE MUSGROVE RANCH. A Tale of Southern California. By T. M. 
Browne. lllustrated. C.oth. 2s. x 

ds. Gd. each. 

WITHIN SIGHT OF THE SNOW: A stot. of a Swiss Holiday; and “A 
Surrey Idyl.” By Lity Watson, ‘Auther of ‘‘The Mountain Vath,” 
etc. Crown $vo. Cioth. 1s. 6d. 

NOT LIKE OTHER FOLKS. A City Story. By Jessiz Armstrone. Il- 
lustrated. Cloth. 1s. 6d. 

MR. FARRER’S BIG 0’s. By Emiry Broprg, Author of “ Dandy Blue,” 
etc. Iilustrated. Crown 8vo. Cloth. is. 6d. 

‘HONOUR NOT HONOURS. By Mrs. Austin Dossoy, Author of “ Cherry- 
burn,” etc, Lilustrated. Cloth. 15s. 6d. 
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Large Type Books for 

YOUNG READERS. 
Each in very large iipe, with Engravings, Small sf0, 1s. in Coloured Covers, 

or 1s. 6d, cloth, wilt edges. 

WHEN JESUS WAS HERE AMONG MEN. By Mrs. E. M. WaTerwortTH. 

THE NAME ABOVE EVERY NAME. By Mrs. E. M. WATERWORTH. 

THE BEAUTIFUL HOUSE AND ITS SEVEN PILLARS. By Frances 

M. SaviLt. 

READINGS WITH THE LITTLE ONES. By Acnss GIBERNE. 

STORIES OF BIBLE CHILDREN. A Sunday Book for very Little Chil- 
dren. By Mrs. E. M. WATERWORTH. 

LISTENING TO JESUS. A Sunday Book for the Little Ones. By E. M. 
WATERWORTH. 

BLESSINGS FOR THE LITTLE ONES. 

THE LILIES OF THE FIELD, and other Readings for the Little Ones. 

WALKING WITH JESUS. A Sunday Pook for Children. 

THE THREE BRAVE PRINCES, and other Bible Stories. 

SUNDAY AFTERNOONS AT ROSE COTTAGE. Bible Talks with Mamma. 

By Mrs. WATERWORTH. 

THE GHILDREN’S KING, and other Readings for the Young. 

56, PATERNOSTER ROW, LONDON; and of all Booksellers. 
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ILLUSTRATED BOOKS BY 

MRS. O. RF. DALTON, 
Anthor of “ Christie's Old Organ,” etc. 

‘The Mysterious House. With 
Frontispiece by M. E. Epwarps. 
Crown 8vo. 1s. cloth boards. 

Winter's Folly. 
Crown 8vo. 

18 Illustrations. 
zs. cloth boards. 

Golden Threads for Daily 
Weaving. A Text, Meditation, 
and Verse for each Morning and 
Evening of a Week. 6d., ex- 
quisitely printed in colours. 

Christie's Old Organ ; or, Home, 
Sweet Home. 1s. cloth. 

Angel’s Christmas. 16mo. 6d. 
cloth. 

Launch the Lifeboat. With 44 
~Coloured Pictures or Vignettes, 
4to. »38. Coloured Cover. 

Little Dot. 
piece. 6d. 

Little Faith; or, The Child of the 
Toy Stall. xs. cloth. 

Coloured Frontis-   

Nobody Loves Me. 1s. cloth. 

Olive’s Story ; or, Life at Ravens- 
cliffe. 2s. cloth, gilt. 

Was I Right? Ulustrated. 3s. éd. 
cloth, gilt. 

Our Gracious Queen: Pictures 
and Stories from Her Majesty’s 
Life. With many Illustrations. 
1s. cloth. 

Taken or Left. 
cloth. 

A_ Peep Behind the Scenes. 
Illustrated. Imperial 16mo. 3s. 64. 
cloth, gilt edges. 

Poppie’s Presents. 
xs. cloth, 

Saved at Sea. A Lighthouse 
Story. New and cheaper Edition. 
1s. cloth boards. ; 

Shadows. Scenes in the Life of 
an Old Arm Chair. Illustrated. 
4s. cloth, gilt edges. 

Crown 8yo. 1s. 

Crown 8vo, 

  

ILLUSTRATED BOOKS BY 

HESBA STRETTON, 
Author of “ Fessica'’s First Prayer,” etc, 

Alone in London. 1s. 6d. 

A Miserable Christmas and a 

Happy New Year. od. 

A Night and @ Day. 94. 

A Thorny Path. 2s. 

Bede’s Charity. 28. 6d. 

Carola, 38s. 6d. 

Cassy. 18. 6d. 

Christmas Child. 6d. 

Children of Cloverley. 28. 

Cobwebs and Cables. 5s. 

Crew of the Dolphin. 1s. 6d. 

Enoch Roden’s Training. 2s. 

Fern’s Hollow. 2s. 

Fishers of Derby Haven. 2s. 

Friends till Death. od. 

How Apple-Tree Court was 
Won. ¢éd. 

Jessica’s First Prayer. 1%. 

Left Alone. 6d. 

Little Meg’s Children. 

Lost Gip. 1s. 6d. 

Max Kromer., is, éd. 

Michel Lorio’s Cross. 6d. 

No Place Like Home. 1s. 

Only a Dog. 6d. 

Pilgrim Street. 2s. 

Sam Franklin’s 
Bank. 6d. 

Storm of Life. 1s. 6d. 

The King’s Servanis. 1s. 6d. 

Inder the Old Roof. 1s. 

Worth of a Baby. 6d. 

18, 6d. 

Savings   
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CHEAP SERIES Of BOOKS 

FOR PRESENTS AND PRIZES. 

FOURPENNY BOOKS IN CLOTH BOARDS. A 
Series of Thirty-two Story Books, cach with Illustration. 

“LITTLE DOT” SERIES OF SIXPENNY BOOKS. 
A rretty Series of 112 Story Books, each with Coloured Frontispiece 
and Lound in cloth. 

NEW NINEPENNY SERIES. A Series of Sixty-two 
Children’s Story Books with Coloured Frontispieces and other Illustra- 
tions. Bound in attractive cloth boards. 

NEW SHILLING SUNDAY BOOKS for Little Children. 
Large type. Illustrated. xs, in very attractive coloured paper boards ; 
1s, 6d. in c.oth, gilt edges. 

SHILLING LARGE-TYPE BOOKS FOR ADULTS. 
A Cheap Series of 120 Story and other Books for Working People. 
Large crown 8vo. Illustrated. Cloth boards. 

MONTHLY SHILLING VOLUMES FOR THE YOUNG 
Upwards of 200 Volumes of Stories. Each Ilustrated and bound in 
attractive cloth boards. 

“R. T. S.” LIBRARY. A Series of Thirty Books, mos'ly 
reprints of Popular Books for Adults. Illustrated. Each book with 
192 pages, 3d. in paper covers; 6d. cloth. 

. 

The Society also issues a great variety of cheap paper-covered 

Books for Sunday School Rewards and for distribution. 

Amongst these are the 

SILVER SERIES OF THREEPENNY BOOKS. 
A new Series of 24mo Books for the Young. With Covers 
printed, back and front, in Colours, on gold and silver 
ground, Each book in clear type with a Frontispiece En- 
graving. 

“ FLORAL COVER” SERIES OF TWOPENNY 
REWARD BOOKS. ‘ 

Each containing 48 pages of clearly-printed Letterpress, 
in simple language for Children. With Nwmerous LEn- 
gravings, and in attractive coloured covers. 

SIXPENNY AND SHILLING PACKETS OF PIC- 
TURE AND STORY BOOKS FOR THE YOUNG. 

Containing Penny, Halfpenny, and Farthing Looks, also 
Coloured Leajlets and small Tracts for Children,   

56, PATERNOSTER ROW, LONDON ; and of all Booksellers.
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“Popular Annuals. — 
These Annuals form a most attractive series of Gift Books. 

They each contain SERIAL STORIES BY WELL-KNOWN 
WRITERS, which when published separately will sell for 
nearly as much each as is now asked for the Volumes con- 
taining several of them. Besides Stories and most useful, 
interesting, and instructive general Articles, there is a pro- 
fusion of Illustrations, and a very attractive binding. 

THE LEISURE HOUR ANNUAL. 

856 pages. Imperial 8vo. Profusely Illustrated. 7s, in handsome 
cloth ; 8s. extra boards, gilt edges; 10s. 6d. half bound in calf, 

THE SUNDAY AT HOME ANNUAL. 
828 pages. Imperial 8vo. Profusely Illustrated by Coloured and Wood 
Engravings. 7s. in handsome cloth; 8s. extra boards, gilt edges; 
zos. 6d, half-bound in calf. 

THE BOY’S OWN ANNUAL. i 

The Volume of the Boy’s Own Paper. 832 pages. With 10 Coloured 
and upwards of 500 Wood Engravings. 8s. in handsome cloth; gs. 6d. 
gilt sides and edges ; 12s. 6d. half morocco. 

THE GIRL’S OWN ANNUAL. 

The Volume of the Girt’s Own Paper. 832 pages; profusely illus- 
trated. 8s. in handsome cloth; gs. 6d. with gilt sides and edges; 
z2s. 6d. half morocco. 

THE CHILD’S COMPANION 

AND JUVENILE INSTRUCTOR ANNUAL. 

A host of Stories and interesting Papers, with superior Engravings, 
and Oleograph Frontispiece. xs. 6d. in ornamental cover; 2s. cloth 
boards, with coloured design ; 2s. 6d. cloth, e egant, gilt edges. 

OUR LITTLE DOTS’ ANNUAL. 

Pretty Stories and Pictures for Little Peorle. rs. 6d. in ornamental 
cover ; 2s. cloth boards, with coloured design; 2s. 6d. cloth, bevelled 
cdges, full gilt. y 

THE COTTAGER AND ARTISAN: 

THE PEOPLE’S OWN ANNUAL. 

144 large pages. Profusely Illustrated. Forming quite a family scrap- 
ook. 1s. 6d. in cover, printed in Oil Colours; 2s, 6d. cloth boards, 

gilt edges. 

FRIENDLY GREETINGS: 

Illustrated Reading for the People. Hatr-YEARLY VoLUMES. With 
many Large Engravings and Coloured Pictures. 2s. 6d. cloth boards, 
The Yearty Votume for 1890, handsomely bound, 5s. cloth boards. 

THE TRACT MAGAZINE ANNUAL. - 

Short Stories, Biographical Sketches, and interesting Papers. With 
many Engravings. 1s. 6d. cloth boards.   
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This is a Series of Popiutar 

‘Reprints from volumes of the BOY’S 

OWN PAPER, most of which are - 

now quite out of print.\ The Books are very attract‘vely 

bound, and are freely illustrated. 

ADVENTURES OF A THREE-GUINEA WATCH. 
By Tatsot Baines Rerep. Illustrations. New Edition, reduced in 

price. Crown 8vo, 38. 6d, 

FOOTBALL. 
This Volume contains the Rules of the Game, with Papers on how the 
Game should be played, by such authorities as C. W. Atcock and Dr. 
Irvine. Illustrated. 1s. 6d. 

CRICKET. 
By Dr. W. G. Grace, Rev. J. Pycrort, Lord Cuartes Russett, 
FREDERICK GALE, and others. Many Illustrations. Crown 8vo, 2s. 

A GREAT MISTAKE. 
By T. S. Mituineton. With many Illustrations. Small ato, 3s. 6d. 

THE FIFTH FORM AT ST. DOMINIC’S. 
By Tasot B. ReEp, Author of ‘The Adventures of a Three-Guinea 
Watch,” etc. Illustrated. Crown 8vo. 38. 6d. 

THROUGH FIRE AND THROUGH WATER. 
A Story of Adventure and Peril. By T. S. MrLtincron, Author of 
“Straight tothe Mark,” etc. Illustrated. Crown 8vo. 3s. 6d. 

HAROLD, THE BOY EARL. 
A Story of Old England. By J. F. Hopexutrs, Author of ‘Edric the 
Norseman,” ‘Kornak the Viking,” etc. Illustrated. Crown 8vo. 
38. 6d. 

MY FRIEND SMITH. : 
By Tarsot Bainrs Rrep, Author of ‘Adventures of a Three-Guinea 

atch,’ etc. With an Introduction by G, A. Hutcuison. Illustrated. 
Crown 8vo. 53. 

56, PATERNOSTER ROW, LONDON ; and of all Booksellers.
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“THE GIRLS OWN BOOKSHELF” is a Series of Reprints 
of some of the chief stories and articles from “THE GIRLS 
OWN PAPER.” As most of the annial volumes of this popular 
periodical are now out of print, the Girl’s Own Bookshelf is 
the only form in which these productions can be obtained. 

They are mostly in imperial iGmo, cloth boards. 

MY BROTHER’S FRIEND. By Ecranton Tuorne, Author 
of ‘‘ The Old Worcester Jug,” etc. 38. 6d. 

HOW TO MAKE COMMON THINGS. A Handy Book 
for Girls. With many Illustrations. is. 

CORA ; or, Three Years of a Girl's Life. Illustrated by M. E. 
Epwarps. 2s. 64. 

THE GIRL’S OWN COOKERY BOOK. By Putruis 
BROWNE. 1S.. 

THE QUEEN O’ THE MAY. By Anne Beare, 2s. 6d. 
THE MASTER’S SERVICE. A Practical Guide for Girls; 

By Lapy Brasazon, Dora Hore, Atice KinG, and Mary 
SELWooD. 2s. 6d. 

THE SUNBEAM OF THE FACTORY, and other Stories. 
2s. 6d. 

ESTHER CAMERON’S STORY. By RosaN. Carey, 3. 6d. 
SEVEN YEARS FOR RACHAEL. By Anne BEALE. 

3s. 6d. 

HOME HANDICRAFTS. Fdited by Cuartes Peters, 
Editor of ‘‘ The Girl’s Own Indoor Book,” etc. Illustrated. 2s. 6d, 
gilt edges. 

THE TWIN HOUSES, and other Stories, By ANNE BEALE. 
Author of “The Queen o’ the May,” etc. Illustrated. es. éd. 
cloth boards. 

THE SHEPHERD’S FAIRY. By Darury Dare, Author of 
“The Great Auk’s Eggs.” 2s. 6d. 

AUNT DIANA. ByRosa Noucuerte Carey, Author of “Not 
PEE Girls,” “ Esther Cameron’s Story,” etc. Illustrated. 
2s. 6d. 

SERVANTS AND SERVICE. By Rutu Lamp, Author of 
“Comfortable Mrs. Crook,” etc. 1s. 6d. 

HER OBJECT IN LIFE. By Isaperra Fyvie Mayo. 2s. 6d. 
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SUNDAY BOOKS FOR 
YOUNG PEOPLE.     

        

      

    
    

    
    
    
    
    
    
    
    
    
    
    

               

Our Little Dot's Picture 
Scrap=Books. 

First anD SECOND SERIES. 

Royal 4to, 2s. 6d. each Series, 
in handsome coloured boards, 
or the TWO Series COMPLETE 
in ONE VOLUME, 5s. cloth. 

Each series contains a large number of 
Pictures by well-known Artists, with 
just enough descriptive letterpress to 
Suggest an interesting story connected 
with each picture. A most useful book 
for parents and others who have the care 
of young children. 

BIBLE STORIES AND PICTURES. 
With Twenty-four Coloured page 
Pictures and Forty Vignettes. With 
simple letterpress in large type. 4s. 
handsomely bound, cloth gilt. 

BIBLE TALES FOR CHILDREN. With 
Forty Illustrations. Small 4to. 3s. 6d. 
cloth, gilt edges. 

THE HAPPIEST HALF-HOUR; or, Sunday Talks with Children. _ By 
FREDERICK LANGBRIDGE, M.A. With many illustrations. Small 
ato. 3s. 6d. cloth boards, gilt edges. 

  

    

   

        
    

        
    

         

  

      
       

    

            

  

   
Stepping Stones to Bible ‘bistory, 

A series of books for children and young people, intended ‘to cover in 
time the whole Bible History. Each volume embraces a period complete in 
itself. The writers are selected for their known aptitude in writing for 
children, and also for their accurate acquaintance with Scripture, and their 
power of making it attractive to the young. The style is such that the 
ook can be read by children of eight years old and upwards. It will also 

be found very suitable for reading to very litile children, 

1. STORIES FROM GENESIS. By Annie R. Butver, Author of 
‘Glimpses of Maori Land,” and “Stories of the Children’s Medical 
Missions With thirty-nine Illustrations. Small crown 8vo, 2s. 6d. 
cloth, 

2 THE PROMISED KING: The Story of the Children’s 
Saviour. By ANNIE Kk. BuTLer, Author of “ Stories trom Genesis,” 
etc. ‘No.2. Wihmany Illustrations. Small crown svo, as. 6d. cloth. 

8. STORIES FROM THE LIVES OF MOSES AND JOSHUA. 
By JosrepH Jounson, Author of ‘The Master’s Likeness,” ‘' Dibs,” 
etc. Illustrated. Crown 8vo, 2s. 6d. cloth, 

56, PATERNOSTER ROW, LONDON; and of all Booksellers.



Magazines to every LONE, 
Sixpence Monthly. One Penny. New Series. Sixpence Monthly. 

Weekly. ¢ teu : 
THE : THE 

“SUNDAY LEISURE 
AT HOME.| ~.. HOUR. 

A FAMILY MAGAZINE A MAGAZINE FOR 

FOR SABBATH READING. FAMILY & GENERAL READING 

  

       

      
        

        

          
       
   

   
    
  

   
-|. Sixpence Monthly. One Penny _ Sixpence Monthly: One Penny 

Weekly. eee Weekly. 
THE \ -THE 

GIRL’S OWN | BOY'S OWN 
PAPER. PAPER. 

One Penny Monthly. In Cover. One Penny Monthly. 

  

           

      

      
               

- New Series. 

-THE THE 

CH ILD’ S COTTAGER 
COMPANION ee han 

AND 5 : ARTISAN. “JUVENILE INSTRUCTOR: ee nye 
THe MaGazine ror Lrrtie Forxs. ‘| THE PEOPLE'S OWN. PAPER. 

    

    
  

       
      
      
      
         

       
    

  

‘New.Series.. One Penny Monthly. |. Fourpence Monthly. Halfpenny 

THE 7 i Weekly. 

TRACT FRIENDLY ~ 
““MAGAZINE.| GREETINGS. | 

SPECIALLY USEFUL FOR | ILLUSTRATED READINGS 
LOCALISATION. "FOR THE. PEOPLE.. 

OUR LITTLE DOTS.™ Nev Mutated Magasin 
Sixteen Pages. Large Type. Easy Words. One Penny Monthly: 

  
    
  

   

Lonpon : 56, PATERNOSTER’ Row, AND OF ALL NewsacenTs. 

HAZELL, WATSON @’VINEY, LD. J i at ve 6.&/6 KIRSY 8T., HATTON GARDEN.



 



 



 



 


