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LARGE PRINT 
FOR LITTLE READERS. 

It was a day in spring, but it was 
a ver-y cold day. The snow-drops 
out in the gar-den looked as if they 
were sor-ry they had come up quite 
so soon. Their lit-tle white heads 
hung so low, it real-ly seemed as 
if they were try-ing to creep down 
into their nice warm beds un-der 
the ground. 

The wind blew ver-y hard, and 
great hail-stones fell up-on the roof 
and down a-gainst the win-dow- 
panes. |



Jack and Jill left their play, and 
drew their stools close up to the 
bright fire. Then Tot, the ba-by 
broth-er, be-gan to cry. | 

  

  

  
“Oh! [I know what he wants,” 

sald Jill, pull-ing off the ba-by’s 
socks. “Do just feel of his feet; 
they are as cold as ice. He wants 
us to toast them by the fire.”



“Goo! Goo!” laughed Tot, as 
they pushed his chair up to-wards 
the hearth, and held up his lit-tle 
bare feet to the blaz-ing log. 

“Hark!” cried Jack, as they sat 
there by the fire, “don’t you hear 
a fun-ny noise?” 

“May be it’s the wind,” said Jill, 
“or the hail as it beats a-gainst 
the panes.” 

“No,” said Jack, “TI don’t think 
it is the wind or the hail. There! 
didn’t you hear it just then —‘ peep, 
peep, p-e-e-p??" 

Jill wasn’t quite sure, but she 
ran to the door and looked out. 

“Don’t leave Tot,” she called 
back to Jack who was a-bout to 
fol-low her ; “I won’t be gone long.”



Down in the gar-den where the 
snow-drops hung thew pale faces, 
Jill saw a ti-ny brown bird. 

“That is what Jack heard,” she 

said to her-self, “and I do be-lieve 

the poor lit-tle thing is just a-bout 
froz-en.” 
When Jill tried to take the bird 

up in her hand she saw that one 
wing was brok-en. So she put her 
mit-ten on the ground and laid the 
bird up-on it. On this soft bed she 
could car-ry it up to the house 
with-out hurt-ing its wings. 
“Why! what have you found ?” 

said the ba-by’s nurse, who met Jill 
at the door. | 
“A poor lit-tle sick bird,” said 

Jill, “and I want to see if the doc-



  

  
                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                 



tor can-not make it all well a-gain.” © 
“Let me see what I can do for. 

it,” said nurse, who had a kind 
heart, and could not bear to see 

aaa an-Vy thing suf-fer. 

4) “We will bathe its 
=a) wing and wrap it 

*))) up in some-thing 
7 warm. And then 

8 NIN) we must take care 
<<<" that pus-sy does 

not find it. Aft-er I rock ba-by Tot 
to sleep, we will make a cage for 
it out of my old work bask-et.” 

The bird that Jill had found 
was a lit-tle brown finch. These 
birds come North vy ear-ly ‘in 
the spring. 

They build their nests a-way down 

  

  

                        

                                                                                    

  

               



a-mong the dead leaves and grasses. 
Like the snow-drops, they come 
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ter is o-ver; but some-times they 
come so ear-ly that. Jack Frost 
meets them on the way. 

“Let's call our lit-tle bird Peep,



said Jill, “for that is all it says.” 
“All right,” said Jack; “but I 

should like to know if it has built 
a nest down in the gar-den.” 

“Tt does not hail now,” said 
Jill, “we might go out and see.” 

So off they ran in great glee 
to find the nest. The hail-stones 

were melt-ing fast, but all the 

gar-den walks were 1-cy. 
“T found the lit-tle bird right 

here,” said Jill, when they came to 
the bed where the snow-drops grew. 

Jack looked un-der the leaves, 

but he could not see any thing 
that looked like a nest. 

“Let's go down to the brook,” 
said he; “per-haps we shall find 
it there a-mong the tall reeds.”



So on they went through the 
short wet erass, 
till a sud-den cry 
from Jack made 
Jill turn quick-ly 
round. | 

“Qh-oh-on! do 
help me up!” he 
cried. | 

Poor Jack! he 
had fall-en his 
full length in a 
pool of mud and melt-ing ice. 

Jill took his hand and tried to 
help him up, but a-las! he had 
sprained his an-kle, and could not 
walk, or even stand. 

He was ver-y brave a-bout it, 
and told Jill not to mind; but 

     



the lit-tle girl could not help ery- 
ing as she ran back to the house 
to call mam-ma. 

een the a dog, met her at 
the door, and put 
out his paw, as 
much as to say, 

‘ae “Do please tell 
(07) me what is the 
(| mat-ter!” And 

| when mam-ma 
and nurse brought 

J a in, and laid him on the bed, ihe 

poor dog be-gan to whine in_ the 
most dole-ful way. 

It was a num-ber of days be-fore 
Jack could leave his bed. be-sides 
sprain-ing his an-kle, he had ta-ken 
a very bad cold, and the doc-tor 

  

                                                                    
            

  

            
   



said he might have a slow fe-ver. 
Jack tried to be good and pa-tient, 

but he found it hard to be so qui-et. 
The days seemed ve-ry long to him. 
He thought he knew how to pit-y 
the poor lit-tle finch with the brok- 
en wing. 
“When it gets well, ” he said to 

him-self, “I shall not keep it in a 
cage. Justas soon as it can use its 
wings Ill o-pen the door wide and 
let it fly a-way.” 

Jack had a great man-y kind 
friends who sent him fruit and flow- 
ers while he was sick. 
“How good ever-y bod-y is to me!” 

he said one day to his mam-ma 
when she brought in a great bunch 
of white grapes.



“Yes, dear,” said mam-ma, “and 
since ev-er-y-body is so good to you, 

why, you must 
be good to ev- 
er-y-body.” 

Jill was ver-y 
lone-ly. “There 
was no fun in 

play-ing,” she 
said, **with-out 

Jack.” E-ven 
her pet doll 
Rose, with all 

the fine clothes 
: that nurse had 

made for it, couldn’t take the place 

of Jack. | . 
“T wish I hada live doll, mam- 

ma,” she said at last, “a doll that 
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could laugh and talk and 
like real folks.” 

for 
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think ?— why, a real live black baby, 
right down a-mong her play-things. 

when she went back to the play- 
room, she found — what do you 

must have heard
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“OQ mam-ma, mam-ma!” she cried, 
“do come and see what I have 
found—it’s just what I want-ed — 
but who put it there? where did it 
come from?” 
Mam-ma o-pened her eyes ver-y 

wide when she saw the fun-ny black 
ba-by in the play-room. How it 
came there she could not tell, and 
no-bod-y in the 
house knew any- 
thing a-bout it. 

The door of the 
play-room and the 
out-side door were 
both wide o-pen. | 
Jill ran to look out, but all she 

could see was Tab-by, the cat, watch- 

ing the old white hen and her chick- 

 



ens. If Jill could have looked o-ver 
the gar-den wall and down in-to the 
street, she would have seen a fun-ny 
  

                                                                                                                                                                                        
    
    

      
        
      
          
      

          

      
                

sight, and found out where the black 
ba-by came from. 

A par-ty of ne-groes on their way 
to town had stopped to rest and 
sun them-selves by an old build-



ing just out-side the gar-den wall. 
One lit-tle fel-low, in spite of fre- 

quent nudg-es from his wide a-wake 
sis-ter, was al-read-y fast a-sleep. 

The ba-by’s moth-er had gone to 

  

  
      

and when no one was look-ing the 
ba-by had crept off. 

While Jill was play-ing with this 
fun-ny “live doll,” there came such



a loud knock on the door that e-ven 
Jack was star-tled, and sat up in bed. 

It was the black ba-by’s moth-er. | 
‘“Bress its lit-tle heart! T thought 

  
  

              
    

Pd lost it, sure!” she eried, as she 
caught the ba-by upin her arms and 
be-gan to hug and kiss it. 

Jill felt so bad-ly a-bout giv-ing



up her ‘live doll,” that her mam-ma, 

to com-fort 

her, made a 
fun-ny cap 
out of some 

brown pa- 
per and said 
she would 

tell her and 

Jack a sto- 

ry a-bout a 
lit-tle boy 
she knew 
who used 

to wear a 

cap that 

  

  

  

  

  

  
  

  
  

  

  

  

        
  

  

  

  
  

  
  

  

  
    
  

    

  
  

  

  
  
    
  
    
  
      

    
        

  
      

    
  
  
          
    

                
    

            
                
                

      
  
  

  
                  

        
    
  

  

                      
          
            
  

  
        
  

          

                        

        
            

    
          

          
  
          
          

looked some-what like this one. 
“The first time I saw him,” said 
mam-ma, “he was sit-ting on the top



of a fence play-ing his flute. It was 
one sum-mer when pa-pa and I were 
spend-ing a few daysin a lit-tle vil- 
lage a-mong the Alps. I had been 
out rid-ing on horse-back, and had 
stopped by a field of wheat to pick 
some pret-ty blue corn-flow-ers and 

: , bright red pop-pies. 
| “T knew the boy 
/was a shep-herd, 
from the long crook 
by his side. Down 
in the val-ley I could 
see a flock of sheep, 
and as the boy play- 

“ed up-on his flute, 
che came slow-ly up the hill-side 
one by one. 

_ “Pierre (for that was the boy’s 
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name as I found out af-ter-ward) did 
not at first see me. But when I 
spoke, he turned quick-ly round, 
took off his fun-ny hat, and made a 
low bow. — 

“T liked his bright, earn-est face, 
and asked him where he lived. 
““Down yon-der, he said point- 

ing to a lit-tle cot-tage down in the 
val-ley, ‘and that is my sis-ter,’ he— 

add-ed, ‘the lit-tle girl pick-ing 
flow-ers o-ver there in the field. 
She of-ten comes up here to help 1 me 
take care of the sheep.’ 

“<Are there an-y more lit-tle sis- 
ters or broth-ers at home?’ I asked. 

“There are six of us in all,’ said 
Pierre, ‘three girls and three boys, 
and I am the eld-est. Our fath-er



        
    

              
        

        
  
        
    
  
        

  
  

  
            
    
  

    

            
  

                          
                                    
            
        
  

    
                
        

                                                          

                  
    
  

  
  

        
  
  

      
          
  
  
                
  

  

            
    
              
                      
  

          
      

  
  
              
  

                  

  
  
    
  

        
                        
          
      

              
    
  

                  
    
          
      
      
      

    
  
  
  

  

  

  

 



is dead and our moth-er has to work 
ver-y hard. IL wish I were a man!’ 

“*Why, what would you doif you 
were a man?’ said I. 

“Oh, [ would go to the big: cit- 
ies, said Pierre, ‘and earn lots of 
mon-ey, so that my poor moth-er 
need not work so hard.’ 
“The next win-ter when we were 

in Bas-el, a pret-ty town on the 
riv-er Rhine, I saw one day a lit-tle 
boy on the cor-ner of a street that 
made me think of Pierre. He was 
much small-er, and his face was far 
more plump, but still there was a 
look a-bout the mouth and eyes that 
was ver-y much like Pierre. 

He had’ a small boot-black stand, 
and asked pa-pa, as we were pass-



ing by, if he might black his boots. 
I stopped and asked the lit-tle boy 

his name. I found it was the same 

as Pierre’s, and then I knew the lit-tle 

        

  
boot-black must be one of Pierre’s 

broth-ers. The whole fam-i-ly had 

moved to Bas-el, and all the chil-dren 

who were old e-nough to work were



do-ing some-thing to help thei 
moth-er. A rich man who heard 
Pierre play-ing on his flute one day, 
had ta-ken him to his home and 
giv-cn him the best of teach-ers. 

Not long af-ter, I saw that Pierre 
was play-ing in pub-lic. Ev-er-y 
one says he will be a great man 
one of these days, and, what is far 

bet-ter, I am sure he will be as good 
as he 1s great, for — ” | 

‘ Bow-wow-wo-ow!” 
Mam-ma stopped in the midst of 

her sto-ry, and Jill cried out, “Why, 

that is not Bru-no! he nev-er barks 
in that way. It sounds just lke 
Tow-ser, un-cle Ned’s lit-tle dog.” 

And sure e-nough, there in the 
par-lor was Tow-ser all dressed up



  

   



in his best blue rib-bons and sit-ting 
up as straight as a judge i in the big 
arm-chair. 

“Tow-ser wants to tell you what 
he has found,” said un-cle Ned, who 
had come in. with-out knock-ing. 

“What a pit-y it is he can’t talk, 
he does try so hard to make us 
un-der-stand!” said Jill. 

At this Tow-ser be-gan to wag 
his tail and shake his paws. 

‘Look out of the win-dow,” said 

un-cle Ned, “and you will see what 
-~Tow-ser found.” 

So Jill ran to the win-dow and 
looked out. 

“Oh dear!” cried Jack, “how I 
wish I could see too! Do tell me 
what it 1s!”



“Hush!” said Jill, “don’t an-y- 
bod-y make a bit of noise, and do 
please shut the door, un-cle Ned, so 
Tow-ser can’t eet out.” ; 

“Allright! PU Keep Co LS 
hold of Tow-ser’s col- is Shoe 
lar,” said un-cle Ned. “a2. = 
“He'd like to jump ee 
right through the win- “low-panes 
but one mouse a day is quite 
e-nough for him.” 

Just at the root of an old oak-tree 
in the yard, Jill could see a great 
white toad-stool. And just un-der 
the toad-stool was a ti-ny gray 
mouse, sit-ting on his hind feet like 
a squir-rel, and eat-ing an a-corn. 

“The dear, cun-ning lit-tle thing!” 
cried Jill. 

     



  

   



“How I wish I could have it for 
a pet.” 
“Uh!” said — Ned; “what 

a wish! Now, as for me, Yd rath-er 

have Tow-ser for a pet than all the 
mice in the world.” 

“But L on-ly want this one. I 
don’t want ‘all the mice ee 
in the world!’” said Jill. A 

“Nor all the rats?” == 
asked un-cle Ned with a laugh. 
“Now you are teas-ing me,” said 

Jill. “You know ver-y well that lL 
can’t bear the sight of a hor-rid rat. 
A dear, pret-ty, soft, lit-tle gray 
mouse like this is a dif-fer-ent thing.” 

“Did you ev-er hear the sto-ry of 
old Bish-op Hat-to and his Mouse 
Tow-er on the Rhine?” asked un-cle. 

 



‘“Ney-er,” said Jack and Jill in 

one breath; “but it was at Bas-el on 

the Rhine where mam-ma_ found 

Pierre?” | : | 

“Pierre? Who is Pierre?” said 
un-cle Ned. 

Then Jill re-peated the sto-ry of 
the shep-herd boy who wanted to 
help his moth-er and who had learned 
to play so fine-ly on his flute. © 

“Well, that is a pret-ti-er sto-ry 
than mine,” said un-cle Ned, “for old 

Bish-op Hat-to was a hard, cru-el 
man. He built his Tow-er close by 
the riv-er Rhine at Bin-gen, not 
at Bas-el, and made all the ships 
that passed that way pay him a 
heav-y toll. | 

“One year there came so much rain



that near-ly all the crops were 
spoiled. Then Bish-op  Hat-to 
bought up all the corn he could 
                                                                
  

                                        
      
                                
                    
                                                                                                                                                        
                                                      
                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                              
                                                                                                                                                                                              
                      

  

        
      

  

              
                                                                  

    
      

                      
  

  

    

  
    

  
                                                                

                          

  
                    

              

            

  
          

  

          

    

    
      

                
      
                          
        
    

  

  

find, and sold it at so high a price 

that none but the rich could buy an-y 

of him. <A great man-y poor peo-ple 

died of hun-ger, but Bish-op Hat-to 

had so cru-el a heart that he still 

kept the corn locked up in great 

barns.



“At last the rats and the mice 
be-gan to gnaw holes through the 
doors, and what do you think ? They 
not on-ly ate up the corn, but they 
ate up the Bish-op too. He saw 
them com-ing, and ran up in-to his 
Tow-er, but no locks nor bolts could 
keep out that great arm-y of rats and 
mice.’ 

“Oh, how dread-ful!” cried Jill. 
“Yes,” said Jack; “but [ think it~ 

was good e-nough for that cru-el old 
-Bish-op.” 

“The Tow-er is stand-ing now, "said 
un-cle Ned, “and the peo-ple of Bin- 
gen al-ways speak of it as ‘Bish-op 
Hat-to’s Mouse Tow-er.,’ ” 

“Can't you tell us an-oth-er sto- 
ry a-bout rats and mice?” asked



 
 
 
 
 
 

                                              
V7 

y) 2 
            

i 

Hy 

lL 
i
e
 

—
—
 

HU 
Uy 

TELM 

| 

          
Hl 

                  
y 

W
U
 

hi) 
y 

W
i
 

lj 
L
E
,
 

i
y
 

Te 
    

 
 

      
 



99 Jill, “that isn’t quite so — so — 
“So hor-rid as that ?” laughed un- 

cle Ned. ‘“ Well, let me see; there 
is the sto-ry of the Pi-per of Ham- 
el-in.” 

“Oh! do, do tell us a-bout it!” 

cried both the chil-dren. 
Then un-cle Ned be-gan to tell 

them how, years a-go, the lit-tle Ger- 

man cit-y of Ham-el-in was so 0-ver- 
run with rats and mice that the peo- 
ple could hard-ly hear them-selves 
speak. 

“But why didn't they have some 
traps or some cats to catch the rats?” 
asked Jill. 

“Oh! there were too man-y of 
them. ‘Rats! why, they fought the 
dogs and killed the cats, and bit the



ba-bies in their cra-dles!’ But one 
day a fun-ny-look-ing man with a 
sort of a flute in his hand, came to the 

May-or of the cit-y: 

“<His queer long coat from heel to 
head, 

Was half of yel-low, half of red; 
And he him-self was tall and thin, 

With sharp blue eyes each like a pin.’ 

“ He told the May-or that if the 
peo-ple would give him a thou-sand 
pieces of sil-ver, he would a-gree to 
car-ry off all the rats.” 

“They must have been gelad 
e-nough to do that,” said Jack. 

“Well,” said un-cle Ned, “they said 

they would give him fif-ty thou-sand 
pieces of sil-ver, if he would real-ly



clear their cit-y of all the rats. So 
he be-gan to play up-on his flute, 
and in a trice ‘great rats, small rats, 
lean rats, brown rats, black rats, 

gray rats from all parts 
€@ of the cit-y came troop- 
i, ing af-ter the Pip-er.” 

: “How = fun-ny 

    
Art , they must have 

al * looked!” laughed 
Ate LC Jill. 

“THE RAT-CATOHER'S HOUSE, “oT have no 

doubt they did, but the fun-ni-est 
and best part of it all was this: as 
soon as the Pip-er came to the riv-er 
We-ser, he took one step for-ward, 
and therats jumped in-to the wa-ter!” 

“And were they all drowned?” 
asked Jill.



“All but one, who swam a-cross, 
and lived to tell the sto-ry !” | 

“But rats don’t talk, un-cle Ned 
-—it isn’t a true sto-ry you are tell- 
ing us!” cried Jack. 

“Oh! as to the truth of the story” 
re-plied un-cle Ned, “TI shall leave 
that to the peo-ple of Ham-el-in to de- 
cide. bButif you don’t be-lieve what 
I have al-read-y told you, I don’t 
think you will be-lieve the rest of 
the sto-ry.” | 

“But what was it? We want to — 
hear it all,” said both the chil-dren. 

“There is not much more to tell. 
When the Pi-per asked for his thou- 
sand pieces of sil-ver, the peo-ple 
would not give them to him, 
and—”



    

  
  
  

  

  

    
            
  

    
  
  

  
  

  
    
              
  
  

        
  

    
  

    
  
    

  

  
  

            
          
    

            
  

    
  

    
                
                  
  
      
  

  
  
                
    
  

          
    

  
  

    
    

        

              
    

  
          
    
  

        
  
  

          
    

    
  
            
  

        
  

    
    
              
  
  
  
          
  

    
              

    
  

      

                  
          
   



“ But they said they would give 

him fif-ty thou-sand pieces,” said 

Jill. 
“Yes, but it is oft-en eas-ler to 

make a prom-ise than to keep it; 

and af-ter the cit-y was cleared of 
the rats the peo-ple did not want to 
ceive him so much mon-ey. Then 

the Pi-per took up his flute a-gain 

and be-gan to play. This time all 

the chil-dren of the cit-y—all save 

one who was lame and an-oth-er who 

was dumb—be-gan to fol-low him. 

“But he didn’t take them to the 

riv-er, did he?” cried Jill. 

“No, not to the riv-er, but to the 

moun-tains.” | 
“And didn’t they ev-er come 

back a-gain?” asked Jill.



“Tthink not, but you must ask 

the peo-ple of Ham-el-in a-bout that,” 
said un-cle Ned; and then he took 

a book out of his pock-et and read 
them all of Brown-ing’s poem. 

“T think the chil-dren ought to 

have ee at home with their moth- 
a ers—they ought not 

to have fol-lowed that 
queer, old  Pi-per,” 

said Jill, with a grave 
lit-tle nod of her head. 

“Yes,” said Jack, 

“but if the peo-ple of 

Hasbel-in had kept their prom-ise, 

he wouldn’t have called them a-way.” 
When Jack got bet-ter he did not 

for-get to let the lit-tle finch out of 
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its cage just as soon as it could use 
its Wings. 

He nev-er found the finches’ Seek 
but one day when he and Jill were 
down in the marsh-y field by the 
brook, they found a ver-y large nest 
made of tufts of grass. There were 
four eggs in it of a dull-white col-cr 
marked with black. 

While they were look-ing at it 
they heard a sud-den whirr of wings 
o-ver their heads. | 

It was the moth-er bird, a large 
black-and-white snipe. | 

“Tt would be cru-el to take the 
nest a-way,” said Jill. © 

—  «Ves,.” said Jack; “but we can 
come down here once in a-while 
and watch the young birds.”
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gRETNA BERG is a_ little 
7 girl who was born in the far 

North. She does not live there now, 
but she likes to tell me what she 
used to see and do in that strange, 
bleak land. The days and nights 
there are six months long—just 
think of that! But the people do 
not seem to mind it much. They 
sleep just about as many hours as 
we do, and they learn to do all their



work by candle light when they 
have no sun. ‘The sledges that take 
them over the ice and snow look 
SOIGuTL like ins! cradles on run- 

SS = 
  

      

                      

    

  

    
  

  
  

  

    

    
  

  
                    
  

  

ners. One day. when Gein and 
her little brothers were rolling a big 
snow-ball up to the house, they saw 
something coming along the road, 
now on all fours, and now standing 
up straight like aman. What could 
it be? At first they were afraid,and



 
 
 
 

 
 

 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 

 
 

 
 

 
 

 
 

  
 
 

 
 

 
 

 
 

 
 

 
 

                                        
      

 
 

 
 
 
 

 
 

 
 

  
 
 

 
 

 
 

 
 

 
 
 
 

 
 
 
 

 
 
 
 
 
 

 
 

 
 
 
 

 
 
 
 
 
 

 
 
 
 

 
 

 
 

 
 

 
 

 
 

 
 

 
 
 
 

 
 
 
 

 
 
 
 

 
 

 
 

 
 

 
 

 
 
 
 
 
 

 
 

 
 
 
 

 
 

 
 
 
 

    
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 

 
 
 
 
 
 

 
 
 
 
 
 

 
 
 
 

 
 

 
 

 
 

 
 

 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 

                                            
 
 
 
 
 
 

 
 
 
 

 
 
 
 

 
 

 
 

 
 

 
 

 
 

 
 

 
 

 
 

 
 

 
 

       



ran back to the house. Then Fritz, the 

oldest brother, came out again and the 
monkey looked down the road. “Per- 
haps he wants to show us something,” 
said Gretna. So all the children ran 
down the road to see. The monkey was | 
delighted and ran ahead on all fours. 

Gretna was close behind and was 
the first to see a small black spot in 
the new-fallen snow. The monkey 
began to dig in the snow with his 
fingers. Then the children saw a 

_ poor manin the big, white drift. The 
children helped him up and led him 
to the nearest house. <A _ bowl of 
nice hot broth was given the man 
and after he had taken it he told 

them his story. He had travelled all 
the way from Italy, with his monkey



and his fiddle. He was going to find 
a brother who lived in the north of 
Russia, but, somehow, he had lost — 
his way. He had had nothing to 
eat for two days. Poor man! It 
was no wonder that he fell down in 
the snow faint with hunger. If it 
had not been for Beppo, the monkey, 
and those kind little children he 
would surely have frozen to death. 

Beppo had a good dinner that day, 
as well as his master. How the 
children did laugh when he danced 
a jig and turned head over heels! He 
had a little gun and a cap and coat 
just like a soldier’s. When his 
master made a sign with his finger, 
Beppo would take the gun and 
make believe load it; then he would



“shoulder arms,” aim, fire, and go 

through the whole drill as if it were 

great fun. pee nad a little stick, 

| ior too, that 

he would 

mount 

and ride 

just as if 
it were a 

pony. 

Beppo’s 
master. 
told them 

that he 

belonged 
to Pedro 

Z and 'Tes- 
Sees sa, the lit- 

tle girl and ‘books he had left at home in 
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Italy. It was hard for them to part 
with Beppo, but he had promised to 
eet them another monkey when he 
came back. Beppo and the fiddle 
would help him pick up a good 
many pennies on the way, and the 
monkey was to be given to the little 
cousins they had never seen, in 
Russia. Gretna’s papa and mamma 
were very kind to the poor Italian. 
He stayed with them until he was 
quite strong and well. 

~ When the weather grew a little 
warmer, and the short summer be- 
gan, he said he must be on his way 
again. The children were very 
sorry to say “eood-by” to Beppo. 

Karl tried to dress up his little kit- 
ten in some doll’s clothes and make
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him carry a stick for a gun. But 
the kitten did not seem to like it as 
wellas the monkey. 

Gretna says they used to play 
    

    

  
  

            
    

                                  
                        
  

            
            
          

        
    

  

  
            

                

                
                          
  

          
  

    
                    
      
                

  

  
    
          
  
  

          
                                      

  
  
                  
  

  
  

      
  

    

  
down on the beach when summer 

came. All along the shore in Swe- 

den there are high, gray cliffs, rocky 

islands, and dangerous reefs. ‘The 

waves dash up on the beach with



a loud roar. They wear off bits of 
rock till they are as round and 
smooth as marbles. These, Gretna 
and her little brothers and _ sisters 
used to pick up and carry home to 
play with. Sometimes they would 
dig wells in the 
soft sand, with big 
shells, and let the 
tide come in and 
fill them up with 
water. | 

But Fritz liked 
to build forts, best 
of all. Every lit- 
tle inlet of the sea 
leads to some beau- 
tiful valley in among the steep 
crags. Here, all through the short. 

  

  
  

  

    
 



hot summer lovely flowers grow. 
Gretna says she used to find tall 

white lilies, and vines covered with — 
glossy green leaves and bright red 
blossoms. One day all the children 
started off for a walk. 
Suddenly they heard a funny 

“peep,” “peep,” among the bushes. 
Gretna climbed in through the vines, 
and there, hidden by great trumpet- 
shaped flowers, was a bird’s nest, 
full of little birds! The flowers 
looked like what we call morning- 
olories and were twined all about 
the nest. A bright butterfly had 
come to sip some honey out of them. 

The mother bird was not there; 

she had flown away to get some 
worms and bugs for her little ones.



The children stayed a long time, 
watching the nest and waiting for 
the mother bird to come back. Baby 
Karl who was just learning to creep, 

missed Gret- 
na, Kleim, 

Fritz and his 

other little 
playmates. 

om He thought 
|, hewould try 

CS 1)( Meeee? Ng to find them. 
Se. So when his 
z  mammawas 

not looking, 
he crept out of the yard as fast as 
his little knees would carry him. 
He could not see the children, so 

he kept on through the wood-path 
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just back of the house. Spitta, the 
little dog, followed him, and then 
ran far ahead. Baby Karl tried to 
call him back, but 

Spitta had found 
something. What 
do you think it 
was? It was round 
asa ball, and all 

covered with sharp 
points. Could it 
be alive? It rolled over and over as 
fast as Spitta could run. 

The little dog had never seen any- 
thing like it before. 
~ He pushed it first with one paw 
and then with the other. 

Suddenly he started back with a 
loud howl. The children heard him  



and ran back to see what was the 
matter. Poor Spitta! He had been 
playing with a hedgehog, and there, 
in each paw was a long sharp spine 
that he could not get out. 

This is the only way a hedgehog 
can protect himself. He cannot bite 
like a dog or scratch lke a cat, and 
so he throws these spines or prick- 
les from his funny little body when- 
ever he is in danger. — 

Gretna took Spitta up in her arms, 
and tried to get the spines out of his 
poor little paws. 

Then she went back to the house 
and held him just as she would a 
baby. It was funny to see him alt 
done up in a blanket, holding out 
his paws for Gretna to doctor!
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All this time Baby Karl had been 
creeping off into the woods. He 
thought it was fine fun to pick the 
bright flowers and berries all along 
the path. But at last he grew very 

tired, and 
                    
                                          
  
                                                
            cried = him- 

self to sleep. 
Now it so 

h ap pene d 

that the chil- 
dren’s papa 
was out gun- 
ning; he had 

Sy a Just started 2 Sse up a nest of 

wild fowl. 
As he push- 

ed away the lone erass where they 
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were hidden, he saw — what do you 
think? Why! little Baby Karl fast 
asleep with the tears still wet on his 
rosy cheeks. Poor mamma! she 
had been hunting everywhere for 
her baby, and when she saw papa 
coming across the fields with little 
Karl in her arms, she just cried for — 
joy. She could not wait for them 
to come up to the house, but ran out 
to meet them. Oh! how she hugged 
and kissed the dear baby! 

Little Karl opened his blue eyes 
very wide, and tried in his baby talk 
to tell them where he had been. 

“Just think what might have be- 
come of my little boy if papa had 
not found him!” said mamma with 
a shiver; “I shall never dare to let
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{77 . him go out of my sight again 
On their way back to the house 

a red fox darted by them with a 
poor goose in his mouth. Mamma 
hugged Baby Karl closer still, and 
papa said: 

San 

“Tt was a kind, 
SN 

watchful Kye and 
loving Hand that 
took care of my 
little boy in that 
dreadful wood.” 

Before night, 
Karl’s papa had 
found the fox’s 

  
    

the whole brood. 
But the woods in that part of 

Sweden are full of wild animals.



Gretna says they often heard the 
wolves howling 
night. When m 
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MAMMA AND BABY KARL, 

said; “nor speak 

about the house at 
amma came home 
with Baby Karl in 
her arms, and told 
the children where 
papa found him, 
they forgot all 

about Spitta and 
his lame paws. 

It seemed as if 
they could not hug 
and kiss their dear 
baby brother half 
enough. 
“We will never 

run away from 
him again,” they 
cross to him, even



though he broke all his best play- 
things.” There was one corner in 
the woodshed where the children 

always played on rainy days. 
Sapa old boots were here, and 

a funny green 
| jacket he used. to 

- wear when he 
went a-gunning. 
There were some 
old gray blank- 
ets, too, that some 

soldier uncle had 

, used incamp, and 
+a lot of broken 

> tools. With these 
= Fritz and Klein 

would get up all 

sorts of plays. Their favorite game 

pry LU li. 

    

            

   



was “ hunting elephants,” just as 
they had seen it pictured in their 
story books. The old gray army 
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blankets put over boxes, they called 
the elephants, and all the children 
armed with broken tools played



the part of hunters! One les when 
they were playing out in this old 
woodshed, me wind began to blow 
very hard. 

Tt shook the whole building, and 
the children were so_ frightened 

they all ran back into the house. 
Baby Karl began to cry, but the 

nurse took him in her arms, and 

sat down by the old fireplace. 
How the winds whistled round 

the chimney! But Baby Karl only 
heard the soft lullaby, and was 
soon fast asleep. 

The other children watched the 
storm from the window; they could 
see the angry sea dash. against the 
rocks. They wondered if any boats 
were out on the water.



The roar of the waves sounded 
like thunder. The surf looked like 
oreat sheets of snow. | 

_. ritz rolled up a piece 
@> of paper, and played 
y it was a spy glass. 
fa “O Gretna! Klein!” 
g he cried, “I do see a_ 

a boat close by the rocks. 
~~ The waves will surely 

dash it all to pieces. Oh! how L 
wish we could. help the poor 

men that are in it!” | 

Just as he spoke the boat struck 
against one of the nearer rocks. 
It was close to the shore, but the 

waves were so high that no one 

dared to go out in a life-boat to 
their rescue.  
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Suddenly, Fritz saw two great 
dogs leap into the surf. 

They swam toward the wreck, 
and then he lost sight of them. 

These dogs belonged to one of 

the fishermen who lived close by 
the shore. 

The children had often seen— 

them when they | 

were playing on 
the beach. 

One was black 

and white with 

long shagey hair. 
This was Hric. 

The other was 

of adull tan color. 

  

TO THE RESCUE. 

His master called him Einar. 

In such a storm as this, Kric and



Kinar were better than life-boais. 
It was not long before the child- 

ren saw one of these dogs come 
ee SWimmine to land 

swith something in 
| his mouth. — 

They wished they 
were near enough 
to see what it was. 
Crowds of people 

= were running to and 
var vance = fg) son =the beach, 

and they could hear a loud cheer- 
ing as Eric swam ashore. 

A. little while after, Kinar came 
back with something in bis mouth, 
and again. the people shouted. 

Fritz begged his mother to let 
him put on his rubber. boots and  



big waterproof cape, so thai ae 
could run down to the _ beach. 
He was sure he could do some- 

thine to help, if he were only 
there! The other children longed 
to go, too, but mamma said that 

Fritz was the only 
one who was old 
enough, and strong 
enough, to be of 
any help. 

Fritz felt very 
much like a man 
as he put on his 
coat and boots, and : 
ran down to the shore. He got 
there just in time to see.Eric swim 
ashore with a little fair-haired child 
about as old as Baby Karl. 

    

 



Eric had found it upon the wreck 
and brought it safe to shore. 

The father and mother were both 
drowned and no one knew to whom 
the little child belonged. 

“Oh papa!” cried Fritz, “let us 
take it home to be a twin brother — 
for Baby Karl!” 
Then all the people laughed; but 

Fritz had taken such a fancy to the 
child, that papa said he might carry 
it home and keep it tull they found 
some one to claim it. | 

Kric growled a little as Fritz 
took the baby off. He seemed _ to 
think that no one had quite so 
good a right to it as he! 

All the children were watching 
at the window for Fritz; all but
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Baby Karl, who had just waked 
up from his nap, and was now 
ready for his bread and milk. 

As Fritz opened the door Karl 
was just folding 
his little hands 
together as he 
had seen papa 
do when he said 
2race. 

Oh! how the 
children shouted 
when they saw 
what Fritz had 
brought home. 

“A baby?” cried mamma, “why! 
where did you get it?” 

Then Fritz told them how Eric, 
the brave dog, had saved the baby’s 

  

    
  
                  

    
      
      

   



life, and how he had begged papa 
to let him take it home to be a 

twin brother to little Karl. 
But when the children put the- 

two babies side by side, they saw 
that no one would 
ever take them to— 
be twins. Karl 
was a funny roly- ) 
poly little fellow, : 
with red chubby ; 
cheeks and_ blue - 
eyes full of mis- 7/ 
chief. The new | 
baby was a shy, quiet little thing, 
with great brown eyes, dark hair, 
and a pale, sober face. 

It was hard to tell which was 
the prettiest. 
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They all learned to love the new 

baby very much, and hoped that 

no one would come to claim him. 

But one evening as papa was 

looking over his paper, he saw 

something that seemed to trouble 
him. Gretna was 
mending her stock- 

ines at the other 

side of the table, 

and asked him 

what he had found. 

Then he read aloud 

to them all, an an- 

swer to the notice 
he had put in the 

on ™ paper the very 

week the baby was found. _ 
Somewhere in Switzerland there 

 



was an auntie and a grandma who 
wanted the baby very much. | 

So of course they must give it 
up. All the next 
day the children |, — 
could talk of noth- 
ing else. 

Fritz sat down 
and wrote a letter 
to baby’s auntie. 
He told her how 
very much they 
loved it, and want- 
ed to keep it. 

Then all the children put a line 
at the end. Even little Karl tried 
to write something. Fritz let him 
hold the pencil, while he wrote: 
“Please do let my twin-baby stay!” 
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But when they took the letter 
to mamma she said: 

“Much as we love the dear baby, 

we must remember it does not  be- 

long to us. It is better to make up 
our minds at once to give it up.” 

Then she called Gretna to her and 
said she would 
tell her just what 
to write. 

The little girl 
often wrote letters 
for her mamma, 

whose eyes were 
not very strong. 

She had a clear, 
pretty hand, and 

| would write down 

carefully all her mamma told her. 

 



It was not many days after this 
that the baby’s auntie and grandma 
came. They took the baby home 
with them, and the children were 

very lonesome. 
A few weeks after, a great box 

came from Switzerland. On _ the 
cover was written: 

“To Fritz, Gretna and all ‘the 
little brothers and _ sisters.” 

I can’t begin to tell you all the 
beautiful things imside that won- 
derful box. 

There was a — clock for 
Gretna, carved so that it looked 

just like a Swiss cottage. When 
it struck the hours, a little bird 

came out of one of the windows 
and sang a song. —
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Fritz had a bow and arrow and 
target. 

Klein found a_ beautiful music 
box with his name on it, and then 

there were all sorts of curious Swiss ' 
toys for the other children. 
Next day another box came. It 

was larger than the other, and open 
on one side just like a hen-coop. 

And in it—what do you think 
they found? 
Why! a pet fawn—‘“to take the 

place of their little playmate—” so 
the letter said. | 

It was a beautiful creature with 
long silken ears, and soft brown 
eyes. It would eat out of the chil 
dren’s hands, and follow them wher- 

ever they went.



A year ago, Gretna and all her 
brothers and sisters came here to 
America to live. 

They brought the fawn with them 
and although it has two horns now, 
it is still very tame and gentle. 

Gretna likes the new home in 
America, but she is never tired 
of telling about her life in Sweden. 
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