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bodiss are composed mostly of water, mdl‘ﬂa is good 1o me! They ain't nobody ao!.

i will sutfer extremely if it is not supplied in good as Pete in the whole world” Then be
(44 G0t Aoubied (NSLINED BAVe Gome o et POmMe manver., Water is eo plenty thal we cotches hold o' me an’ we picks up the fid-
racs Whers oach one bas established his bearu |d0 1ot realize its worth. Eliza Cook well dle. an' the woman opens the door for us.
-::d 'un:u:uogtg;hé: m?jo%mrnq t?gn:iﬂ‘ SRy E: /80" tells us not 10 forgit wheer the shop is
sway; whenoe if he mmﬁnnun he :n.:‘m pe s| . Traverse the desert and then you can fell 'bot to come 1o her w'en we's stuck an’ can't
randerer, and {f he returns he oeases 4o ws der What treasures exist in the cold, derp well; git nosupper. Bat [ don’t know wot made
andition from Civil Law, ’fgg :;‘.;";E"n:“;“rzgf orgaw%a“rch:fwe:ﬁh‘.’mm . ,::er:mn‘ st the do:\-‘r 13' cty while she was

" [lookin’ artyr us. We didn’'t do nothin’ to

Then
Siay at homs, my Deari, and rest |make hercry. An'I dont know wot made

Che bird Is safost in the nest;
O'er all that futter their wings ana fiy |the young un cry nuther. An’'—bust me!
: I [ don’t Know wot made me most up an’ ery

We made a trip 1o Pine Island, which lies
wedge-like parallel with the outer key.|

* bawk i» hovering 1o the eky."
—Lougtellev too. [ wonder wot it was?

“But that ain’t wot [ was goin’ to tell yer
Here we found the cocos-nut and lemon about Santy Klaus, on’y it was just that time
trees, the uranches laden down with mag- | we nsed to have lots 0’ fun lookin’ in the
pificent frait  Here we came across certain |shop windies seein’ the Cbristmas trees an’
diminutive Robioson Crusces which excitea |thines. An’ wottickied bim more nor any-
our sympathies. Oao this island, with a rad |thing else was the Santy Klauses with the
looking and dilapidated father, lived four|bsge o’ toys an’ things piled on their backs
children. You approached the place throuzh | He axed me wunst ‘Did I b'lisve there was
shallows barely wvavigable with a light [reely 8 S8an'y Kisus? Wal, the night afore
draoght bosat at high tide. A ramshackle ! Chrismus we was sleepin’ down to B. F
structure on rotten piles was the lavding | Harrimas & Co,'s in a big packin’ box fall o'
Fhis settlement was twenty miles from any- |¢traw, wot they'd left on the pavewent, an’

¥, and these would
given than the silhouette of
Willie. She lifted up ber bands and spelled,
- rgoa starting out to hunt s publisher

-\ now
| And Willie laughed and nodded and made

e her a sigu of good-b
ThoJ:nnt aum,;m of the evening fell

The poems were usually short,
d seomtive in rhyme and rhythm. Willie's
gights and the|sround her like a blessing as she wenton.
or humor of the sitnations| Fire-flies were filling one field, asifa con-
people around him;|fisgration under that partionlar ground sent
:|up endless streams of sparks. She smelled
his delight in grass; |the budding elders, and was reminded of
the psnorsma of sky snd field as it marched |tile-like bita in her past, fitted oddly to
across his eye; the grotesque thongh heartily |etber.

huwan family party made by old man| Martin ived but a few steps beyoud the
Parsons and his wife. where balf of their de- |village. Sbe had been ta'king a mere mo
scendants, unable to get into the small|ment with Naney Eilen, and had not yet en-
house sat on the fence while the rest ate din- | tered the room where the preacher lay when
oer. Wiltie was deaf, but he bad inward |some other reighbor came in wi'h excite
music. Every smooth and lguid stanzs|ment, snd said sloud. over the whispered
was Jike wine to to his mother. She com-|ta/k of the mourning honse, that something

vared his poems to Burne’, and could not|was wrong down at the depot :
find the “Mountain Dalsy” & whit better| ““That express has run into something
than her poet’s sung about the woods ip|sgsin,” proclaimed the neighbor, “and
froet, looks, by the way folke run, as it wasn't &

THE HOxE IN YINME TO vOnE.
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BY BEEN & REXPORD.

The flowers are desad that made = Sammer
splendor : ;
By wayside pooks and on the sunny hill

And wl;h regrels Lhese bearts of ours prow ten-
er,
Ag sometimes all hearts will,

We loved the blossoms for the
e iiiten ¥ bhelped w0
The lives so dark with wearying toll and care
As hoves and dreams forever help to lighten
[be heavy losds we besr. d

How like ’tet:’e fowers, whose trassient iife is
ended,
The ht;.pﬂ #nd dreams are. that {or one briel
our,
Mske ‘Efa“'d heart a garden bright and splen.

About love's latticed bower.

Oue little bour of a!most perfect pleasure,
A foretaste of the happiness Lo come,
Toen sudden Irosi—the garden yields 118 treas
ure.
And stande in sorrow, dumb.

Florida Robinson Crusoes
| Harpir's Magazine. |
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el quarry rises falr.
Light, sav ' to gu!de his hand,
bis roul's com
¥ . ‘with fleecy lawn,
 BLArE g Je in the early dawn,
M ‘:r 1'-.' it “The :ucl, aiviniog 1ts
sy in slience and unaware.

: : band ned wrought
' ":.-":' erful tnought;

Bleepyland.
BY LAURA E RICHAEDS.

Baby's been in Siecpyland,

Over the hills, over 1 _e hills;

Baby's vern 10 Sleepyiand,
All the ramny morning.

From the cradle where she lay,
Up s~ jun ped anud flew away,
For Sleepyland 18 brighi and gay
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- THE FAIKFIELD POET.
Y H. Catherwood, in Harper's Bazar,]

Even Mr Harbison thought well of Wil- |cow this time.
been killed by that ratiroad.”

dream was this: Iu the yesrs to be he'
ve th umnainhl:mngdm;
: 4 1 A,
Soll 1o Sark ea wili dream alone;
sive 1) Bud s way
toe llgnt of day.
bt'tllllh star or sun

genios ha- nol wom.
boy toll«d on.
He

reno®n in the land ol art;
n'ptor s H
gu?nelwd AWAY

-ai

him
to their place when the poet was out of the| Harbison, feeling her head full of wheels,
house. “It was all quiet when I was there &8 minute
inpgon in the world. A dozen fimesa year |ag:
he Jeft the grinding of the mill to meet hi
old choms at the capital, or to
the action of his blood in Chicage. A coup!+
wrought with might | ,f stimulating dass tinctored and n.ade en
durable his month
lnxurious tastes can not lose his tastes with

his means,

formsnces. They were smuggied o
the mother, ard carefuolly returned

by
r Harbvison knew all that was go
quicker
of mill work. A man of

He was s judge of poets, and
d Willie might as well tuke the poet:y as

Enough cows and pigs bas

*1 baven't seen the express,’”’ sald Mrs

‘.lr
“The express has stopped. Good reason’
There's something on the track, I tell ye”

said the neighbor.

Willie's motbher was sure it could not be
Willie. He was conscious of bis infirmiry,
and so cautious that she had long ceased to
be anxious about him. He kpew the Limes
of all the trains with nice exactness, also

to anything, tor business did pot pay & man | Yet she started from the house without

- of

sgazine for Janu-

Harper's M
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. which is never far from the most

sound faculties in these aays.

lives, coutinually trod upon the |calling in play as they loitered howe fron _
st bearted weman in Fairfield. She|school; the days were so long that the cow: | for time and orders wait for nothing. The
Fairfield as s background to her ex | vould not come up the vasture until nearly |*ngineer bad aiready climbed back to bis

but there bad fate vailed her for|7 o'clock.

# beautifully wooded country, pe
the descendants of
and Teunesseeans.
hﬁu_--mu
ﬁlE::. whittling, and jetting like
tobacco fountains upon the meer

i boards. The women mi
) lived lives of primitive simplicit

ed by
wi

buman kindness with siander.
one among them all felt the ol
) - tearing her heart-strings out while|'s

or white Caro | her bauds. Bhe
mail portior | front-door sill w
ty saton the railroad plat |never would pe pressed by the foot of an ar
ne. sprawling their naked |rivingguest. Thisstone sill was high enoogh Villie
for a seat, and she sat down, tilting her sun | bent wheel first. When she found him in-
bonnet back, and smiling at Willie. He|deed laid in the midst of the crowd, she did

ut them on the stepless
ich never had been and

b

ht | was floured from head to foot. Little of his |not believe it. He was not mangled.
.| boyish beauty except its clear innocence re | hones

child-bearing and npeighborly | mained to him. His nose was large for hi»
th esch othqr.‘ but they ssuinegl head, and on his head the auburn curls|[about
And | were shorn to a thin, crisplog layer.

His young eister was putting supper on the
ble in the dining room, his brother we:

ces kept her at & stand stil), |fishing with another boy on the railrcad

0 Dot say her life would bave been more |and up the cow lane came
or her experience richer il she |the slow step and somewbat of the ponderous

ain, | white presence of the walking statue in Dov
the | Giovanni.

livea in the whirl, Ehe was lJ)l
woman who enjoye

of her [ruit treesand flowers
worked with her hands,

his fa.her with

Bat, clos. st knit of a!l this family, mother

Indeed |snd son talked together in silence, some

asnoyed her, and she was undecided | birds in the mulberry-tree over their head:

be made for

The striped s'

a large |making the gnly calline and replying thai|
i1k dresses of her proe- |could be heard. Before Willia reached ber |tiously said one villager to snother. “The

perous days. the frir crape shawls and | he beld vp his hands and sighed in the deal
m nmnﬁllu,‘?gmd ill with bon-|mute language.

his misfortune. The younger boy and gir: [3'w hiscoffin in the wag

leaping like colts upon their few |sitting beside it. Bhbe had to bring him the
sacres, sound in limb and wind, | whole twenty miles from where he died, ina

ol ' .8 of a future sheathed in their | wagon,”

season, and she had
ok was rich and old than

your new inventions,

eldest son, and for him in spite of

pregent, when Willie was tail as a
‘and far up in his teens,
- mother bad a picture of him taken

ambitions for her children, espe-|0y

reacher has come back.”
arbison raised her hards and darted

“The
Mrs.

But she wa:«|ber fingers into various shapes, saying there-

, *Did you see him "
“No,” Willie replied, as swiftly, I only
on, and Nancy Ellen

‘‘Because it wasn't on a railroad?”’
Willie nodded.
His mother wove on: “Poor Nancy Ellen!

* when he was going to school in Cincinnati | Her father wouldn't let her have the preach-

N "{M"l best days, an

~ bis
- misery to build the temple of your home|done.”

his

speaking another word, and ran until she

The hum of bees conld be heard all arounc |reached the crowd.
this nnfinished brick house growing mossy
at the gab es, and its shadow was long on the | her
afternoon sunshine, It was that alert and|norrid
happy time of year when earth’s sap starts|to
new from winter distillation.

You could hear the voices of childrer | been ground under its wheels.

The engine stood hissing; it confronted
with the glare of its eye, &
and remorseless fate, ready

its way with bell-clanging
and all cheerful noise, no matter who bad

The conductor was just stepping on board,

cab; he saw & rununing woman kneel down

forlornest of Indiana railroad| Willlie trudged across lota to supper |on the platferm and draw the boy up from
like an uely scar on the | Mra. Harbison met him at the north side of [ the boards to restin ber arms. Having seen
o |house, having her garden knife snd ra.e iy |much, the engineer torned away his head

and wept out loud; and the train moved on
bearing pale laces that Jooked backward as
‘ong a8 they could discern anvthing

Mrs. Harbison had stumbled over Willie's

His
were sound-—she felt them with »
quick hand. There was no mark
iim excepting a dirty locking spot on
the temple.

*“Willie,"she said, shaking him, “Willie!
Willie!”

““We'll have to carry him home,"” said her
husband at her side, his voice sounding fa:
off as if it came strained through some denss
medium.

‘tShe loocked up, and could not understand
it.

““He's knocked senseless,” the exclaimed.
“Why dorsn’t somebcd, bring water?”

*‘He never knowed what hurt hiw,"” ean

flercel

train was goin’ so last, and he come up from
amoong the houses onto it so fast thatit was
done in a flash.”

‘“*And I don't never want to see no better
boy than Willie Harbison was,” responded
the other,

Bat only his mother—when she bad hin
at home lying in that pomp of death with
which we all shall impress beholders—could
have pronounced the true cration over him
Through her dumb tragedy she wanted to
make deaf-ruute signs to some intelligence
that nere lay one of Nature's poets, with »
gift virgic. and untarnished.

He had pever hunt<d a public. His pubhe

's care. At that time hi-|erfor so long, and turned her off when she | Was the woode and sky, and his critic one
unshorn, and he was{did marry himm Now she isa widow in her|fond woman. Not a live of unesticfied am-

honev-moon, and old man Martin saying he | bition warked his placid face. He bad lived
' days before cottons took their ter-|told her a preacher asold as himsell wasn'i |8 humble, happy life, and sung for the eake
the war, Mr. Harbison had |any match for ber. Did you see her father?|of expression. not for the sake of praise. He

ards. Those were |H
he kert 8 general

80 rapidly that the

e around him felt bolpleulg in-
began his fine brick house, build

erons and artistic plan, at the

mwaking mone

P He

elf with fruit trees, aud have flelds tor
Whether it is & more distinet

& one else inbabit it, or to shel

ow did he sct?™
“Hegot into the wagon by the driver,”

said Willie's fingers,

“Well, that was something for him,”
*‘And they drove to his place.”
“I suppose he'll let her come back and

Id, where he could surround |live at home now."”

“I wish you had seen Nancy Ellen.”
“I'm going to see her alter the milking is

“Seen her by the preacher,”” insisted

for years in a house you have| Willie's passes. “‘8be looked like a captive

power of finishing, the latter fate [coming in chains to Rome "’

_was reserved for the Harbisons. Witha
4Ry aﬁq came down from what had been | that twenty miies is stamped in her mind.”

g

T L world against those wbo fail was em-|at the birds in the mulberry.
ward caught his mother's eye, he wove out

“- 2.3 lm

toa level with

nearly
kept the house|th

opuleace
poverty. They

of mer that it was compars
no grief at all to see the ornamental |in

the bath-room usele:s except as a rub

of Fairfield was now obliged tn
an employe, and the genera! verdict

nuistic envy.

and a meadow, but under such |road

“Yes, I'll be bound she did, Every jolt of

I wish,”” flashed Willie, “I knew wha!
] p'l;onchu supg to himself all along the

“What a notion! You’ll have to fix it up
poetry now, won't you?"’

Iying around the partly pisstered| Willie shook his head many times and
talustrades and newel-post standing | reddened.
beside the skeleton stairway, and to|+ing home from meeting in the dark.”
“Yes, bedid,” affrmed Mrs. Harbison.
The wman who had employed | 'And Nancy Ellen used to histen for him to
become |g0 by their place.”
Their talk paused, and Willie looked up

*“You sald the preacher used to

Havineg after-

 Babit of
t of being 8 woman of constd- |slowly,

not easily forgotton. Mrs Harbi-
th":illnge respect h':r. She

to give to the poorest. She
a m':n who had made & for-

lost it, and sat in the State

than sll, she bhad her chil-|last?

eldest of them a continual surprise

“When in the tree above his head
The sap goes tiv gliug through the hark,

Bhe will recuember it was deaa
And hear him singing in the dark."

“Ol, Willie. is that the first verse or the

Have you written it down?"’

Willies smiled shyly, putiing bis hélt‘

had, after all, only gone t> find the best pub
lisber, and his mother could always hear him
“singing 1n the dark " .
—_— -  —
The High =“chool Girl,

On Baturday she waiks abroad

In jersey, lawn, orsatin:
Her pame iz Adadie. May, or Mand,

she idolizes Latin,

8he loves 1o chat of him who sang
“Arma virumgue cano."”

And sneerg at brainie s belles who bang
The bothersome piano

To boys she pays but little heed,
No matter how tuey tease ‘er;

Of men, she only knows the need
Of Cicero and Cwesar. ™

In algebra she aoes no less
To quantiiies consign us;

X1 dividad by x8
Is equal to x—,

Her heart's awbition she preserves

Like mysterics masonic
Bur talks of sympathetic nerves
Ana centres ganglionic.

Of nights she often takes aturn
At Ovia (Ars Amoris);
Or dreams of hearis wi*h love that burn

As Daphnis did for Chloris.

And if you kissed her blooming cheek
She’d murmur, ‘Stop! Ob, Landie!™
Bhe's pretly. witty, siy, nud sleek,
I1s Addie, May, or Maundie.
—_— e -

“A round of Revelry by *ght.”
As Lord William Lenox was at a breakfast
party, I took the opportunfity to ask him a
question with regard to s dsputed point

I had lately visited Brussels, the city in
which I bad passed my schooiboy days, ana

Every rainy morning.

Whi t did you see in Sieepyland,

Baoy litieat, baby pretidest?

What dit you ree in Sieepy.and,
Ail the ralny worniug?

Saw the sun that gshown fo twinkly,

Baw the gra s that woved 8o crinkly,

Haw tne brook Lthet flowed 20 tnkly,
All the lovely morning.

What did yon hear in Bleepyland,

Over the bills, over ithe uill 7

What dia sou hear in sleepyland,
All ‘be raluy mornlug?

Hesrd the wind that wooed so wooingly,

Heard the doves thal cooed so coolugly,

Heard the cows that moo:d 80 mooiugly,
All the lovely moraing.

" What did you do in Slrepyland,
Baby litilest, baby prettiest?
Wust did youn do in Sleepyland,

All the rainy morning?

Sapg a song with & blue canary,

Danced a danes with a goden falry,

Rode about oo & cinnamon brary,
All the lovely morning.

Would I could go to Sleepyland,

Over the nills, over the hills,

Would | couid go to Sleepyland,
Every rainy moining.

But Sleepvland may never behold

ALY one more than two yvears old,

S0 pror old mammy stays out in the cold,
Every rainy morning.

Gravdpa’s School.

[Mrs, C, E. Bamford in New York Observer,)
Although Grandpa Brown was nearly sev-
enty years of age, stili he was not old to
teach a queer little school for the benefit of
his grandchildren.
At precisely three o'clock every Satur
day afternoon, grandpa tinkled his little
hand bell, and in five minutes there wers
¢ated in a row before him five wideawa:«
grandchildren, three girls and two boys,

The pupils brought no bookato stady, bu!

answer., The:e questionrs were
-ubject the children might select, but they
usually bad reference to something heard

srcises upo.. one allernoon may prove inter
ﬂﬂtlllgo

As soon as the children were all seated
grand pa put on his spectacles, took his ha:
from the table, and opening the first paper
he read as fol'ows:

been learning from an o'd sailor how to tie
various kinds of knots, such as reef knots
loop knots, figure eight knots, ew : now
{his sallor says he can teach me to tie all
kinds of knots but the Gordian knot.,’ Can
you tell me waat that is and how 1o tie it?’
—Frank,

““An.' sald grandpa, when he had finished
reading, ‘'that i: & bard question, indeed; |
could tell you better how the ‘Gordian knot!’
was severed than bow it was made.”

“That will do just as well,” replie! Frank.

“Well,” said giandpa, “the ‘Gordian knot’
was made by a rustic king of Phrygia,
named Gordius, The cord was made from
the fibrous bark of the cornel-tree, and the
knot fastened the ox yoke to the poleof a
wegon which Kiog Gordius bad used. The
knot proved so intricate that no one could
untie 1t, or even find where it began or
ended.”

“The oracle had declared that he who
should untie the knot should be master of
Asia, Alexander the Great was resting his
army after a battie in the city of Gordiam,
abont the year 333 before Christ, and he de-
lermined to untie this celebrated knot but
not being successful, be became impatient,
and striking with his sword he severed the
knot with one blow " :

“That is a good story, grandpa,” replied
Frang; ‘“the next time | see the sailor 1
must tell bim all about it,”

I'be secoud slip was then taken from the
bat, ana the question was this:

*Urandpa s it right to thros stones al
frogs. —Jula

When this question was read, Willie and
Frank looked troubled, as though guilty of
such coudocr. wrandpa did not sppear to
votice this, but remarked ihat frogs were
quite sensitive to pain, and he thought that
no pupil of his would be guilty of pelting
froge. Then turniog to Frank he said, *'|
wish you would bring a frog to school next
Satarday, for | want you to s€e what a pecu-
Liar tongue ithas”

beiore taking their seats they deporited slirs
of paverin grandpa's hat, vn which were
written cer'ain questions that he was to
upon any

«¢en, or read dunog the week, and the ch:il-
dren were alwnys on the alert for & puzzle
question. Pernaps a description of the ex-

“Dear Grandpa—The past week I have

where. The house, the size of asmalisiable.
looked a8 if built years before, and was open
1o all the winds of heaven, As the wincs,
however, are never cold bere, that perhaps
was not important, bnt from April, asthe
very flood-gates of heaven are open, that
family must have beew drowned out for
months, Sometime before, s0 we learned
while the father was absent, the mothe:
died, and thete poor bairns with their ow:
hands dug s grave and buried their mother
How that family managed to eke ont an ex
ister ce God only knowe. Bhells of the go
pher, th: land tortoise, were strewn around
suggestive of miserable food. Fi:h
though, might have been plenty. Two gr w
dogs, lean and lank, slunk around the hoose
e master of thede surroundings told us the
dogs were only 1n 2ood eondition when alli
gators were plentiful. Tbe house contained
scarcely anythiog, There was a grimy table,
and a few boxes serving as chairs,. Wesaw
not & cup or sancer; there were no beds, A
tawe crane, tnat did not seem to bheed our
presevce, flopped around That bird was a
convincing proof that those little girls had
bestowed their love on something, and this
was their pet
Fancy 8 lad of twelve having for a toy s«
squirming alligator some three feet lopg!
Not & very lovable companion, nor one to
be on intimate terms with, Bat it was the
only thing the boy could find. Evident!y
it was something not to be fooled with, for
the 'gator's jaws were bound with a bit of
rag. At our request this ligature wa.
loosed, when thisugly brute at once mads
for the boot of one of the party, and fas:-
eped bis teeth in it and wonld not let go
antil his mouth was forced open. The chil
dren could read a little, and strange to say,
the Vicar of Wakefi#ld had been their horo
book. It was the only bound volume the
{ather possessed, There were though asad-
ditions to the linrary, a few tattered num
bers of children’s magezives of years long
gone past. There was a slate, ana at once
'he artistic yoang fellow stacked his gan
dropped his Abrozzi wanner, and drew for
the children pretiy and funny pictares until
that poor miserable bouse echoed again with
aughter and cr'es of delighs. The lad, in-
stead of marbles, played with the ugly fangs
of the "gator, and was himself the slayer of
saurians.
arm we saw belonging to the (ather, I shon!d
think the risk the boy ran was greater thao
that of the aliigator. Then the misanthro
pist of the party, who often wondered why
people ever wrote books or magazive stories,
and was always amezed why people read
them, made up his mind that Jhat library
on Pine Island should be increased, and i!
the msil facilities have not quite goue wroneg,
it is snpposable that before this these chil-
dren bhave a supply of juvenile literature

come,
Pete,
[St. Nichotas,]

“I'm Pete. An' ['m a newsboy. This story
ain't writ by me, ccz I can't write, Nor |
can't read. so if anyihing's ook down wrong,
it won't be my fault,

“A gautleman in one of our offices says to
me: ‘You tell me the story of your young
un, an’ I'll take it down and get it printed.’

Au' he says to begin at the werry biginnin’,
w'en I fust sead my young un—a littie chayp
wot I foun' arter his father died, an’ he
badn't nothin’ but a fdddle in the worla.
When ] fust goes up to him in vhe Park,
down to Oity Hall, and asks bim to play, he
takes his stick an’ pulls it acrost an’ acrost
the sirings, au’ makes the wast n'ise ye ever
heerd in yerlife. He felt 80 took down when
| laaghed 1hat [ asked him, serious, 10 keep
at it, till be says, lookin' ap ioter my face
drefful dsappointed, *'They's awfal n'ises,
ain’t they ? Isays, ‘Wal, no; I've heerd tne
cals make (en Limes wuss ones nor that, |
guess iv'll come some time if yo keep a try-
in'.' an’ it cheered him heaps.

*So0 he hugeged up his fiddie an® we started
down to the corner Au' [says, ‘W'ere air
yegoin'?” An' hesays, ‘Now'ers.” Aan' |
says, Don’t ve live now'ers?” An’ he says
No." An' [ says they wasu't no ase in it, fur
becouldn’t no more take keer of hisself thau
a baby ken, an' he'd have to live with me.
An' he says, ‘Will you take care o’ we?' Adu'
| says, ‘Yes, I will’ An tbat's the way he
cumue to be my yonog an.

“] axed him wot was his name, an’ [ can’t
tell yer it, fur it was one o' them biamed fur-
rin pames, an’ I couldn’ never get it right
80 [ allus balled him jes ‘Youog Un. An
he axed me wot was muy name, an' I telied
him, ‘Pete’ an' then we knowned each other.

To judge from & miserable fire.

sufficient to last them for some time to

he says to me, "Pete, ain’t this the npignbt
Santy Kiaos comes an' puts things in chil-
dren’s stockin's wet's hung up in the chim
bley?” Aw' 1l says, ‘I've heerd somethin’
"bout it, but [ don’t mach b'lieve it, an’ I
rever tried it.” An' he says, ‘Pete, do ye
think he'd come to this box el we hanged vp
stockin’s to the top of it? Wil ye let's try.
Pete? An’|says, ‘Weer's the stockin's?
An’ that was a stunner, An' be says, 'O,
yes, we ain't got none, an’ vou ain't got mo
shoes muther, " Pete. Ain't yer fem
c/'d?” he ssys Then bhe says, ‘I
tell ye, Pete, les hang up my
shoes—one fer yvou and one fer me, an’' les
see il he'll come.” So 1 says there warn't
a0 harm in tryin’, an' 1 hung 'em op fast to
two nails by the sirings, an’ I stuffed the
youngun's feet nter my cap an’ fixed the
strawroufid him an’ toie him fer to go to
sleep fas’, but | kep a watch to seeif the
ole feller'd comes or not. An' [ kep a watch
n them twoeshoes, an’ I thought of all the
things I'd ever wished fer in my lile, an’ 1
wondered if ole Santy'd leave on top o' the
the box wot he cou'dn’t git inter the shoes

Fwice | beerd a noise, sn’ | thought sure
'ouff there he was, an’ [ laid myself down
quick an’ commenced s snorin’., buet it
warn't bim. an’ he never come nigh the box,
Oanst I thought maybe it was trune wot I'd
heerd 'hont nis leavin' empty the stockins
«f bad children, an’ he might & lett my shoe
»mpty an’' 1'd a believed in him, But if he
thought my youuguu was bad any ways—
jes’ let bin or anyone elsesay a word agin
that youngun, aun' U'll—I'il—weill jes’ you
let 'em try it, that's all

[ never thought of his bein’ so awfual sorry

nex mornin' or I'd a dove somethin’, but
when he waked up an’ reen the sghoes s
swingin’' there with nothin' in them, hie
face kinder shook itself a'l over, an’ as hard
as be tried he conldn’t help bis eyes » cryin’

an’ he says, with the creakin’ in his voice,
“Then we's forgot!" I unmps up an’ says
" Look ee here! We didn't do it fair!” D

you &' pose, Pate,” he says, ‘' It's bein’ shoes
an’ not stockins ud make a difference?

“No," I eays, “‘but [ guess ole Santy has too
much to do to git i* all done in one night
an’' webby if we hang the shoes ont agin 1o
night be'll come.” Yon'd cught to seen his
face shine up when [says that, “Do you
think g0, Pete,” he says, an'J says sqoare
out, *Yes, [ do,” an’ 1 never lied sich a lie
since I was borned, au’ [ made up my mind
that [ wasa eoin’ to hsve somethin' in tha
theer shoe of his that vight 851 tock him to
a ole musicianger wot lived up in s atiie, an’
wot got to tecchin' him a little sometime.
how to piay a chune on the fiddle, an’ I left
him theie w'ile I went out by myself to loor
for somthin', I tell ye Istud at the cross
in’s an’ waiched the people with bundles to
sea il they'd drop sowethin’, an’' I kep my
«ye on people 1o see if I couldn't git a cent
sowehow.

An’ nobody never guv me nothin’, an I
had to take home the yocng un's supper.
wot I begged at 1sst, an’” nothin’ elge. There
be was & waitin’ for me. ‘It's 'mos’ night,
Pete, he says, 'an’ it'll soon be time to hang
upihe shoes again. won't it? An' he wa-
feelin’ so glad that Le couldn t stopa talkin’,

You's walked 8 long way to day, Pete,’ he
saye; have ye had a good time ’thout me?
An’ [ saysl'd a jolly time, bat it was a lie.
An' I had ter lie again we'n he wasn't goin’
to eat anythin’ tiil I did, an" I said I'd had
hed my supper.

“Arter supoer, [ piled him into the box
again and hung up the shoes. [ waited till
he was 10 sleep, an’ then I went off again to
nunt. But I watched and watched an’' |
waited an’ waited, an’ Icouldn’t find nothin’
at all but a little piece of branch wot was
broken off from a Christmus tree. It warn’
no bigger nor my hat, but [ tuk it home, an’
we 0 [ got theer an’ seen the youngun sleep
in’ sonn’ an’ Kinder langhin’ in his sleep, as
if be seen Old Santa Klaus with a whole
bundie 0" toys for him; an’ we'n [ looked a
on'y the lectie green things in my bacd, 1
come nigh bustin myself But he moved, g0
[ jest stuok the branch into his gho an’ crept
into thestraw slongside o’ bio

“I didu't aleeq very mach’ sn' I woke up
fust in the mornin’, and [ waited for him to
wake, spectin’ he'd bust egain we'n he sced
his shoe an’ nothia’ but the green thing in
it. Bat wot do you think be did? He waked
ap, an’ he seed it, an'—he jumped right up
an’ sung out, ashiverin’ an’ laughin’, 0
Pete! Look! Itis true! They is a Santy
Klaus! See! He had to go all roun' every
wheer, an’ w'en he got to you an’ me, he
badn't only this left. He put it into my
shoe, but he meant it for you 100 It's asign,
Pete; it's s sign. Weain't forget. They is
somebody somwewheer to take keer of us!

Oh, listen. beart! 1he Sower may lose its
glory
Beneaih the 10uch of froet, vut does pol die.

In Sprivg it will re L the old, sw
Of God's denr by s by, e

Iy Hea:':rn. il never here, the hopes we cher-

"lrl!ael ﬂowerz of %umm lives we count as lost
1) live gg«in. uch teauly can not perish ;
And Heaven bas no 'rost :

SEVENTEEN HUNDRED HORSES.

How They are Fed and doused and Cared
for Under one Roof.
Lﬁow York Tribune )

“Hi, there,” shouted a groff voice. A Tri-
bune reporter moved 1o one side and & team
of horses were driven into the main depot of
the Third Avenue Surface Raillroad Com-
pany. “‘A team comes io sad goes out
every two minutes,” said John F. Waller,
the company’s foreman,

“On each day 1o the year?’ gueried the
reporter.

“No" was the answer, “‘but in seasons
like this. When we sre at our busiest a
team goes out and one comes in every thirty
seconds.”’ ;

The company owns about twenty one
hundred ““head ol cattle”—to use the tech-
rical term—but four hundred of them are
required for its other stables. Mr Waller
has made s study ef the horse and is able w
tell by glancing at an snimwsl whether eor
notit isin condition. *I Japgbed,"” saia he,
“when an old horse doctor told me years ago
that be counld tell the condition of a horse
by looking at him. I have since discovered
that the o'd ‘Vet' knew what he wae talk-
ing abont. If you svend your dayesand often
your anights, for years, among horses and
Keep your eyes half open you can't belp un-
derstanding them. Tbey bave much in com-
mon with the bhuman family The old
norses, for instance never take kind!y to »
new horse and will kick at him when they
zet n chance. As soon as the siranger be
¢ins to feel at home the kicking stors, be-
cause he has plucked up spirit enongb to
kick back. They often ght over their feed.
Che horse first rerved is looked upon with
feelinegs of envy by those that have to wait a
litte longer. They se dom kick sny of the
men, except if & man happens 10 prss close
10 their heels with a box of feed. Then they
sometimes attempt to kick. There is one
me#n in the stable who had his bead almost
kicked ofl last year Two horses were ficht-
mg. One made a terrible kick with his hind
feet just a8 the man was passing. Ooe of the
feet struck Lim in the face and dashed him
up against a stall. No, the queerest part of
the business was that he didu’t die. Hallo,
Mike," be oned, rai-ing his voice.

Mike came forward. His face showed a
sear reaching from aoove his right eye brow
to below his right cheek bone. It formed an
indeliable “beauty wark,” but Mike cared
nothiug for this. as everybody had consoled
him ar the time ths scoident occurred with
the information that his recovery was out of
vhe question.

Ine stable occupies three stories of the -
huge building, which covers a sauare. The
desent to the floor below the grade of tne
street is as steep as the ascent to the floor
above the graund, but the horses manage 20
meke the trips without scecident. Eich
horse, or rather each pair of for
every horse has a mate, is expected to work
three hours per day. A team which siarts
from Harlem makes one round trip, daily.
[f an sccident happens to a borse while on
duaty, the driver informs the foreman of it,
with the attendaat circamstances. If a dri-
ver fails to do this and the negligence is dis-
covered. the company bas no further use for
nim. Toe best possible care is taken of the
stock for obvious reasons

Car borses are ivjured in a variety of
ways. They run the greatest risks during
the hottest part of thesummer and the colc-
est part « f the winter. These two
agzregate about four and a balf months,
[be month of September is the hardest month
of the year on car horsese. An ni-
warm term came on the heels of s
cool period and the resnlt whs the prostra-
tion of & large nomber of car horses in this
c'ty as well as in many ether parts of the
country., Leaving intensely hot and cold
weather ont of the questiou. the most peril-
ous season for the car horse is dry, windy-
weather. The cobble stores over which he
‘ravels are then as smooth as polished glasa,
Not a pariicle of any loreign substance can
ge! a foothold on them, and the sharply shod
aoof will alip from them with the same ease
a8 the human foot wjli slide of the smooth
side of & banana =kin. Bome of the rosdbeds

which was consequently endeared to my
mind by many youthful associations, Toe
mother of Lord Williamn, the beantiful
Duchess,of Riehmonond, had given agreat ball
on the night precading the pattle of Water-
loo, in June, 15815, at which Lord William,
then in his sixiieth year, was present. Ev

B was seiced with & spotted_faver, [moved b lip, repouiiog 110 areet 311 rar 2 RooiS UL Femetber e spies

the next world so close thai|ain't you ever going to publish anythiog
part of his facuities and was never|you write? I've heard of people getting|tunoe it feronis  Chiide Hovaly " Toe ord
Willie he had been before. He money forit." e is una’ur ssed in any Jangoage f :‘;?
pothing, acd seldom. spoke an| Willie uttered agentlesneer. He laughed .v.iscr th iclt,;ru uﬁneu,.' nndgtho mo itie
Mrs. Harbison's boy, who|st his motherin s way that slways made cegce' of .i’t.:) thon t?l. and diction, a dai,mit;
to take the worid by storm—and | ber l‘n%} with him. relation to onagof the mmt‘au?pen?ioui
been &I; shyness of a country bred| *Batif you would Jet your father fix up events in modern history.

set apart seclusion of a|your writings.” she continued, repeating an|" ', e ey Bt
Willie Harbison was to be|0ld plea, *‘and send them (o some publishing And mg'“:ﬁ:]-f m‘,’,,,’,:’,";:.‘;’ g.’;n’!,gg‘;m

rring as noiseless as a bat u his| house, I know they would put them in a| Her beauty and her Chivalry, aud bright

arele across the open ground at dusk. H. | book for you " The Jampe shone o'er iair women and brave verse order. ‘ ,Somebody ;
% met coming from tbg:‘;oodl silent as an| The gate, wei_hted by a stone, slammed to A-thogl-:l:l:d R ot Aarndi: anil s new moon they have a full moon, Only one ez long ez—ez loug €z you air,sir, an’ longer, |f#el 'em” “An’ I axzes him, 'Is it the woman,

_ e . : = : ' ’ ? An' hesays ‘No.' An’[axes
an, and bis eyes were on everytning in|behind his father coming to the evening with its Yolupiu 1L side of the mooun is turned toward us, there-|t00 [' takes it under my arw, an’ the | JOUDLE un _ ¥8, "N ‘
g-lmxm.’ the human beings just|weal. But before his mother rose, Willie x&":f:;f:"noira"'m?e“f'o S:e'-st%zch spake | fore the moon inhabitants upon the opposite |young un hol's on to my other han' au’ we [s it tbe masicianger? Au’ he says, ‘No,

‘““‘We're do ye live, Pete?” hesays; an’ |
sez, 'Wal, Ilive Joun'—jes sbont roun'—
hers, [guess, Yo see, | moved this mornin’,’
An’ he says, ‘W'ere did yer move ter? Au’

“JIs it forked like a snake’'s tongue?”’ in-
quired Frank.
**No, my son, but you know that the
tongue of most animals lies with the tip
pointing towards the tips; now the base or|itbat wasa stunner. I waru’'t & newsboy
\arge portion of the frog's tongus is joined to|then, ye know; I was on'y a loafer. Baut |
the pont of the lower Jaw, and the 1ip poiuts |88€ed a airy; 80 I says, ‘Wal, we il wait tili
down the throat. 8o, wheanever the frog|all the lights is put out dowu stairs in this | , ;
catches an insect, it is quickly thrust back |bouse, auw’ then we'll live here ternight | musicianger come very often to see him an
iuto the throat by the tougue, and its fate is| Bat we m .8’ go fust an’ git our bed aiore it's learn him the chunes. An bﬂ makes me it
sealed,”’ dark,’ I says, So we walks roun’ to a iot |on the bed aside him, ‘For,” be says, 'l
The third question was from Emily, It|#'ere they was buildin’, au’he waits wile 1| wants yoa, Pete; an’ I wants vou to put
was this: * Grandpa, can the people on the|digs out the bed from uuder & pile o’ stones. | y¢r head down nere, on the viliow close to
moou see the earth?" Yer see, I had to bury it iu the moranin’s fur|®Wine’ So I doesitan’ 1 bears hici say:
“It is pot kuown,” replied grandpa, |fearo’ rag-pickers, 'cause it wasa werry| Y0u’'s werry tired, Pete. I gues you's
“whether the moon is inhabited; bat if so, |200d bed an' comf table, 'specially in airies. | ¥a'ked 8 hundred miles for me Aun’ ob.
the earth must present to them ail toe phases| ‘Wot wasit?' It was & ole piece 0’ carper |30 'tit good, Pste, to be on a bed?—a real
that the moon presents to us, only in a re-|wot I foun’' in frent uv a house wunst arter|bed!" An’ then he Says werry soft, ‘Pete! 1|
For instance. when we have a|some people moved away from it, an’' it was|feel somebody a-takin' keer of us! Do you

horn to stir her pride|down toward one choulder, without making

He was tail |any reply. His mother urged, with eager offer even more shan the usua! facilities for

accidents of this pature. They are con-
structed on the chape of a watershed, slop-
ing from the centre to the tracks On these
ihe car horse has & bhard time indeed in
wintry and windy weather Comparatively
few accidents happen in we: weather. Un-
less they bappen to break & limb, only &
small percentage of horses which slip and
fall suffer permavent ivjory. With rest and
care they generally recover from sprains and
strains  Oatof 1,700 borses the Third Av-
enue Company lcses but one a week, accord-
ing to its foreman. The latter has ninety-
three hostlers under his eye, besides & large
number of men employed in o'ber capaci-
ties. Easch hostler Is expected to groom
2:omy Rhorses per day, and to ieed and bed
them.

The tables are as clean as it is poseible to
keep thew, The horses are in keepiong with
their surroundings, Horsss are purchased
st all seascns, but the best are bought in the

~ to her. He see ‘
and tenderness to their d=pths,
~ fair, and Roman featured, shy as s girl to |fiogers:
e . one bu’ his mother, and so ray-| “"Priot it in some place when you get it
. enous in mind that he was partly through done. Nancy Ellen would be pleasea.”

. {‘E when his father's reverses brought| “‘I'm notan obituary poet” waved Willie.

“That'r wot he b'lieved, an' haallers stuck
to it, an’ kept the green thing buttoned up
in his jacket. An' he kep' it till we got
stuck on account of his bein’ took sick, an’
went to the baker woman's an’ she kep us
put bim into a bed an' wouldn’t Jet us go,

‘i 1 . " 2
But_ibat'e s goed. Min.Hachison but she an’ me took care of him An' the

found time to make dance before her eyes again, side might bave to take long journeys to|fiod the aury azin. But we bas (o loaf roun Pete, T‘JGY'S werry 2‘305- bat [ feels Some-
And all wens merry as 4 marriage bell; lake & peep at cur planet, but it wounld|s good wile 'fore tha lights is put out. W'en body e'se, too, 1 don t know who it is. but -
But hush' bark!a deepsound sirikes likes|goubijess weil repay tbem, for the earth|it'sall dark we goes down under the steps (lthloks im findisg 'em out au’ I'il know l’nl:.h Tho_ul.ioru;ilim’gmlno much less
It has h.‘:::“‘.;':::’“y asserted and belleved | ¥ouid look wheu full fourteen rimesaslarge|an’ I rolis up ibe carpet kind ¢'logse an’| Werry s0om, Pe'e —werry toun, indeed. }'tb e beginning than st the end of winter,
that the bn.llsua 1o b2 She Dachiss it the!” our full moon.” tells him ter crawl inside it.  ‘Will ther’ be| “An’ they 1sone thing wot is queer: be %0 90“;"";?:1“" 'i“‘“di“‘ price of $155.
rand ball of thel:ulel ’Hotel de Ville in| '‘Wouldn't it be s grand sight! I wish I room farthe fiddle, to0?' he eays; ‘coz if 33¥8 that so often thet I kinder gets to ‘beme;p e?atl! 'p;:? mE“' of hm(;e ﬁ“hhh‘"
fh‘ R s !ylhen e i could see such a large moon as that,” said|tbere won't I don't mind, I ken sleep out bh.ave ao_methiu _to:o‘ Idon't ‘knnw wot it | been ""? 3" 'H“ 8“"{- bt ray the
heard the userti 'n repeated by man .| Bwily. side, Pete’ An’ he looksso worrited that [/%8 0ept that it ain’tsnything 'bout Santy | AT BIUSIREC S OPes O il: : bw e
lo. though dented by others —One old biri.| Mawie'squestion was in regard to the|singsout, ‘'Of, course, ther' wiill Do yer|Klaus: but Ibelieves somethin’. —An: I's|3ic 10 2o7er o9 from Best Cher ud“id
r.;' whto“nmembon(,i, the battle well. af- echoes She had been in the woods with|think I'd leave the fiddle out ter coich his sure of it one "'9"1“: wen hﬂ.'l siptin' up “" ey d N holtesare u o
zen, who remembered, {Be- Latie” Well . (625, L i ho day belore mud whe ath o' cold b bs i . ' tookeh 1|15 Do, S5 Uhe waun's e, a3 the Ml 4000% swesper. aud oo teaes posssed by
which hesaw brilliantly lighted up for the they shouted the sound was repeated, some- the orepitai? An’ that wmakee him jaugh, clanger’s belpin® hiwm to hold the fiddle. for rattle thae nyh the sesvns - The' 56 a9 Loy
occaston, and passed amorg the crowd of!l/mes inonesyliable, at other times in two.|&n’ then hecrawis in fast, an’ [crawls in|De's l-arned a chuue at lasi. au’ be wanis to whirl th Jh" — em: ; iti kg
aipages that filled the Grfnde- lace. when | H€T question wasthis: “‘Can more than two|last, an’ then, theer we was. all three of us, |P'aY 't to me. He plays it werry soft, an’| € n: ro:d :”;:“g::;ﬁngf“thu: ':" a
:?iu.f‘%on and taking up the ?-'diei who |*¥!/avies ever be heard as an echo?’ squeedged up comf'table togethe. SENNE, S0 RS RS Sk . R aiEnd nvent:g bands high. E -
r.oeg the assembl wilg their presence Grandpa replied that "when several par-| “‘This was a long time sgo, atore | was a tiwes to rest but he plays itan’ be won't - : ;‘, - Eh, f"" bew
‘A e ccant) uld, et trustwo':th :3 allel surfaces are properly sitnated the echo|newsboy, w'en I was tryin’ to sot upa/20Vitup till be comes to the end of it. Theu ?hili:.l‘ltll::nlggcl ':';“mt‘;“ p'nkeye.
babitant deolared that to his personel Knowl. | ©8Y repeat backward and forsard many |broom atthe crossin’s; hut brooms was Dessvs: ‘Pete, that's mychuce. an' it name| = or 8 o B fofmmg" “"‘M
edge the ball was given in the “Palais &' |times For instance, in Virginia there is an|uard to git. We tried ail next day beggin', |14 Home, Bweet Home, 1Tused to think W|F G ITIRER, IR CL TRE oMo COM'S Trom
Aee ™ g larwe bailding that adioins the pal.|¢Cho which is said to return twenty notes|an’ o’ly got two cents, an’ we wasso cold (Meaut home weer me an’ fader an’ this 8d-{ "8 FLewl BUC TOr Sre 0t By e
l;:‘of.t'hmn of lh:Bt]Slln: and is 1‘1::' iayed upon a flate, and at Woodstock |sn’ huugry that Isays to young un. Let's(dle lived an' here weer the woman Fves, “sea lege” Itis & common opinion that
Gsed 8s & barrack: while s third afSrmed it| E0E/8nd, there is one which repeats seven-|begin again in the moruin’, and let's have a2t it ainlt—it's someweers else  An” Pete 'f /28 CE% = 010 8 COEOR 0P -
t0 have been held in the bandsome hotel ad-| 1¢€C 5yliables by day and twenty by nizhe |treat to uight. Bo wedid;an’ we had reg’- be says, haggin’ of his fiddie, .3""’ musi comparison with the fact of .l‘”’ ::;w
'oiui"thot(l}bmber of Deputies, which was| " Pes the exclamation ‘ha!' is quickly and |lar good fau goin’ to a shop to buy our sup keep my Christmas tree sl —l—. it |of horses which receive bat mu:'. m
’ : : sharply spoken, there returcs back a ‘na, ha, | per, 'stead of beggin' it. [ makes him ao’ You see, sir, ihe little chap was set on it ( sympathy,
the mys formerly occupied by Bir Cbarles Bagot, the ' .1, the baker womsau iaugh axin’ her to guy me|that be was a goin'—but he didu'tgo. A |thecar hom' ;:lfoh'bo greatly envied l‘lil« ‘s
gdthzi:{gga‘-d“ to Brussels and the| ™y, .. question was from Willis. He | 'the most she canof anything for two ceats ’| Veek from that d," be took & “";;' ‘g" :::;';::;;:m ilitrul.u'l.lwlith ":.n ‘cm-d
%ﬁntla there could be no better snthor. | W48 & growing, hungry boy, and could not{An’, I tell ye wot, she wasa joily woman, monde;d faster'n b"dt"’.‘" d“'“‘th at ; s punity,
ity than ogo who was present on the cccas- | P€:l€ve that persons might suffer more thirst | too, for she gay us s lot o' bread, an’ then ;.’d‘l o g .l;'n ' 'i.t:l ":ir “i .ln I cried to Love, * O, go away (™
moreover. who was so nearly allied | D80 from hunger. he told us to hold on a bit, sn’ she went |5'ud 0’ hot me to bein’ 80 blamed patika -y And then oue little sunny ray
S i arses of (s '.mm.inm.“__ly asked| He writes: “Grandps,1s water more im- room an' bringed us out|4%in doi‘:ir b bug “’“’"i ‘h“'“"“h_‘"’ ’ Set all my areams to joy sgain;
Lord William to decide the point. He re | Portant to life than food? I bave esten fivelin her apron a lot o  splendid YoU ""vi » it'e MI‘"; ?‘f‘gf'-’d- °:"'l"'; I love the more 1he more the
plied st once that all these sssertions were eals since yesterday morning, snd [|stale goodies an’ some  elegant Y'eady bizoess aund ont 0‘; upen iylo ?:JJhi? it Rﬂ;‘?ﬂ:ﬂﬂ L0 awWay
nfounded. His father, the Duke. * took s|D8ven 't drinked a drop of water: now, I ar | bits o’ sngar wot was broke offa real weddin’ “d:l:{ “:i'dl:"- no hov..gu T the o S b :mn:m — ':'l'
bouse in the back street called the “*'Rue not’tdhirsty one biti bat I feel as though I ::s:e She dicc; to;nnhin .:..f: too. . When :lllll an’ ;’1’ ;"n‘ ;;'Lb‘““mmrg:g!:":m.. “; ?‘m e,::‘“, !n'.lﬁ'nd g‘,
lanchisserie” (street could eat two meals at once,”’ young un logkea up at her an vy ] But in m some old relvaty
Bh:n s honfourd:'p::bht:onm “You msy not have drinked clear water,” |'You 8’ good!’ aud tuk bn::“ ?‘““?i'l“w:n doin :i" ;’lﬂ by blm, Gets nu’u"':'g’., life again,
replied graudps, “for two daye, bat do you|she stocped down suddent az’ she put her| t, - eve me, sir, o soon goin
pot take milk with every mea!, aud haven’|two srmsroun’ him snd kissed him Ap'|!0to 8 orkistry, my youog un

ic Garden, and that the ba}l took That when | wake wita iears I know
spacious .
ou eaten apples. melons, potatoes and tur-|he dropped his fiddle—think o' that! He
moariiey asemiinat™ r.ygpopdphll fddle. wot be never let go of Those thatcan take that crabbed tree (the
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