
" A Visit Skim St. Nicholas. &i ~~ 
'Twas the night before Christmas, when all 

through the house 
Not a creature was stirring, not even a mouse. 

The stockings were hung by the chimney with 
care. 

In hopes that St. Nicholas soon would be 
i there. 

The children were nestled all snug in their 
beds 

While visions of sugar plums danced in their 
heads; 

And Mamma in her kerchief.ahd I in my cap, 
Had just settled our brains for a lone winter's 

n a p -
When out on the lawn there arose such a clat

ter, 
sprang from my bed to see what was the 

matter; 
Away to the window I flew like a flash, 
Tore open the shutters and threw up the 

sash; 
The moon, on the breast of the new-fallen 

snow, 
Gave a lustre of mid-day to objects below; 

When, what to my wondering eyes should 
appear, 

But a minature sleigh, and eight tiny rein
deer; 

With a little old driver, so lively and quick, 
I knew in a moment it must be St. NICK. 
More rapid than eagles his coursers they 

came. 
And he whistled, and shouted, and called 

them by name— 
"Nov, Dasher! now, Dancer! now Prancer 

and Vixen! 
On! omet, on! Dunder and Blitzen, 
To the top of the porch, to the top of the wall! 
Now dash away, dash away, dash away, all! 
As dry leaves that before the wild hurricane 

fly, 
When they meet with an obstacle, mount to 

the sky. 
So. up to the house-top the coursers they flew 
With a sleigh full of toys—and St. Nicholas 

too. 

And then in a twinkling I heard on the roof, 
The prancing and pawing of each little hoof 
As I drew in my head, and was turning around 
Down the chimney St. Nicholas came with a 

bound! 
He was dressed all in fur from his head to his 

toot, 
And his clothes were all tarnished «ith ashes 

and soot; 
A bundle of toys he had flung on his back, 
And he looked like a peddle! just opening his 

pack; 

His eyes, how they twinkled! his dimples how 
merry, 

His cheeks were like roses, his nose like a 
cherry; 

His droll little mouth was drawn up like a 
bow, 

And the beard on his chin was as white as the 
snow! 

The stump of a pipe he held in his teeth. 
And the smoke it encircled his head like a 

wreath. 
He had a broad face and a little round belly 
That shook when he laughed, like a bowl full 

of jelly. 
He was chubby and [plump—a right jolly old 

elf; 
And I laughed when I 6aw him in gpite of 

myself. 
A wink of his eye, and a twist of his head, 
Soon gave me to know I had nothing to dread. 
He spoke not a word, but went straight to his 

work, 
And filled all the stockings; then turned with 

a jerk, 
And laving his finger aside of his nose, 
And giving a nod up the chimney he rose. 
He sprang to his sleigh, to his team gave a 

whistle, 
And away they all flew like the down of a 

thistle, 
But I heard him exclaim, ere he drove out of 

sight, 
"MBBRY CHRISTMAS TO ALL, ASD V GOOD-

NIGHT " 

JOHN HOLLAND'S MERRY CHRIST
MAS. 

Th« day before Christmas every store w ln-
dow was wreathed in green, eyery rare and 
beautiful thing exposed to tempt the passer
by was labeled "Christmas gift." Even the 
corner groceries and baker shops had green 
houghs and a generous display of ginger
bread horses and white-sugar hearts enriched 
with gilt beading, and impossible pink fowls, 
popularly supposed to be doves. There were 
myriads of dolls and hundreds of sleds, with 
names taking in the whole animal kingdom. 
The 6tiept^ were crowded with fur-clad, smil
ing women, wno were making the last select
ions of pretty things with which to swel' out 
the fair proportions of many little stockings. 

John Holland, leaving his office earlier than 
usual, made his waj slowly through these 
waves of happy womanhood, carrying his 
aching head a little forward, watchingwith 
sullen eyes the joy about him, until the tide of 
bitterness in his heart rose hieh, andtorced 
from his lips a curse on the morrow that 
would bring so much happiness to others and 
so much misery to him. A lonely man was 
John Holland, over whose dead past stood no 
monumental marble with name and date 
thereon--a weary man bythis drooping shoul
ders aDd uncertain gait- an unhappy man by 
the wistful look that crept now and then into 
his sullen eyes. And so in weary, lonely 
fashion he walked on, leaving the city far 
behind, and coming at last upon a country 
road that wound its rough, snow-powdered 
length through shrubby hollows and up the 
milei between leafless gray-barkid trees. Now 
and then a thin sheet of of icecracKed beneath 
his feet—he did not hear it; above his head 
close to the soft, gray clouds, fat, inky crows' 
sailed round and round, cawing companion-
ably—he did not heed them; while here and 
there the bare, brown fineers of some shrub 
or tree held out to him a bunch of scarlet 
berries, which he did not see. All the grays 
and browns, touched here and there with green 
and scarlet, appealed to him in vain. To 
morrow was Christmas Day. He stood alone 
—he made no one's happiness; therefore to 
him the world could not be fair. He remem
bered how, not many years before, he and his 

wife stole tip,toe through the house, to cram 
with candies, and many wonderbus toys the 
little woolen stockings hanging near the fire. 
He remembered how the Christmas sunlight, 
striking through the frosted window pane, 
turned into burnished gold the ruddy locks of 
their strudy baby boy: and now he stumbled 
up the hill-side, blind with rage and pain. 
Now two mounds of chill, cold earth 
held all that made li'e a dear and 
precious thing to him. At the top of 
the hill he paused involuntarily to ?egain his 
breath. Up there the wind blew keenly, the 
ghastly gleam of ice could be seen in the riv
er winding far below. The wood was dark
ened by many slender pines and stunted hem
lock trees—a wintry scene—and Holland 
thrust hi6 hands deep'in his pockets and turn
ed to retrace his steps, when a sound broke 
the silence all about him—a sound that set his 
heart a-throbbing, a sound that drew his feet 
from the beaten road and sent them striding 
through the dead brown leaves until ttey 
brought him to the very spot where little 
Kuth sat sobbing. 

A strange place to find a child, yet there she 
sat, flat on the ground, her well-worn, copper-
toed shoes stretched out before her, c-ne little 
hand doubled under her arm, as a bird draws 
its foot under its wing, the other hand grasp
ing with all its childish might a branch of one 
of the many small hemlock trees crowing 
about her. So mottled with cold were her face, 
her hands, and her litt e bare knees, she might 
have passed for a figure carved in good old 
astile soap. 
John Holland's sudden appearance did not 

startle her in the least. She seemed to accept 
him as one accepts things in drea ms, witbou 
surprise or fear. 

44 What is the matter ?" he asked. 
"I'm cold." 
How strange the childish voice scunded up 

there in that chill, bleak place! 
44 What are you doing here?" 
"I'm waitine." 
"Poor baby!" thought John Holland, "jou 

are learning the great lesson early. I should 
like to know the brute who left you sitting 
here while he or she drinks or gossips in the 
town below." 

"Who are you waiting for, child?" 
The chill, tear-stained little face broke into 

smiles as she whispered: 
"I'm waiting for Santa Claus." 
The answer smote him with astonishment 

As a boy he had heard much of the genial old 
man for whom little Ruth was waiting, but 
he had never heard of his paying a visit 
or transacting any business in the day-time. 
So he told her; but she, looking sorrowfully 
wise, answered: 

"Yes, I knows he goes down the chimneys 
at night, Aunty says so, and Santa Claus 
must come here to-day to get his trees." 

"To get his treesV" echoed Holland, sitting 
down by the side of that bit of childish grav
ity. 

"Why, yes; his trees like this, you know,4' 
and after a slow, numb sort of search for 
something in the depths of her pocket, her 
cold little hand drew out a leaf of a child's 
story book, torn and soiled, but bearing on 
one side a highly-colored picture of the good 
Santa Claus. 

,4There," she continued, eagerly, "see the 
tree he has on his arm—they don't grow in 
tthecity; see, he must come up here to get 
them." 

"I understood; but why wait here in the 
cold for him when to-night he will come 
down your chimney with all sorts of prettj 
toys?" 

"But he won't come; he *'oes not kno*~ h * 
house is here; fie thinks all the boysaudgirls 
live down there in the city; so when lie comes 
to get this tree I'm going to say, 4Pijase Santa 
Claus, I live here on the hill. Aunty says I'm 
pretty good. Can't I have a doll-baby and a 
picture book?" 

John Holland's voice was very tender -when 
he spoke again to ask her name, and then he 
lifted her to her feet and said: 

"I'll tell you what we will do, Ruth. You 
go home before Aunty nissc6 you and thinks 
you are lost, and I'll stay here and watch for 
Santa Claus." 

She shook her head. 
"You'll get tired and go away." 
"No, I won't; I'll wait until I see him." 
"Truly?" 

, "Truly." 
Little Ruth raised her face and Holland 

ki&sed her baby mouth. 
"Where do you live, child?" 
"Only a little way6 back in the woods;— 

there is the path." And running across the 
dead leaves she struck into a famt, narrow 
path, and following it disappeared behind the 
trees. Holland watched her out of sight, 
then tying his handkerchief to the top branch 
of that tree which Ruth had selected as the 
very one Santa Claus most wanted, turned 
his face cityward and strode down the hill. 

Low down in the west he noticed a l°ng 
golen rift in the dull gray sky, and it evinced 
and broadened wutil the golden glory burst its 
bonds and flooded all the scenes with wintry 
sunlight. Even so had the childish faith of 
little Ruth forced its way through clouds of 
loneliness and grief to fill his heart with sun
light. More than one woman smiled that 
night at John Holland as he stood in a crowd
ed store, examining with supernatural gravity 
dolls dressed and undressed. A light wagon 
carried him and his books and toys out from 
the city and up the woody hill to Ruths p^or 
home. After peering into the window like 
an amiable burglar he summoned Ruth'6 
aunt. A few words outside the door, a gentle 
little laugh, a tear o«- two, great rustling of 
paper, and then the door was closed, and Hol
land, whistling softly to himself, made his 
way to the tree from which wuved a white 
handkerchief,and, after much hacking,pulling 
and digging, succeeded in removing it. Driv
ing home under the 6tarry sky gieat tears 
filled hi6 eyes as he thought 
of "the wife and baby boy 
gone befere;" there was no curse on his lips 
only a tremulous smile, as he thought of the 
ioyousavakening for little Ruth to-morrow 
Next day John Holland gave a dinner; there 
were four at the table—Holland himself, Ruth, 
Ruth's aunt, and Ruth's doll Rosey, who ate 
nothing, but looked lovely and smiled indefati-
gably. It would be hard to tell how many 
times Ruth laid her doll on Holland's knee. 
AY here ut>on her waxy evelids instantlv would 
close and she fell into a most profound sleep. 
'Twould be harder still to tell how eagerly she 
questioned him as to the exact appearance of 
Santa Claus when he came for that tree—the 
very tree she sat beside when she was wait-
ins-. 

And John Holland telling stories to the lit
tle Ruth, hugging her precious Rosey, had in
deed a Merry Christmas, for on making the 
hapniness of another he had found hi6 own.— 
Clara Moms, in N. T. Graphic 

A little girl in Philadelphia, when asked 
what bad been her lesson at Sunday-
school, said, "It was about the ten tigers,*' 
"Ten tigers! You mean ten lepers, don't 
you?" "Well, anyhow it was about some 
of the animals at the zoological.,' There 
was one important word in that lesson 
which had not been explained.—Sunday 
School Times. 

• ^ 
Opera and theitre bonnets of very 

small size, in.the form of toques ot white, 
pearl, and cream felt, are trimmed with 
white and pale tinted ostrich plumes and 
tips, a dash of color in the form of som 
fancy mixed feathers of red and peacock 
green and bine, or white grebe feathers, 
and sometimes a heron's agrette, bat no 
flowers. 

Miss Muslin and Miltiades as Early 
Risers. 

I doubt if a boy or a girl ever was in W' 
Such distress as Miss Muslin endured, and 

her cousin, 
The night before Christmas. "I tell you what 

'tfcP' 
Said Miltiades in that assured way of his."? 
As they went up to bed. 44We must get up 

my dear, 
Before anyone else in the whole house, this 

year! 
And well just go around and make each one 

a call, 
And give a good loud 'Merry Christmas!'to 

all, 
E'er they're really awake. So I give you fair 

warning, 
I shall knock at your door, Miss, by four in 

the morning." 
Then, except a "good-night," nothing furth

er was said, 
And each was before many minutes in bed. 
But Miltiades thought, as he shut up his eve6, 
Of a very old saying that runs in this wise':, 
"If you want to wake up at a certain time, keep 
Hepeatinq the hour at you're falling asleep. 
Aloud to yourself." And he thought he would 

try it. 
So he kept saving "Four* (all the while lying 

quiet;. 
"Four o'clock! That's the time! Four—Four 

—Four Four-our-ourrr!" 
Till at length he fell asleep', saying it o'er. 
Sometime later it was (although that seems 

to state a 
Supe-fiuous fact, for of course it was later), 
Miltiades all at once woke up with a shock. 
"Why!" criel he, starting up, "it must be 

four o'clock/" 
So he jumped out of bed—O, remarkably 

spry! 
And ran to the window to look at the 6ky. 
A faint streak of light cculd be seen in the east 
Which, even while he stood there, quite plain

ly increased. 
"Ho! ho! Merry ChristmaB!" he cried, "Mr. 

Sun, 
I hope you may have lots of presents and fun! 
Then he hurriedly dressed, and in two min

utes more 
He was cautiously knocking at Miss Muslin's 

door. 
But finding himself quite unable to wake her, 
He was finally forced to go right in and shake 

her. 
"Come! wake up!" cried he. "Here it is four 

o'clock! 
How long d'ye expect me to stand here and 

knock?" 
"O, dear'" sighed Miss Muslin, awaking and 

yawning, 
'Why, it don't seem to me that it can yet be 

morning!" 
"Well, it is!" cried her cousin. " 'F yon have 

any doubt. 
You can go to the window, and take a look 

out." 
When at length she was ready, Miss Muslin 

came out, 
And the two, without further delay, 6et about 
Their purpose. It being as yet far from light, 
Ihey made their way rather by feeling than 

sight, 
To the end of the hall, when they gave a loud 

whack 
At the door of the bedroom where John Henry 

Jack 
And Benjamin Franklin were quietly sleeping. 
"Wake up!" shouted they, "Merry Christmas!' 

Then creeping 
Alone to the room where Abiather Ann 
Was slumbering likewise, they straightway 

began 
Such a dancing and howling and pounding and 

screaming 
That father (who chanced to be peacefully 

dreaming 
In the next room to that) with one bound 

reached the floor 
And ran, in the greatest alarm, to the door. 
To see what was the matter. "Merry Christmas 

to all!" 
Rang out in stentorian tones through the hall. 
Then the two cousins, hand,in hand, down the 

back-way 
Darted quickly, to wake up their Grandfather 

Gray, 
Who, with Grandmother, had a room on the 

first floor, * 
So they ran down and pounded away at the 

door. 
"Bless me! What is the matter!" cried 

Grandfather Gray 
From within. (The old gentleman had, by 

the way, 
Been lying awake for an hour or so, 
Although, being quite deaf, he'd not heard 

them till now). 
Then, tne door bursting open, he inquired in 

distress: 
"Dearyme.'whatisup!" "Ho! ho! You are, 

Iguess!" 
Cried our hero. "Merry Christmas! Merry 

Christmas! D'ye hear? 
I told you that I'd be the first up this year! 
If you're going to get up, you had better be

gin. It 
Is day, there's the sun shining in at this min

ute!" 
"That!" said Grandfather Gray—then he sud 

denly broke 
Into laughter. "Ha! ha! Well, now, thafe a 

good joke! 
Ha! ha! That is the moon, sir, just rising 

which shows 
That instead of being morning, as you two 

suppose, 
It is not midnight yet!—and I happen to know 
That the hall-clock struck ten but a short time 

ago'" 
Whereupon, as this dreadful announcement 

was heard, 
The two cousins turned, without sayine one 

word, 
And went straight backup-stairs, and sot into 

their beds, 
And in deep shame and sorrow enveloped 

their heads. 
And they slept the next morning so sound and 

so well 
That they didn't wake up till the thtrdor lourth 

bell. 
—John Browonjhn, in Wide-Awakc. 

Shall .we Know Our Friends? 

The whole human family, without ex 
ception, has developed a strong desire to 
kpow something of the other life. From 
the earliest period we trace a faith in the 
continuance of existence, and, however 
mperfect, there is a tendency in mankind 

to design and believe in a hereafter, and 
in one respect it is the same in all -name
ly, that the other life is made up of the 
best thoughts of men. If men in lower 
life described paradise,it would be a state 
o f feast ingandofbeauty; i t i s the high
est they know, but as you rise the images 
become elevated, and lastly, coming to 
the teaching of the New Testament, men 
do* t believe there are citiea paved with 
gold; nevertheless, men feel the power of 
those images; they effect them, though 
they don't know why. Think of it liter
ally, one gate made of one pearl- don't 
it produce a feeling of unworldliness in 
the other life? 

The Christian methods select things 
men consider best and group them to
gether and affect the heart and reason 
through the imagination. If you attempt 
to answer the question that spring up. 
you find little to answer. For instance, 
every mother wants to know, "Will I 

know my baby in heaven*" Will friends 
be what they arejDn earths and then what 
do they do there! Men a o n t find time 
enough here, what shall Tie do there?" So 
far as the Bible is concerned it looks like 
praising God—a kind of celestial and 
unending singing school, and these ques
tions, though not improper, we can't an
swer. Look further. The idea of heaven 
is that it will be everything that is high
est and best; but the impression ought 
not to be produced that it will be done 
in any particular manner. I see a per
son going out of life full of divine traits, 
all purity, and I think what will such a 
one find in heaven? Nothing that de
files. They must meet the spirits of just 
men made perfect 

It you take away all falsehood, all sin-
you get a very good idea of heaven. It 
is enough for me to know that in the oth
er life every one is wiser; the best things 
become common. I t does not follow 
that the feelings will be the same in the 
other life. There will be the mother 
feeling. How? I don't know. Shall I 
know my friend? Friendship is imper
ishable. It will be a thousand times bet
ter; the feeling won't die out; ic will be 
larger, grander. ,You can afford to let 
the "how"' go. It is a thought that has 
given great comtort to my mind. I, too, 
stumbled over that thought—shall I 
know my father and mother? Shall 
friendships formed here be left? (I dont 
believe I ever formed a friendship that 
died out.) I am satisfied that the essen
tial qualities will not only exist, but oe 
higher; no matter how. It is enough to 
know that you will be satisfied on every 
point. Suppose you were distressed in 
business, and a friend said, "Leave this 
matter to me. I will attend to it." Tou 
say how? N o matter how. Tou know 
I can and will do it, and that is enough. 
Would you let him do it? And so in re
gard to the other life. I say He that 
loved me so well as to give His life for 
me will not deceive me. I shall be sat
isfied-

Tbeie are other questions coming up. 
such as, Do those gone to heaven think 
ot us? Now, it will do us no harm to say, 
Yes, they do. If thinking of it gives the 
least bit of comfort, then think so. It 
may be poetry, bnt it is blessed poetry 
and harmless. It was part of the ancient 
Christianity to believe that the great 
Christians above held communion with 
the ones below. Another question is,when 
we die shall we go immediately to heaven, 
or go to sleep, or take a round about 
journey, or what is going to happen? 
Some believe that wc shall lie in a state 
of uncosciousness until we are all aioused 
to live in heaven. If a man think so, let 
him; but I say, not I. I believe that the 
souls of Christians, when they die, enter 
immediately into heaven. 

Do you ask me on what ground I be
lieve this? I say no positive ground; but 
tne whole tenor of the epistles implies it, 
in my opinion. I have one other thought, 
and that is the thought ef the mode by 
which we shall enter on our rest, and 
whether we have a right to wish it in one 
wav or another. If I am sick, do I in
terfere with God's designs because I try 
to get well? May I go on resisting things 
I don't like and at last stop? It is my 
privilege to desire a way; it is my desire 
to die suddenly—to die" working up to 
the last minute. I don't like the idea 
of wasting and wasting, and very likely 
1 shall, because I don't like it. I don't 
wish to see myself conquered by the bat
tle of life. I don't think I am wrong. I 
Dreferthe instantaneous method; but I 
shall die as God pleases, and I can't help 
myself.—itecfor. 

Pauperism and Extravagance . 

The case, prima facie, is always against 
a pauper. The accidents of life some
times cast a man or a women high and 
dry upon the sands cf helpless poverty; 
but usually pauperism comes through a 
lack of the prudential virtues. It is not 
always that a pauper wastes his revenues 
in drink,or other immoralities; but some
where in his career, forty-nine times in 
fifty, it will be found that he has been 
extravagant; that he has not exercised 
self-denial under temptation; that he ha3 
lived up to or beyond his means, or has 
ventured upon risks that the lowest grade 
of business prudence would condemn. 
Now who is to bear the penalty of these 
sins and mistakes? How are they to be 
prevented m future, if thosp who commit 
them, regardless of consequences, are to 
be coddled and taken care ot by those 
who have denied themselves and laid up 
a little wealth? 

Good, rugged, grand old Thomas Car-
lyle! It is refreshing to read amid the 
mawkish sentimentality of this latter day 
such a healthy utterance as this from his 
sturdy pen: "Let wastefulness, idleness, 
improvidence take the fate which God 
has appointed them, that their opposites 
may also have a chance for their fate.'' 
As it is, our philanthropists try to make 
us believe that the special business of a 
thrifty man is not in any way to enjoy 
the fruit of his prudence and enterprise, 
but to shield the shiftless people around 
him from the results of their own impu
dence and improvidence.—Jol.n O. Hol
land; Scribner for December. 

It is a little queer that some people 
have the faculty of stirring the whole 
world without feeling an emotion them
selves. There was Christire Nilsson, for 
instance; ecstatic French critics went in 
the wildest raptures over the "cold-eyed 
maiden of the North," yet at the same 
time bemoaned her lack of feeling. Noth
ing moved her to the heart,unless it was the 
neai approach of a iival singer. Some ot 
the New York critics are now raving over 
Modjeska. And yet it seems to be from 
a long range. I t i s all dress and action, 
they cry out. Well, perhaps it is, and 
perhaps it is n o t Because Charlotte 
Cushman, Mrs. Siddons and Sarah Bern
hardt and others of the emotional school 
gave their hearts to the public—their real 
hearts—it is no sign that those actresses 

* who dWnot parade- t h e k w i -
paciry upon the stage are not . 

,any. Those people who give"^_ r 
Ho all their feelings are apt to monopolize 
the reputation of depth and capacity f o f 
emotion, while the self-restrained pass for . 

Id and unsympathet ic . !^^"^*- *-p%z # 

'• Christmas Signs. M-

- BY SIB WALTER SCOTT. ^ 

The fire with well-dried logs supplied, * 
Went roaring up the chimney wide; 
The huge hall-table's oaken face, 
Scruobed till it shone, the day to grace, 
Bore then upon its massive board -> 
No mark to part the equine and lord. -1 £ 

Then the grun boar's head frowned on high 
Crested with bays and rosemary.] 

* * * * * s- * * 

The wassail round in good brown bowls, 
Garnished with robbins, blithely throwls, 
There the huge sirloin reeks; hard by 
Plum-porridge stood, and ChristmasTpie. 

»*« 
Whist l ing to Squirrels. 

Mr. John Muir, the naturalist, has a 
short paper in Scribner for December on 
"The Douglass Squirrel of California,"— 
of which little is known in the East,— in 
which he relates the following unique ex
perience • 

Though I cannot of course expect all 
my readers to sympathize fully in my 
admiration of the little animal, few I hope 
will think this sketch ot his life too long. 
I cannot begin to tell here iiow much he 
has cheered my lonely wanderings during 
all the years I have been pursuing my 
studies in these glorious wilds; or°how 
much unmistakable humanity I have 
found in him. Take this for example: 
One calm, dreamy, Indian summer morn
ing, when the nuts were ripe, I was 
camped in the upper pine-woods ot the 
south fork of the San Joaquin, where the 
squirrels seemed to be about as plentiful 
as the ripe burrs. They were taking an 
early breakfast before going to their reg
ular harvest work. While I was busy 
with my own breakfast I heard the thud
ding fall of two or tkree heavy cones 
from a yellow pine near me, and stole 
noiselessly forward within about tweenty 
feet of the base of it to observe. In a-
few moments down came the Douglass 
The breakfast-burrs he had cut off had 
rolled on the gently sloping ground iuto 
a clump ot ceanothus bushes, Dut he 
seemed to know exactly where they 
were, for he found them at once, appar 
ently without searching for them. They 
were more than twice as heavy as himself 
but after turning them into the right po
sition for getting a good hold with hie 
long sickle-teeth he managed to drag 
them up to the foot of rhe tree he had 
cut them from, moving backward. Then 
seating himself comfortably, he held 
them on end, bottom up, and demolished 
them with easy rapidity. A good deal 
of nibbling had to*be done before he got 
anything to eat, because the lower scales 
are barren, but when he had patiently 
worked his way up to the fertile ones be 
found two sweet nuts at the base oi each, 
shaped like trimmed hams, and purple' 
spotted like birds' egg. And notwith
standing these cones were dripping with 
soft balsam, and covered with prickles, 
and so strosgly put together that a boy 
would be puzzled to cut them open witn 
a jack-knife, he accomplishes his meal 
with easy dignity and cleanlines3, mak
ing less effort apparently than a man 
would in eating soft cookery from a 
plate. 

Breakfast done, I thought I would 
whistle a tune for him before he went to 
work, curious to see how he would l>e af
fected by it. He had not seen me all this 
while; but the instant I began he darted 
up the tree nearest to him, and came out 
on a small dead limb opposite me, and 
composed Himself to listen. I sang and 
whistled more than a dozen tunes, and as 
the music changed his eyes sparkled, and 
he turned his head quickly from side to 
side, but made no other response. Other 
squirrels, hearing the strange sounds, 
came around on all sides, chipmunks al
so, and birds. One of the birds, a hand-, 
some, speckle-breasted thrush, seemed 
even more interested than the squirrels. 
After listening for a while on one of the 
lower dead sprays of a pine, he came 
swooping forward within a few feet of 
my face, where he remained fluttering in 
the air for half a minute or so. susta ning 
himself with whirring wing-beats, like a 
hummiag-bird in front of a flower, 
while I could look into his eyes 
and see his innocent wonder. 

By this time my performance must have 
lasted nearly half an hour. I saug or 
whistled "Bonnie Doon," "Lass o' Gow-
rie." "O'er the Water to Charlie," "Bon
nie Woods o' Cragie Lee," etc., all oi 
which seemed to be listenod to with 
bright interest, my first Douglass sitting 
patiently through'it all, with his telling 
eyes fixed upon me until I ventured to 
give the "Old Hundredth," when he 
screamed his Indian name, Pillillooeet, 
turneo tail, and datted with ludicrous 
haste up the tree out of- sight, his voice 
and actions in the case leaving a some-i 
what profane impression, as he had said 
"I'll be hanged if you get me to hear any-J 
thing so solemn and unpiney." This > 
acted as a signal for the general disper
sal ot the whole hairy tribe, though the1 

birds seemed willing to wait further de
velopments, music being naturally more 
in their line. 

Prefessor Huxley has been speaking 
recently at Manchester on the subject of 
the decay of nations, in"the natural ~d~e-
cadence ot which he did not believe 
that theory, he was inclined to think, 
having been invented by cowards to ex
cuse knaves. So far as the old English 
stock is concerned, his belief was that it 
had as much vitality and power as two 
centuries ago, and after pruning and 
weeding there would be products as good 
as there were before. The weeds he rec
ognized were three—dishonesty, senti
mentality and luxury. 
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