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Tl his isthe way fhat ene in Cap and /Mofley stops for
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awhile along the stony Pafh of Life to rnake you laugh :
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ERE, my little man, you may hold my cap and bells,
—and you, over there, may hold the bauble! Now,
then, I am ready to talk as a wise man should, and am a giddy-pated jester no longer !

This is what I have to say:

One must have a little pinch of seasoning in this dull, heavy life of ours; one should
never look to have all the troubles, the labors, and the cares, with never a whit of
innocent jollity and mirth. Yes; one must smile now and then, if for nothing else
than to lift the corners of the lips in laughter that are only too often dragged down
in sorrow.

[t is for this that I sit here now, telling you all manner of odd quips and jests until
yon sober, wise man shakes his head and goes his way, thinking that I am even more
of a shallow-witted knave than I really am. But, prut! Who cares for that? I am
sure that I do not if you do not.

Yet listen! One must not look to have nothing but pepper and salt in this life of
ours—no, indeed ! At that rate we would be worse off than we are now. [ only mean
that it is a good and pleasant thing to have something to lend the more solid part a
little savor now and then !

So, here I'll sit; and, perhaps, when you have been good children, and have learned
your lessons or done your work, your mother will let you come and play a little while

with me. I will always be ready and waiting for you here, and I will warrant your
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PREFACE.

mother that I will do you no harmm with anything that I may tell you. If I can only

make you laugh and be merry for a little while, then my work will be well done, and I

will be glad in the doing of it.

And now give me my cap and bells again, for my wits are growing cold without
them; and you will be pleased to reach me my bauble once more, for I love to have
him by me.

Will you be seated? And you, over there, seat the baby on the grass! Are you
ready? Very well; then I will tell you a story, and it shall be about “ The Skillful

Huntsman."”
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NCE UPON A TIME there was a lad named Jacob Boehm, who was a
practical huntsman.
One day Jacob said to his mother, * Mother, I would like to marry Gret-
the nice, pretty little daughter of the Herr Mayor.”

Jacob’s mother thought that he was crazy. “ Marry the daughter of the Herr Mayor,
indeed!  You want to marry the daughter of the Herr Mayor? Listen; many a man
wants and wants, and nothing comes of it!”

That was what Jacob Boehm's mother said to him.

chen

But Jacob was deaf in that ear; nothing would do but his mother must go to the Herr |
Mayar, and ask for leave for him to marry Gretchen. And Jacob begged and begged so |
prettily that at last his mother promised to go and do as he wished. So off she went, |
though doubt was heavy in her shoes, for she did not know how the Herr Mayor would ,}
take it. |

“So Jacob wants to marry Gretchen, does he ?" said the Herr Mayor.

Yes; that was what Jacob wanted. f

“And is he a practical huntsman ?" said the Herr Mayor. E

Oh yes, he was that.

“So good,” said the Herr Mayor. *“Then tell Jacob that when he is such a clever
huntsman as to be able to shoot the whiskers off from a running hare without touching
the skin, then he can have Gretchen.”

Then Jacob’s mother went back home again. “Now,” said she, “ Jacob will, at least, be
satisfied.”

“ Yes," said Jacob, when she had told him all that the Herr Mayor had said to her, “ that
is a hard thing to do; but what one man has done, another man can.” So he shouldered
his gun, and started away into the world to learn to be as clever a huntsman as the Herr
Mayor had said.

He plodded on and on until at last he fell in with a tall stranger dressed all in red.

* Where are you going, Jacob?” said the tall stranger, calling him by his name, just as if
he had eaten pottage out of the same dish with him.




PEPPER AND SALT.

«] am going,” said Jacob, “to learn to be so clever a huntsman that I can shoot the
l whiskers off from a running hare -without touching the skin.”

«That is a hard thing to learn,” said the tall stranger.

Yes; Jacob knew that it was a hard thing; but what one man had done another man

' Id do. 9
9 cou“ What will you give me if 1 teach you to be as clever a huntsman as that?” said the i

tall stranger.
, usw],agt will you take to teach me?” said Jacob; for he saw that the stranger had a
K horse’s hoof instead of a foot, and he did not like his looks, I can tell you.
(' «Oh, it is nothing much that I want,” said the tall man; “only just sign your name to

| @ this paper—that is all.”

But what was in the paper? Yes: Jacob had to know what was in the paper before
._‘ he would set so much as a finger to it.
Oh, there was nothing in the paper, only this: that when the red one should come for i;
Jacob at the end of ten years' time, Jacob should promise to go along with him whitherso-
ever he should take him.
tha,tAt “tgla Jacob her‘r'nme-d and haw?d and scratched his head, for he did not know about
;M 2 the same,” said he, “ 1 will sign the paper, but on one condition.”
L li:e thti red.on: screwed up his fac? as though he had sour beer in his mouth, for he
bl : . £ Bou _°f thg word “condition.” “ Well,” said he, “what is the condition ?”
4 Is only this,” said Jacob: * that you shall be my servant for the ten years; and if, in
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all that time, I should chance to ask you a question that you cannot answer, then I am to
be my own man again.”

Oh, if that was all, the red man was quite willing for that.

Then he took Jacob's gun,and blew down into the barrel of it. “Now,” said he, « you
are as skillful a huntsman as you asked to be.”

* That I must try,” said Jacob. So Jacob and the red one went around hunting here
and hunting there until they scared up a hare. *Shoot!” said the red one; and Jacob
shot. Clip! off flew the whiskers of the hare as neatly as one could cut them off with the
barber's shears.

“Yes, good!” said Jacob, “now I am a skillful huntsman.”

Then the stranger in red gave Jacob a little bone whistle, and told him to blow in it
whenever he should want him. After that Jacob signed the paper, and the stranger went
one way and he went home again.

Well, Jacob brushed the straws off from his coat, and put a fine shine on his boots, and
then he set off to the Herr Mayor's house. g

“How do you find yourself, Jacob?" said the Herr Mayor.

“So good,” said Jacob.

“And are you a skillful huntsman now?” said the Herr Mayor.

Oh yes, Jacob was a skillful huntsman now.

Yes, good! But the Herr Mayor must have proof of that. Now, could Jacob shoot a
feather out of the tail of the magpie flying over the trees yonder?
Oh yes! nothing easier than that. So Jacob raised the gun to his cheek. Bang! went
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the gun, and down fell a feather from the tail of the magpie. At this the Herr Mayor stared

and stared, for he had never seen such shoof{iin%'. ‘
“ And now may I marry Gretchen?” said Jacob.
At this the Heyrr Mayor scratched his head, and hemmed and hawed. No; Jacob could

not marry Gretchen yet, for he had always said and sworn t!mt the man who should marry
Gretchen should bring with him a plough that could go of itself, and Plough three furrows
at once. If Jacob would show him such a plough- as that, then he might marry Gretchen
and welcome. That was what the Herr Mayor said.

' Jacob did not know how about that; perhaps he could get such a plou‘tgh, perhaps he
could not. If such a plough was to be had, though, he }\rould }.1ave it. So off he went
home again, and the Herr Mayor thought that he was rid of him
now for sure and certain.

But when Jacob had come home, he went back of thr.e
wood-pile and blew a turn or two on the little bone whistle

that the red stranger had given him.
No sooner had he done this
than the other stood before
him as suddenly as though
he had just stepped out of
the door of nowheres.
“What do you want,
Jacob ?” said he,
“I would like,” said
Jacob, “to have a plough that
can go by itself and plough
three furrows at once.” ]
S “That you shall have,” said 4

L s the red one. Then he thrust i L

mob—éhoow-ati his hand into his breeches pock- C@Wﬁ)

= et, and drew forth the prettiest 2 )

little plough that you ever saw.

He stood it on the ground before Jacob, and it grew large as you see it in the picture.
“ Plough away,” said he, and then he went back again whither he had come.

So Jacob laid his hands to the plough and—whisk l—away it went like John Storm-
wetter's colt, with Jacob behind it. Out of the farm-yard they went, and down the road,
and so to the Herr Mayor's house, and behind them lay three fine brown furrows,
smoking in the sun.

When the Herr Mayor saw them coming he opened his eyes, you may be sure, for
he had never seen such a plough as that in all of his life before.

“And now,” said Jacob, “I should like to marry Gretchen, if you please.”

At this the Herr Mayor hemmed and hawed and scratched his head again. No; Jacob
could not marry Gretchen yet, for the Herr Mayor had always said and sworn that the man
who married Gretchen should bring with him a purse that always had two pennies in it and
could never be emptied, no matter how much was taken out of it.

Jacob did not know how about that; perhaps he could get it and perhaps he could not
If such a thing was to be had, though, he would have it, as sure as the Mecklenburg folks

= -
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brew sour beer. So off he went home again, and the Herr Mayor thought that now he was
rid of him for certain.

But Jacob went back of the wood-pile and blew on his bone whistle again, and once
more the red one came at his bidding.

“What will you have now?” said he to Jacob.

“I should like,” said Jacob, “to have a purse which shall always have two pennies in it,
no matter how much I take out of it.”

“That you shall have,” said the red one; whereupon he thrust his hand into his packet,
and fetched out a beautiful silken purse with two pennies in it. He gave the purse to
Jacob, and then he went away again as quickly as he had come.

After he had gone, Jacob began taking pennies out of his purse and pennies out of his
purse, until he had more than a hatful —hui! I would like to have such a purse as that.

Then he marched off to the Herr Mayor’s house with his chin up, for he might hold his
head as high as any, now that he had such a purse as that in his pocket. As for the Herr
Mayor, he thought that it was a nice, pretty little purse; but could it do this and that as
he had said ?

Jacob would show him that; so he began taking pennies and pennies out of it, until
he had filled all the pots and pans in the house with them. And now might he marry
Gretchen?

Yes; that he might! So said the Herr Mayor; for who would not like to have a lad
for a son-in-law who always had two pennies more in his purse than he could spend.

So Jacob married his Gretchen, and, between his plough and his purse, he was busy
f:nough‘ I can tell you.

So the days went on and on and on until the ten years had gone by and the time had
come for the red one to fetch Jacob away with him. As for Jacob, he was in a sorry state
of dumps, as you may well believe.

At last Gretchen spoke to him. *“See, Jacob,” said she, “ what makes you so down in
the mouth ?”

“Oh! nothing at all,” said Jacob.

But this did not satisfy Gretchen, for she could see that there was more to be told than
Jacob had spoken. So she teased and teased, until at last Jacob told her all, and that the
red one was to come the next day and take him off as his servant, unless he could ask him
a question which he could not answer.

T —— e s ey e UL
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| ' ' ; Thi i to that sausage, for
= --ﬁ"l-‘if " said Gretchen, “and is that all? Then there is no stuffing .
"'T- _H'ﬂ. ﬂd ‘!t'.,ofhﬂ:,:,, atlrﬁ;me easily enough.” Then she told Jacob that when the
= Imlkdihﬁ‘;dc’:ame Jli;e should do thus and so, and she would do this and that, and
ﬁ% daythm ?fhe} rmght cheat the red one after all. | Aol
et ween, Tt e met day came, Gretchen went into the pantry and smeared hersclf a
“SL swﬁme Then she ripped open a bed and rolled herself in the feathers.
_ ﬂrerBW“d'by C:;m the red one. Rap! tap! tap! h_e knocked at the door.
% Ave vou ready to go with me now, Jacob?” said he. .
Y?sm ;gct:al:efaz t:;,mgtz Teady to go, only he would like to have one favor granted him
~ «What is it that you want?” said the red one.
':"-ggl’;t:;i; " s:idy?acob: “I would like to shoot one more shot out of my old gun
before T go with you.” :
befa(;?il i%otha.t w.z):s all, he might do that and welcome. So Jacob took down his gun, and
he and the red one went out together, walking side by side, for all the world as though
o they were born brothers.

Byand-by they saw a wren,

“Shoot at that,” said the red one,
“Oh no” said Jacob, * that is too small,”

So they went on a little farther.

By-and-by they saw a raven, « Shoot at that, then,’
“Oh no,” said Jacob, “ that is too black.”

0 went on a little farther, :
y they came to a ploughed field, and there was something skipping over the
-' lqﬁked' for all the world like a great bird, That was Gretchen; for the feath
to the honey and all over her, so that she looked just like 2 great bird.

-

e

" said the red one.

*_‘ .-'.'T.l'
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“ Shoot at that! shoot at that!" said the red one, clapping his hands together.

“Oh yes,” said Jacob, “I will shoot at that.” So he raised his gun and took aim. Then
he lowered his gun again. * But what is it?"” said he.

At this the red one screwed up his eyes, and looked and looked, but for the life of him
he could not tell what it was.

“ No matter what it is,” said he, “only shoot and be done with it, for I must be going.”

“Yes, good! But what zs it?” said Jacob.

Then the red one looked and looked again, but he could tell no better this time than
he could before. *“It may be this and it may be that,” said he. *Only shoot and be done
with it, for they are waiting for me at home.”

“Yes, my friend,” said Jacob, “that is all very good; only tell me what it is and I will
shoot.”

“ Thunder and lightning!” bawled the red one, “Z do not know what it is "

“Then be off with you!” said Jacob, “for, since you cannot answer my question, all is
over between us two.”

At this the red one had to leave Jacob, so he fled away over hill and dale, bellowing
like a bull.

As for Jacob and Gretchen, they went back home together, very well pleased with each
other and themselves.

And the meaning of all this is, that many another man beside Jacob Boehm
would find himself in a pretty scrape only for his wife.

S tiaiitss -2
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l
|

wimmtd £\* 1alking- gabbling:hairbrained-dunce-
Came-bywhere-a-sign-post- stoed-
Tt He-nodded-hishead-wifh-a-modish-air- |
iy, And-said-“ﬁaoci-day"- for-hexvasntaware- '-
o, That fhe.sign-post- pointing-its: finger-there-
) Was-enly-a-block of - wood-
‘,’,
i / %uom‘he-"ﬁn-exceedmg!y-Sultrv-day-
is- more-like-June-fhan-the-first-of-May-
The.post- said-never-a-word-
o “l'vejust-drepped-over-from-Lincolnshire -
& My-home-is-in-fhe-Cafhedral- Spire-
i

=

% The.-air-is-cooler-and-gurer-ﬂne-hl her.
?l’ };,; o -
s U.

You-get-as-youve-doubtless-heard.”

jo.on-he.chattered-with-nevér-a-stop- 3
And-onandoen-till-you'd: fhink -hewould-drop:
(The-post-was- dumb-as your-hat-) — —

But: so.as fhe-pie- could-say-his-say- —=.
He.did-n’t-care-wheftherlt-spokeallday-~ _,
Fur-ﬂ\us-he.cbjerved-a!-ha-walked-Iaw;ay- N

——
-

“An-intelligent.creature-that-”
w

(Y€ second-opinion:-)

Now-once-when:fhe: jky-was-pouring-rain

The-Mal

le.chanced-to.come-by-again-

2 #
5 And-ﬂgcre-siood-_ﬂ'zc-posr-in-

bt “Helloa.” said-the-Magpie-“What-you-here-

Pray-tell-mel-beg.i
A-terrible- day- for.

s-fhere-sheltering-near-
isstime-of-the-year-

ewet: |

“Twould- make -a- Jaint- Anfhony- fret-”

“I-beg- yourpardon-1did-n‘t-quite-hear.” i
(Then louder)“I-say-is-there - sheltering-near”
But-the-postawas-as-dumb-as-Death- -~ %
“What:cantyou-answer- a.question- pray- -
Youwill-not= No~Then:I‘ll:say: good-day-»
And-flirting his tail-he walked-away:- 4
You'r.a-fool-” (fhis under-his-breath) ?

L. ENVOY-

The.moral-fhat-fhis. s tory-traces-
[s= Circumstances: alter.cases.







¢-fong-of-
ye-foolilh-
old-woman:-

[fawanold womangoupa fteephill,

Andfhe chuckled and laughed,as fhe went,withawill.
Andyet,ashe went,
Herbody was bent,.

Wifthalead asheavy as finsin lent.

"Oh!why doyou chuckle,<ld woman;”(ays1,
As yeu climb up the hill-fide (o fteep and fo high?
“Becaufe ,don‘t you fee,
I'll pretently be,
At the topef the hill. He! he! *fays the.

[ fow fhe old weman ge dewnward again;
And he eafily travelled, with never a pain;
Yet the loudly cried,
And guftily fighed,
And greaned, though the read waslevel] and wide.

“Oh!why,my eld wormnan,” fays I ,“de youweep,
W henyou laughed,as you climbed up the hill-fide fo
“High-he! Jam vexed, teep?
Becaufe ] expects?’
Saysthe,“ I fhall ache inclimbing fhe next.
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“Stand here
Steadily,
Never fear,
Wait for me.”

Twelve geele
In arow
(Sothefe
Always go).
Down-hill

They meander, Forfh hewent,

Tail to bi“; Cautjoug,ﬂotv,

Fir(t the gander. Body bent,

o theyftalked, Head low.

Beld as brafs, All fhereft

As they walked Stoed faft,

To the grafs. Waiting for |
e What paffed.

Suddenly AP

Stopped the throng; | &' || Wind came

Plain tofee A With a caper,

Something’s wrong.| 4 | Caught fame

Yes; there is 2 N Dalily paper.

Semething white!| 7, ' ¥ Up it (ailed

No quiz ; Inthe air;

Clear tofight.
(‘Twill amufe
When yeu‘re teld

Courage failed
Then and there .
Scared well

“Twasa news- Outof wits; i

Papercld.) Nearly fell |
Inte fits.

Gander poke. Off they fped,

Braver bird
Never broke
Eggl‘ve heard :

T

Helter- (kelter,
“Till they'd fled
Under fhelter.

S A A v S e S

Bomm : Poor geefe!
Never mind;
Ofher geefe
Onecanfind,
Cutthe fame
Foolifh caper
Atermpty wind
Ina paper.
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CLAUS AND HIS WONDERFUL
STAFF

Showing how one should not seek to take
more than one can carry
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H ANS and Claus were born brothers. Hans

was the elder and Claus was the younger;

Hans was the richer and Claus was the poorer—
=i’ N that is the way that the world goes sometimes.

Everything was easy for Hans at home; he

drank much beer, and had sausages and white bread

three times a day; but Claus worked and worked, and no luck came of it—that, also, is

the way that the world goes sometimes.

One time Claus spoke to Hans of this matter. “See, Hans,” said he, “you should
glve me Ssome money, for that which belongs to one brother should help the other.”

But Hans saw through different colored spectacles than Claus. No; he would do
nothing of the kind. If Claus wanted money he had better go out into the world to look
for it: for some folks said that money was rolling about in the wide world like peas on a
threshing-floor. So said Hans, for Claus was so poor that Hans was ashamed of him, and
wanted him to leave home so as to be rid of him for good and all.

This was how Claus came to go out into the world.

But before he went, he cut himself a good stout staff of hazel-wood to help his heavy
feet over the road.

Now the staff that Claus had cut was a rod of witch-hazel, which™has the power of
showing wherever treasure lies buried. But Claus knew no more of that than the chick
in the shell.

So off he went into the world, walking along with great contentment, kicking up little
clouds of dust at every step, and whistling as gayly as though trouble had never been
hatched from mares’ eggs. By-and-by he came to the great town, and then he went to the
market-place and stood, with many others, with a straw in his mouth—for that meant
that he wanted to take service with somebody.

Presently there came along an old, old man, bent almost double with the weight of the
years which he carried upon his shoulders. This was a famous doctor of the, black-arts.
He had read as many as a hundred books, so that he was more learned than any man in all
of the world—even the minister of the village. He knew, as well as the birds know when
the cherries are ripe, that Claus had a stick of witch-hazel, so he came to the market-
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place, peering here and peering there, just as honest folks do when they are looking for a
servant. After a while he came to where Claus was, and then he stopped in front of
him. * Do you want to take service, my friend ?" said he.

Yes, that was what Claus wanted; why else should he stand in the market-place with a ;
straw in his mouth ? '

Well, they bargained and bargained, and talked and talked, and the end of the matter
was that Claus agreed to sell his services to the old master of black-arts for seven pennies
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a week. So they made their bargain, and off went the master with Claus at his heels.
After they had come a little distance away from the crowd at the market-place, the master
of black-arts asked Claus where he had got that fine staff of hazel.

“Oh, I got it over yonder,” said Claus, pointing with his thumb.

But could he find the place again?

Well, Claus did not know how about that; perhaps he could, and perhaps he could not.

But suppose that Claus had a thaler in his hand, #ez could he find the place again?
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Oh yes; in that case Claus was almost sure that he could find the place again. ‘
So, good. Then here was a bottle of yellow water. If Claus would take the bottle of

yellow water, and pour it over the stump from which he had cut his staff, there would come

seven green snakes out of a hole at the foot of the hazel-bush. After these seven snakes,
there would come a white snake, with a golden crown on its head, from out of the same
hole. Now if Claus would catch that white snake in the empty bottle, and bring it to the
master of black-arts, he should have not one thaler, but two—that was what the master

said. N
Oh yes, Claus could do that; that was no such hard thing. So he took the bottle of

yellow water and off he went.

By-and-by he came to the place where he had cut his hazel-twig. There he did as the
master of black-arts had told him; he poured the yellow water over the stump of hazel
from which he had cut his staff. Then everything happened just as the other had said:
first there came three green snakes out of the hole at the foot of the hazel-bush, and after
they had all gone, there came a white snake, with a little golden crown on its head, and
with its body gleaming like real silver. Then Claus caught the white snake, and put it
into the bottle and corked it up tightly. After he
had done this he went back to the master of black-
arts again.

Now this white snake was what the folk call a
tomt-snake in that land. Whoever eats of a broth
made of it can understand the language of all the
birds of the air and all the beasts of the field;
so nobody need wonder that the master was
as glad as glad could be to have his white
snake safe and sound.

He bade Claus build a fire of dry wood,
and as soon as there was a good blaze he set
a pot of water upon it to boil. When the
water in the pot began to boil, he chopped
up the white snake into little pieces and
threw them into it. So the snake boiled and
boiled and boiled, and Claus stared with won-
der as though he would never shut his eyes again.

Now it happened that just about the time that the broth was cooked, the master was
called out of the room for this or for that. No sooner was his back turned than Claus
began to wonder what the broth was like. “I will just have a little taste,” said he to l}im-
self; “surely it can do no harm to the rest of the soup.” So he stuck his finger first into
the broth and then into his mouth; but what the broth tasted like he never could tell, for
just then the master came in again, and Claus was so frightened at what he had done that
he had no wits to think of the taste of anything. .

Presently the master of black-arts went to the pot of broth, and, taking off the lid, beg:an
smelling of it. But no sooner had he sniffed a smell of the steam than he began thufnpmg
his head with his knuckles, and tearing his hair, and stamping his feet. * Somebody's had
a finger in my broth ! ! I" he roared. For the master knew at once that all the magic had
been taken out of it by the touch of Claus’s finger.

3
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As for poor Claus, he was so frightened that he fell upon his knees, and began hiegging:
“Oh! dear master—" But he got no further than this, for the master bawled at him,

“You have taken the best,
You may have the rest.”

And so saying, he threw pot and broth and all at Claus, so that if he hadn’t ducked
his head he might have been scalded to death. Then Claus ran out into the street, for he
saw that there was no place for him to stay in that house.

bt

Now in the street there was a cock and a hengseratching and clucking together in the

dust, and Claus understood every word that they “said to each other, so he stopped and
listened to them. ;

This is what they said : e B

The cock said to the hen, “ Yonder goes our new serving-man.”

And the hen said to the cock, “ Yes, yonder he goes.”

And the cock said to the hen, “ He is leaving the best behind him.”

And the hen said to the cock, “ What is it that he is leaving 2"

And the cock said to the hen, “ He is leaving behind him the witch-hazel staff that he
brought with him.”

And the hen said to the cock, “ Yes, that is so. He would be‘\a fool to leave that behind,
yet he is not the first one to think that peas are pebbles.”

As for Claus, you can guess how he opened his eyes, for he saw how the land lay, and

~

~ that he had other ears than he had before.
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“ Huil” said he, “that is good! I have bought more for my penny than I ha&ﬁmJ
bargain.” et e

As for the hazel staff.'he was not going to leave that behind, you may be sure. So he ‘-; - A
sneaked about the place till he laid hand on it again; then he stepped away, right foot fore- o
most, for he did not know what the master of black-arts might do to him if he shoulé.
catch him. =

Well, E-L{tﬂr he had left the town, he went along, tramp! tramp! tramp! until, by-and-by,
he grew tired and sat down beneath an oak-tree to rest himself a little, '

Now, as he sat there, looking up through the leaves, thinking
of nothing at all, two ravens came flying and lit in the tree
above him. After a while the ravens began talking
together, and this was what they said:

The one raven said, * Yonder is poor Claus sitting
below us,”

And the other raven said, “ Poor Claus, did you
say, brother? Do you not see the witch-hazel lying
on the ground beside him ?”

The one raven said, “Oh yes; I see that, but
what good does it do him ?”

And the other raven said, “It does him no
good now, but if he were to go home again and
strike on the great stone on the top of the hill
back of Herr Axel's house, then it would do him
good ; for in it lies a great treasure of silver and
gold.”

Claus had picked up his ears at all this talk,
you may be sure. “See” said he, “that is the
way that a man will pass by a great fortune
in the little world at home to seek for a little
fortune in the great world abroad "— which
was all very true. After that he lost no
time in getting back home again.

“What! are you back again?” said Hans.

“Oh yes,” said Claus, *“ 1 am back again.”

“That is always the way with a pewter
penny,” said Hans—for that is how some of
us are welcomed home after we have been away.

As for Claus, he was as full of thoughts as an
egg is of meat, but he said nothing of them to Hans.
Off he went to the high hill back of Herr Axel's house, and there, sure enough, was the
great stone at the very top of the hill.

Claus struck on the stone with his oaken staff, and it opened like the door of a beer
vault, for all was blackness within. A flight of steps led down below, and down the steps
Claus went. But when he had come to the bottom of the steps, he stared till _his eyes
were like great round saucers; for there stood sacks of gold and silver, piled up like bags

of grain in the malt-house.

@
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- At one end of the room was a great stone seat, and on the seat sat a little manikin
smoking a pipe. As for the beard of the little man, it was as long as he was short, for it
hung down so far that part of it touched the stone floor.
“ How do you find yourself, Claus ?" said the little manikin, calling Claus by his name.
“So, good !" said Claus, taking off his hat to the other.
“ And what would you like to have, Claus?” said the little man.
“T would like,” said Claus, “to have some money, if you please.”
“Take what you want," said the little man, “only do not forget to take the best with you.”
Oh no; Claus would not forget the best; so he held the staff tighter than ever in his
I fist—for what could be better than the staff that brought him there? So he went here and
| there, filling his pockets with the gold and silver money till they bulged out like the pockets
|‘ of a thief in the orchard; but all the time he kept tight hold of his staff, I can tell you.

. Iaus-and-ﬂwe,-ﬂanlkjn _;

&Y

When he had as much as his pockets could hold, he thanked the little manikin and
went his way, and the stone door closed behind him.
And now Claus lived like a calf in the green cornfield. Everything he had was of the
: best, and he had twice as much of that as any of the neighbors. Then how brother Hans
- sta:red and '.-acratched his head and wondered, when he saw how Claus sat in the sun all day,
_ doing nothing but smoking his pipe and eating of the best, as though he were a born
- prince! .Eve.ry day Claus went to the little man in the hill with his pockets empty, and
. came back with them stuffed with gold and silver money. At last he had so much that
: __h_e could not count it, and so he had to send over to brother Hans for his quart-pot, so that
he might measure it.
B}lt Hans was cunning. “I will see what makes brother Claus so well-off in the world
all of a sudden,” said he; so he smeared the inside of the quart-pot with bird-lime.
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'I‘he:n (;laus meas'ured his gold and silver money in Hans's quart-pot, and wm-hem 3 i
'-j.one with it he sent it back again. But more went back with the quart-pot than “ﬁﬂe itk et
it, for two gold-pieces stuck to the bird-lime, and it was these that went back with the pot
to brother Hans. "
{ What !" cried Hans, “has that stupid Claus found so much money that he has to meas-
ure it in a quart-pot?  We must see the inside of this business!” So off he went to Claus’s
house, and there he found Claus sitting in the sun and smoking his pipe, just as though he
owned all of the world. 1

“Where did you get all that money, Claus?” said Hans.

Oh! Claus could not tell him that.

But Hans was bound to know all about it, so he
i begged and begged so prettily that at last Claus had to
J{ tell him everything. Then, of course, nothing would do

but Hans must have a try with the hazel staff also.

Well, Claus made no words at that. He was a
good-natured fellow, and surely there was enough
for both. So the upshot of the matter was that
I Hans marched off with the hazel staff.

But Hans was no such simpleton as Claus; no,
not he. Oh no, he would not take all that trouble
for two poor pocketfuls of money. He would have
a bagful; no, he would have Zweo bagfuls. So he
slung two meal sacks over his shoulder, and off he
started for the hill back of Herr Axel's house.

When he came to the stone he knocked upon
it, and it opened to him just as it had done for
Claus. Down he went into the pit, and there sat
the little old manikin, just as he had done from
the very first.

“How do you find yourself, Hans?" said the
little old manikin,

Oh, Hans found himself very well.  Might
he have some of the money that stood around the room in the sacks?

Yes, that he might; only remember to take the best away with him. :

Prut! teach a dog to eat sausages. Hans would see that he took the best, trust him
for that. So he filled the bags full of gold, and never touched the silver—for, surely,
gold is better than anything else in the world, says Hans to himself. So, when he had
filled his two bags with gold, and had shaken the pieces well down, he flung the one
over one shoulder, and the other over the other, and then he had as much as he could
carry. As for the staff of witch-hazel, he let it lie where it was, for he only had two
hands and they were both full.

But Hans never got his two bags of gold away from the vault, for just as he was
leaving — bang | came the stone together, and caught him as though he was a mouse in
the door; and that was an end of him. That happened because he left the witch-hazel
behind.

That was the way in which Claus came to lose his magic staff; but that did not mat-
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live on and to spare. So he marr‘ied. the daughter of
: _ marry whom he chose, now that he was rich), and after
as h@ﬁy as a fly on the warm chimney.

Now, #is is so—it is better to take a little away at a time and carry your
staff with you, than to take all at once and leave it behind.
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Amerry young fhoemaker, I ’
Andatailorand a baker, R AN
Went to feek their fortunes, for they had beentold, 4 nfo ;
Where arainbow touched fthe ground , o
(If itonly could be found.) '
Wasa purfe that fheuld be always full of gold J Y-

— —

So they traveled day byday;, =
Inajolly, jocund way =
Till fhe fhoernaker a pretty lass espied;
When queth he ,*[tfeems tome,
There cannever,never be, WAL
ﬁ', Better Juck than thisinall the world bafide.”
J

So the ofhers faid goed-bye,
And wenton,till by-and-by
They espied a thadyinn befide the way;
Where the Heflefs fair, - a widow-
In a lene feclufien hid ;“Oh,
Here is luck !”fhe tailorfaid ;“and here Il
T
So the baker jogged along ,
Allalone ,withne‘era feng,
Orajeft; and nefhing tempted him

toftay.
But he went frem bad toworfe . 4

For he never found fhe purfe,
And forall[knew he's wandering to fhis day:.

Itis better,en the whole,
Feranordinary foul, AR
(So1 gather from fhis fong [*ve tried to ing,) . . crBEiA
~tertotake the luck fhat may

: Ppnce to fall within his way,
Foil foran imaginary thing.
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; A tailer came a-walking by,
_ _ s 95 The fire of courage in his eye.
i 4 N &’ 7k “NX here are you geing,{ir?” Said 1.

Nk 5 _ > SN B “1 slew a meufe
\ [y W 1 (g s \\; i Inourhouﬁ&,
|

S 4 V[ \ /),, w:%;) | if;}_'-"l Wher&;\ﬂ\;r tailers live ) faidhe,
& \ '- 72Xl = 7, nd not a Jack

\ \) ( SV || Among the pack

. : 5/ g & —~2l Would dare todo the like; pardie!
AN : \. S TS Therefore,]*'m ¢going oul to try

I{ fhere be greater men fhan1;

Orin fhe land

) ; As bold a hand
1 AN . ‘ A - Atwielding brand as | ,youfee!”

. _ > | The tailor came a-limping by
h SR A . - | With woful {ace andclofhes awry

f == ¢ .| Andallhis courage gene to pie .
f ‘Q‘\‘;.[ = 1 _"E‘ﬁ(“?—)ﬁl\
| = Yl (b : ) C..:; “I met a knight ‘
i NI 8 S ). < o), Inarmor bright,
szj NG “ = B 5",5 ‘| And bade him ftand and draw;"{aid he
|-‘/ AP ~) e - - I : £ "
G W 2 O e He (traightway did
" '\Err‘“,}- t;.»:\' \ B Ri= Qg:) As he was bid :
A [ S ¢ \ - - 4 Andtreated me outrageoufly.
= 31/ {25 ;RS\ % Sol{hall get me home again,
B & : —=J. ¥ "\ \eS And probably (hall fhere remain.
i I o WD et WY - - A little man,
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y/: uperficial-
X Culture-

I'll tell of a certain old dame;
The fame =
Had abeautiful piggy, whefe name. /
as Jame- _.
-§; and whose beauty and worfh |
From fhe day of his birth,
\Were matters of pepular fame,
And his claim
Te gentility noene could blarme . ¥

v N

§o, feeing his premife ,(he fhought
She ought
Tohave him fufficiently taught
Theart
Of depertment, togo
Into company ; fo
Amafler of dancing fhe brought
 Whowas fraught
Wifha ftyle which the piggiwig caught-

Seo his company manners were rare .
His care

Of fecial obfervances fhere
Woeuld bear

The clofefl infpection,
- And neta reflection

Could refl on his actions howe‘er
You might care

Toexamine ‘em down to a hair.

'ﬁn‘(\

Now, things went beau-ti-ful-ly,
Till he

Fell inlove witha dameof degree;
Pardie!

When he tried for tofpeak,

_ But could enly fay;Ow-e-e-k!"

vor ,whatever his pelifh might be,
Why,dearme!

He was pigat the botten ,youfee.
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HOW DAME MARGERY TWIST
SAW MORE THAN WAS
CO0OD FOR HER

d Story that shows how one should hold

one’s tongue as to what one sees




ow - Dame - Margery. Twist- saw-

more . fhan-was-good- for- her,

F one could always hold one’s tongue as to

what one sees, one would be the better for it.

They are the wise people of this world who keep silence as to-what they see; many such

there are who behold things such as neither you nor I may ever hope to look upon, and

yet we know nothing of this because they say nothing of it, going their own ways like com-
mon folks, and as though they saw nothing in an egg but the meat.

Dame Margery Twist of Tavistock town was not one of these wise folks who hold
their tongues; she was a good, gossiping, chattering old soul, whose hen never hatched a
chick but all of the neighbors knew of it, as the saying goes. The poor old creature had
only one eye; how she lost the other you shall presently hear, and also how her won-
derful tulip garden became like anybody else’s tulip garden.

Dame Margery Twist lived all alone with a great tabby cat. She dwelt in a little cot-
tage that stood back from the road, and just across the way from the butcher's shop. All
within was as neat and as bright as a new pin, so that it was a delight just to look upon
the row of blue dishes upon the dresser, the pewter pipkins as bright as silver, or the
sanded floor, as clean as your mother's table. Over the cottage twined sweet woodbines, so
that the air was ladened with their fragrance in the summer-time, when the busy, yellow-
legged bees droned amid the blossoms from the two hives that stood along against the
wall. But the wonder of the garden was the tulip bed, for there were no tulips in all
England like them, and folks came from far and near, only to look upon them @and to
smell their fragrance. They stood in double rows, and were of all colors—white, yellow,
red, purple, and pied. They bloomed early, and lasted later than any others, and, when
they were in flower, all the air was filled with their perfume,

Now all of these things happened before the smoke of the factories and the rattling
of the steam-cars had driven the fairy folks away from this world into No-man'sland, and
this was the secret of the dame’s fine tulip bed. For the fairies dwelt among the flowers,
and she often told her gossips how that she could hear the fairy mothers singing their
babies to sleep at night, when the moon was full and the evening was warm. She had
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never seen the little folks herself, for few folks are given to look upon them, and Dame
Margery'’s eyes were not of that nature. Nevertheless, she heard them, and that, in my
opinion, is the next best thing to seeing them.

Dame Margery Twist, as [ said, was a good, kind, comfortable old soul, and was, more-
over, the best nurse in all of Tavistock town. Was any one ill, it was Dame Margery who
was called upon to attend them; as for the dame herself, she was always ready to bring a
sick body into good health again, and was always paid well for the nursing.

£
One evening the dame was drinking her tea by herself with great comfort. It was

¥ just at the dusking of the twilight; the latticed-window was opened, so that the little
breezes came rushing into the room, or stayed a while to play wantonly with the white

-3 linen curtains. The tabby cat was purring in the door-way, and the dame was enjoying

the sweetness of the summertime. There came a knock at the door. “Who is it?” said
Dame Margery.

“It's Tommy Lamb, if you please, ma'am,” said a little voice.

“Come in, Tommy,” said the dame.

So in came Tommy Lamb, a little, curly-headed fellow, not any older than you. *What
is it you want, Tommy ?" said the dame.

“1f you please, ma'am, there's a little gentleman outside, no taller than I be; he gave
me this box, and told me to tell you to rub your eyes with the salve and then to come
out to him,”

-
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The dame looked out of the window, but never a body stood there that she could
see. “Where is the gentleman, dearie?” said she.

“Yonder he is, with a great white horse standing beside him,” said Tommy Lamb,
and he pointed with his finger as he spoke.

The dame rubbed her eyes and looked again, but never a thing did she see but the
green gate, the lilac-bushes, and the butcher’s shop opposite.
The truth of the matter is, that little children like you,
my dear, see things which we grown folks, with the
dust of the world in our eyes. may never behold.
“Well,” said Dame Margery to herself, “this
is strange, for sure! 7 see no little old gentle-
man in green.” Then she opened the box
that she held, and looked into it and saw
that it was filled with a green salve. “T'll
rub some of it on my eyes, at any rate,”
said she; whereupon she did so. Then
she looked again, and lo, and behold !
there stood a little old man, no taller than
Tommy Lamb. His face was as brown,
and as withered, and as wrinkled as a
winter's crab-apple left on the bare
tree when the frost is about. He was
dressed all in green from top to toe,
and on his head was a tall green cap,
with a bell at the peak, which tinkled
at every movement of his head. By
his side stood a great, tall, milk-white
horse, with a long tail and mane tied

with party-colored ribbons,

Dame Margery went out to the
little old gentleman in green, and
asked him what he would have
with her. He told the dame that
his wife was sorely sick, and that
he wanted her to come and nurse
her for the night. At this Dame
Margery hemmed and hawed and
shook her head, for she did not
like the thought of going out at
night, she knew not where, and
with such a strange little body.
Then the little man begged her and
pleaded with her, and his voice and his
words were as sweet as honey. At last he persuaded her to go, promising her a good
reward if she would nurse his wife back into her health again. So the dame went back
into the cottage to make ready for her journeying, throwing her red riding-cloak over her

5
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shoulders, and drawmg her thick shoes upon her feet. Then she filled her reticule with
a parcel of simples, in case they should be needed. After this she came out again, and
climbed up behind the little man in green, and so settled herself upon the pillion saddle
for her ride. Then the little man whistled to his horse, and away they went.

They seemed to fly rather than ride upon the hard ground, for the hedges and cottages
and orchards flew past as though in a dream. But fast as they went, the old dame saw
many things which she had never dreamed of before. She saw all of the hedgerows, the
by-ways, the woods and fields alive with fairyfolk. Each little body was buw upon his
or her own business, laughing, chatting, talking, and running here and there like folks on

a market-day.

So they came at last to a place which the dame knew was the three-tree-hill; but it
was not the three-tree-hill which she had seen in all of her life before, for a great gateway
seemed to open into it and it was into this gateway that the little man in green urged
the great white horse.

After they had entered the hill, Dame Margery climbed down from the pillion and stood
looking about her. Then she saw that she was in a great hall, the walls of which were
glistening with gold and silver, while bright stones gleamed like so many stars all over the
roof of the place. Three little fairy children were playing with golden balls on the floor,
and when they saw the dame they stopped in their sport and stood looking silently upon
hel‘ with great, wide-opened eyes, just as though they were little mortal children. In the
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corner of the room was a bed all of pure gold, and over the bed were spread coverlets of
gold and silver cloth, and in the bed lay a beautiful little lady, very white and ill. Then
Dame Margery knew well enough that every one of these little people were fairies.

The dame nursed the fairy lady all that night, and
by cock-crow in the morning the little woman had ease
from her pain.

Then the little man spoke for the first time
since Dame Margery had left home. * Look ’ee,
Dame Margery,” said he; “1 promised to pay
you well and I will keep my word. Come hith- l?‘_-—
er!” So the dame went to him as he had bid- w’.’

den her to do, and the little man filled her ret-
icule with black coals from the hearth. The
dame said nothing, but she wondered much A

whether the little man called this good pay for =
her pains. After this she climbed up on the

great horse again, and behind the little man, and
they rode out of the place and home, where they
were safe and sound ere the day had fairly broken.
But before the little man had left her he drew out an-
other little box just like the one that Tommy Lamb
had brought her the evening before, only this time

the box was filled with red ointment. *Rub
your eyes with this, Dame Margery,” said he.

Now Dame Margery Twist knew but-
ter from cheese, as the saying is. She
knew that the green salve was of a
kind which very few people have
had rubbed over their eyes in
this world; that it was of a kind
which poets would give their
ears to possess —even were
it a lump no larger than a
pea. So, when she took the
box of red ointment, she only
rubbed one eye with it—her left
eve. Her right eye she pretend-
ed to rub, but, in truth, she never
touched it at all.

Then the little man got upon his
horse again, and rode away to his )
home in the hill.

After he had gone away, Dame Mar-
eery thought that she would empty her reticule of the dirty black coals; so she turned
it topsy-turvey, and shook it over the hearth, and out tumbled—black coals? No; great
lumps of pure gold that shone bright yellow, like fire, in the light of the candle. The
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good dame could scarcely believe her eyes, for here was wealth enough to keep her in
comfort for all the rest of her days.

But Dame Margery’s right eye! I wish I could only see what she saw with that
right eye of hers! What was it she saw? That I will tell you.

The next night was full moon, and Dame Margery came and looked out over the fine
bed of tulips, of which she was very proud. * Hey-day!” she cried, and rubbed her eyes,
in doubt as to whether she was asleep or awake, for the whole place was alive with little
folks.

But she was awake, and it was certain that she saw them. Yes; there they were—
little men, little women, little children, and little babies, as thick in the tulip bed as folks
at a wedding. The little men sat smoking their pipes and talking together; the little
women sat nursing their babies, singing to them or rocking them to sleep in cradles of
tulip flowers; the little children played at hide-and-seek among the flowerstalks, So the
dame leaned out of the window, watching them with great delight, for it is always a delight

‘to watch the little folks at their sports.

After a while she saw where one of the tiny fairy children hid himself under a leaf,
while the others who were to seck him looked up and
down, and high and low, but could find him
nowhere. Then the old dame laughed
and laughed to see how the others
looked for the little fellow, but
could not tell where he

was. At last she could hold her peace no longer, but called out in a loud voice, *“ Look
under the leaf, Blackcap "

The words were no sooner out of her mouth than, whisk ! whirr! off they scampered

out of the garden and away — fathers, mothers, children, babies, all crying in their shrill
voices, “She sees us! she sees us!” For fairies are very timid folk, and dread nothing
more than to have mortals see them in their own shapes.

S0 they never came back again to the dame's garden, and from that day to this her
tulips have been like everybody else’s tulips. Moreover, whenever she went out the fairies
scampered away before her like so many mice, for they all knew that she could see them
with her magical eye. This, as you may see, was bad enough, but no other harm would
have come of it if she had only gathered wisdom at that time, seeing what ill came of her
speech. But, like many other old dames that I wot of, no sound was as pleasant to her
ears as the words of her own mouth.

Now, about a twelvemonth after the time that the dame had nursed the fairy lady, the
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great fair was held at Tavistock. All the world and his wife were there, so, of course,
Dame Margery went also. And the fair was well worth going to, I can tell you! Booths
stood along in a row in the yellow sunlight of the summer-time, and flags and streamers
of many colors fluttered in the breeze from long poles at the end of each booth. Ale
flowed like water, and dancing was going on on the green, for Peter Weeks the piper was
there, and his pipes were with him. It was a fine sight to see all of the youths and maids,
decked in fine ribbons of pink and blue, dancing hand-in-hand to his piping. In the
great tent the country people had spread out their goods —butter, cheese, eggs, honey,
and the like—making as goodly a show as you would want to see. Dame Margery was
in her glory, for she had people to gossip with everywhere; so she went hither and thither,

and at last into the great tent where these things of which I have spoken were all spread
out for show.

Then, lo and behold! who should she see, gliding here and there among the crowd
of other people, but the little man in green whom she had seen a year ago. She opened
her eyes mightily wide, for she saw that he was doing a strange thing. By his side hung
a little earthen-ware pot, and in his hand he held a little wooden scraper, which he passed
over the rolls of butter, afterwards putting that which he scraped from the rolls into the
pot that hung beside him. Dame Margery peeped into the pot, and saw that it was half
full ; then she could contain herself no longer.

“ Hey-day, neighbor!” cried she, “here be pretty doings, truly! Out upon thee, to go
scraping good luck and full measure off of other folk’s butter!”
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When the little man in green heard the dame speak to him, he was so amazed that he
nearly dropped his wooden scraper. « Why, Dame Margery! can you see me then?”

« Aye, marry can I! And what you are about doing also; out upon you, say I

“ And did you not rub your eyes with the red salve then?” said the little man.

“One eye, yes, but one eye, no,” said the dame, slyly.

“ Which eye do you see me with?” said he.

«With this eye, gossip, and very clearly, I would have you know,” and she pointed to
her right” eye.

Then the little man swelled out his cheeks until they were like two little brown dump-
lings. Puff! he blew a breath into the good dame’s eye. Puff! he blew, and if the dame’s
eye had been a candle, the light of it could not have gone out sooner.

The dame felt no smart, but she might wink and wink, and wink again, but she would
never wink sight into the eye upon which the little man had blown his breath, for it was
blind as the stone wall back of the mill, where Tom the tinker kissed the miller’s daughter.

Dame Margery Twist never greatly missed the sight of that eye; but all the same, I
would give both of mine for it.

All of these things are told at Tavistock town even to this day; and if you go thither,
you may hear them for yourself.

But I say again, as I said at first: if one could only hold one's tongue
as to what one sees, one would be the better for it.
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2| Thre were two wise physicians ence,of gloryand renown,
Whowent to take a little walk nigh famous Concord town .
| Oh!very,very great andwise and learned menwere they,
And wiseandlearned was th' talk,as they walked on fh" way;
And as they walked,and talkedand talked, fhey came towhe they
A Crow as black as any hat, asitting on y© greund. found
Y€ Crow was very,verysick, as you may quickly jee
| By just locking at y® picture th! isdrawn h'® by me.
ow wh" y ¢ doctors came to him they mended of th' pace,
7 | And said one untoy® ofher, “H™ s an Interesting case 5
Acase th' shid be treated,and be treated speedily.
Ihave—g/es,here itis-a pill th* hasbeen madeby me.
Now, 1 have had occasion —" Said y©other,“In maost cases
Yourpills are excellently good,but h'®,myfriend,are traces
Ofa lassitude, a ]anguor,gw‘ yeur pills cld hardly aid;
In short,they‘rerather violent for th%,lam afraid -
K £ have atincture—"Said y*first,“Your tincture cannot touch
A caseas difficult as th¥; my pllls are better, much .*
“Your pills, sir, are tee vielent.* *Your tenic is too weak
“As Ihave said, sir,in th?® case~* “Permit me,sir,to speak”
And setheyargued leng and high,and en,anden,anden,
Until they lost theirtempers ,and anhour ermere had gone.
But leng before theirarguments y € question did decide,
Y ®Crow, notwaiting for y¢ end, incontinently died.
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Over dewy hill and lea
Merrily
Rufhed a mad-cap breeze at play,
And fhe daifies, like the bright
Stars atnight,
Danced and twinkled inits way.
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Now,atree called to fhe breeze:
“Little breeze,
Will you come and have a play ?
And the wind upenits way
Stepped toplay.
T hen the leaves ,with {udden (hiver,
Sudde n quiver,
Met the light

Mad-capbreeze

With delight.

Prefently the breeze grew fironger,

Foritcared toplay nolenger.

Soit flung fhe limbs about,
Andittelfed the leaves in rout,

Till it reared,as theugh with fhunder.
Then the peor tree groaned and bent,
And the breeze,-a tempefl-rent
Leavesrand branches from.its crewn ;
Till,atlaft,itflung it doxwn,

Stripped ,and bare ,and tern afunder-
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“ ES, Peter is clever.” So said his mother; but then
every goose thinks her own gosling a swan.

The minister and all of the people of the village said Peter was but a dull block. Maybe
Peter was a fool ; but, as the old saying goes, never a fool tumbles out of the tree but he
lights on his toes. So now you shall hear how that Peter sold his two baskets of eggs for
more than you or I could do, wise as we be.

“ Peter,” said his mother. i

“Yes,” said Peter, for he was well brought up, and always answered when he was
spoken to.

“ My dear little child, thou art wise, though so young now; how shall we get money to
pay our rent?”

“Sell the eggs that the speckled hen has laid,” said Peter.

“ But when we have spent the money for them, what then ?"

“ Sell more eggs,” said Peter, for he had an answer for everything.

“ But when the speckled hen lays no more eggs, what shall we do then ?”

“We shall see,” said Peter.

“ Now indeed art thou wise,” said his mother, “and I take thy meaning; it is this, when
we have spent all, we must do as the little birds do, and trust in the good Heaven.” Peter
meant nothing of the kind, but then folks will think that such wise fellows as Peter and I
mean more than we say, whence comes our wisdom.

So the next day Peter started off to the town, with the basket full of nice white eges.
The day was bright and warm and fair; the wind blew softly, and the wheat-fields lay like
green velvet in the sun.  The flowers were sprinkled all over the grass, and the bees kicked
up their yellow legs as they tilted into them. The garlic stuck up stout spikes into the
air, and the young radishes were green and lusty. The brown bird in the tree sang,
“cuckoo! cuckoo!” and Peter trudged contentedly along, kicking up little clouds of dust
at every footstep, whistling merrily and staring up into the bright sky, where the white
clouds hung like little sheep, feeding on the wide blue field. “If those clouds wers
sheep, and the sheep were mine, then I would be a great man and very proud,” said Peter.
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But the clouds were clouds, and he was not a great man; nevertheless, he whistled more
merrily than ever, for it was very nice to think of these things.

So he trudged along with great comfort until high noontide, against which time he had
come nigh to the town, for he could see the red roofs and the tall spires peeping over the
crest of the next green hill. By this time his stomach was crying, “give! givel” for it
longed for bread and cheese. Now, a great gray stone stood near by at the forking of the
road, and just as Peter came to it he heard a noise. *Click! clack!” he turned his
head, and, lo and behold! the side of the stone opened like a door, and out came a little
old man dressed all in fine black velvet. “Good-day, Peter,” said he. *“Good-day, sir,”
said Peter, and he took off his hat as he spoke, for he could see with half an eye that this
little old gentleman was none of your cheese-paring fine folks.

«Will you strike a bargain with me for your eggs?” said the little old man. Yes, Peter
would strike a bargain; what would the little gentleman give him for his eggs? *1I will
give you this,” said the little old man, and he drew a black bottle out of his pocket.

Peter took the bottle and turned it over and over in his hands. *It is,” said he, “a
pretty little, good little, sweet little bottle, but it is not worth as much as my basket of eggs.”

“«Prut!” said the little gentleman, “now you are not talking like the wise Peter. You
should never judge by the outside of things. What would you like to have?”

“1 should like,” said Peter, “to have a good dinner.”

“Nothing easier!” said the little gentleman, and he drew the cork. Pop! pop! and
what should come out of the bottle but two tall men, dressed all in blue with gold trim-
mings. “What will you have, sir?” said the first of these to the little gentleman.

“A good dinner for two,” said the little man.

No sooner said than done; for, before you could say Frederic Strutzenwillenbachen,
there stood a table, with a sweet, clean, white cloth spread over it, and on this was the
nicest dinner that you ever saw, for there was beer and chitterlings, and cheese and good.
white bread, fit for the king. Then Peter and the little man fell to with might and main,
and ate till they could eat no more. After they were done, the two tall men took table
and dishes and.all back into the bottle again, and«the little gentleman corked it up.

“Yes,” said Peter, “1 will give you my basket of eggs for the little black bottle.” And
so the bargain was struck. Then Peter started off home, and the little man went back
again into the great stone and closed the door behind him. He took the basket of eggs
with him; where he took it neither Peter nor I will ever be able to tell you.

~ So Peter trudged along homeward, until, after a while, the day waxing warm, he grew
tired. “I wish,” said he, “that I had a fine white horse to ride.”

Then he took the cork out of the bottle. Pop! pop! and out came the two tall fel-
lows, just as they had done for, the little old man. “What will you have, sir?” said the
first of them.

“I will have,” said Peter, “a fine white horse to ride.”

No sooner said than done; for there, before him in the road, stood a fine white horse,
w_ith a long mane and tail, just like so much spun silk. In his mouth was a silver bit; on
his back was a splendid saddle, covered all over with gold and jewels; on his feet were
shoes of pure gold, so that he was a very handsome horse indeed. .

Peter mounted on his great horse and rode away home, as grand as though he were a
lord or a nobleman.

Every one whom he met stopped in the middle of the road and looked after him.
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“Just look at Peter!” cried they; but Peter held his chin very high, and rode along with-
out looking at them, for he knew what a fine sight he was on his white horse.

And so he came home again.

“ What didst thou get for thy eggs, my little duck?” said his mother.

“I got a bottle, mother,” said Peter.

Then at first Peter's mother began to think as others thought, that Peter was a dull
block. But when she saw what a wonderful bottle it was, and how it held many good things
and one over, she changed her mind again, and thought that her Peter was as wise as the
moon.

And now nothing was lacking in the cottage; if Peter and his mother wanted this, it
came to them; if they wished for that, the two tall men in the bottle fetched it. They
lined the house all inside with pure gold, and built the chimneys of bricks of silver, so that
there was nothing so fine between all the four great rivers. Peter dressed in satin and his
mother in silk, and everybody called him * Lord Peter.” Even the minister of the village
said that he was no dull boy, for nobody is dull who rides on horseback and never wears
wooden shoes. So now Peter was a rich man.

7
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One morning Peter said to his mother, “ Mother, I am going to ask the King to et

me marry his daughter.”
To this his mother said nothing, for surely her Peter was as good as any princess that

ever lived.

So off Peter rode, dressed all in his best and seated astride of a grand horse, At last
he came to the palace, which was finer than the handsome new house of Herr Mayor
Kopff. Rap! rap! rap! Peter knocked at the door, and presently came a neat servant girl
and opened it to him. “Is the King at home, my dear?” said Peter.

Yes, the King was at home; would he come into the parlor and sit down? So Peter
went into the parlor and sat down, and then the King came in, dressed all in his best
dressing-gown, with silver slippers upon his feet, and a golden crown upon his head.

“What is your name?” said the King.

“ Peter Stultzenmilchen,” said Peter.

“And what do you want, Lord Peter,” said the
King; for, as I have said, Peter was dressed in his
best clothes, and the old King thought that he was
a great lord.

r-rides-to-the - King’ -Palace.upon- his: fine. Heorse . W@»?

“I want to marry your daughter,” said Petér,

To this the King said “ Hum-m-m,” and Peter said nothing. Then the King said that
he had determined that no one should marry his daughter without bringing hirzr:; a basket-
ful of diamonds, rubies, topazes, emeralds, pearls, and all manner of prec‘i'ousb stones; for he
thought by this to get rid of Peter.

“Is that all ?” said Peter. Nothing is easier.”

So off he went, until he came to a chestnut woods just back of the royal kitchen-gar-
fen. T]'.l'EI‘E he uncnr?;c:fl. hijs. bottle. Pop! pop! and out came the two tall men.

What “1'11 you have, sir?” said they. Peter told them what he wanted, and it was no
sooner said than done; for, there on the ground before him, stood a basketful of all
kinds of precious stones; each of them was as large as a hen's egg, and over all of them
was 5pr_ea.u:i a nice clean white napkin. So Peter took the basket on his arm and went
back again to the palace.

But how the King did open his eyes, to be sure, and how he stared! “Now." said
Peter, « I.should like to marry your daughter, if you please.” |

tJ;s.t this thf: King hemmec! and bawed again. No, Peter could not marry the Princess
g: ; }:{r thebIFJdng had determ}ned that no man should marry his daughter without bring-

§ him a bird all of pure silver that could sing whenever it was wanted, and that more

s.we::tly th-ia-n a ni-_ght"ingftle; for he thought that now he should be rid of Peter, at any rate.
Nothing easier,” said Peter, and off he went again,
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When he had come to the chestnut woods, he uncorked his bottle and told the two
tall men what he wanted. No sooner said than done; for there was a bird all of pure
silver. And not only that, but the bird sat in a little golden tree, and the leaves of the
tree were emeralds, and rubies hung like cherries from the branches.

Then Peter wrapped this up in his handkerchief and took it to the palace. As for the
King, he could not look at it or listen to it enough.

“Now,” said Peter, * I should like to marry your daughter, if you please.”

But at this the King sang the same tune again. No, Peter could not marry his daugh-
ter yet, for the King had determined that the man who was to marry his daughter should
first bring him a golden sword, so keen that it could cut a feather floating in the air, yet
so strong that it could cut through an iron bar.

7
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“ Nothing easier,” said Peter, and this time the men of the bottle brought him such
a sword as he asked for, and the hilt was studded all over with precious stones, so that it
was very handsome indeed. Then Peter brought it to the King, and it did as the King
would have it—it cut through a feather floating in the air: as for the iron bar, it cut
through that as easily as you would bite through a radish.

And now it seemed as though there was nothing else to be done but to let Peter
marry the Princess. So the King asked him in to supper, and they all three sat down
together, the King and the Princess and Peter. And it was a fine feast, I can tell you,
for they had both white and red wine, besides sausages and cheese, and real white bread
and puddings, and all manner of good things; for kings and princesses eat and drink of
the best.
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As for Peter, he made eyes at the Princess, and the Princess looked fi_c)wn on her
plate and blushed, and Peter thought that }.n:-: had never seen such a pretty girl. y

After a while the King began to question Peter how he came by all these fine things
—the precious stones, the silver bird, and the golden swo_rd; bu.t no, Peter would not
tell. Then the King and the Princess begged and begged lum‘.untxl, at last, Peter lost I'n-s
wits and told all about the bottle. Then the King said nothmg more, and pt:esently, it
béing nine o'clock, Peter went to bed. After he had gone t11e'K1ng at'ad the Princess put
their heads together, and the end of the matter was that the wicked I'(mg went to Peter’s
room and stole the bottle from under the pillow where he had hidden it, and put one in its
place that was as empty as a beer barrel after the soldiers.have been in the town; for the
King and the Princess thought that it would be a fine thing to have the bottle for them-
selves.

When the next morning had come, and they were all sitting at their breakfast
together, the King said, “ Now, Lord Peter, let us see what your bottle will do; give us
such and such a kind of wine.”

“Nothing easier,” said Peter. Then he uncorked the bottle, but not so much as a
single dead fly came out of it.

“ But where is the wine?” said the King.

“] do not know,” said Peter.

At this the King called him hard names and turned him out of the palace, neck and
heels; so back poor Peter went to his mother with a flea in his ear, as the saying is. Now

“he was poor again, and everybody called him a dull block, for he rode no great white
horse and he wore wooden shoes.

* Never mind,” said his mother, “ here is another basket of eggs from the speckled hen.”
So Peter set off with these to the market town, as he had done with the others before.
When he had come to the great stone at the forking of the road, whom should he meet
but the same little gentleman he had met the first time. “Will you strike a bargain "
said he. Yes, Peter would strike a bargain, and gladly. Thereupon the little old man
brought out another black hottle.

“Two men are in this bottle,” said the little old man: “when they have done all that
you want them to do, say ‘brikketligg’ and they will go back again. Will you trade
with me?” Yes, Peter would trade. So Peter gave the little man the eggs, and the
little man gave Peter the second bottle, and they parted very good friends.

After a while Peter grew tired. “Now,” said he to himself, I will ride a little ;" and
so he drew the cork out of the bottle. Pop! pop! out came two men from the bottle;
but this time they were ugly and black, and each held a stout stick in his hand. They
said not a word, but, without more ado, fell upon Peter and began threshing him as
though he was wheat on the barn floor, “Stop! stop!" cried Peter, and he went hopping
and skipping up and down, and here and thete, but it seemed as though the two ugly
black men did not hear him, for the blows fell as thick as hail on the roof. At last he
gathered his wits together, like a flock of pigeons, and cried, “ brikket:ligg ! brikket-ligg !”
Then, whisk! pop! they went back into the bottle again, and Peter corked it up, and
corked it tightly, I can tell you.

The next day he started off to the palace once more. Rap! rap! rap! he knocked at

the door. Was the King at home? Yes, the King was at home; would he come and sit
in the parlor?
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Presently the King came in, in dressing-gown and slippers. “ What! are you back
again?"” said he.

“Yes; I am back again,” said Peter.

“ What do you want?" said the King.

“I want to marry the Princess,” said Peter.

“What have you brought this time ?" said the King.

“I have brought another bottle,” said Peter.

Then the King rubbed his hands and was very polite indeed, and asked Peter in to
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breakfast, and Peter went. So they all three sat down together, the King, the Princess,
and Peter.

“ My dear,” said the King, to the Princess, “the Lord Peter has brought another bottle
with him.” Thereat the Princess was very polite also. Would Lord Peter let them see
the bottle? Oh yes! Peter would do that; so he drew it out of his pocket and sat it
upon the table.

Perhaps they would like to have it opened. Ves, that they would. So Peter opened
the bottle.

Hui! what a hubbub there was! The King hopped about till his slippers flew off, his
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dressing-gown fluttered like great wings, and his crown rolled off from his head and
across the floor, like a quoit at the fair. As for the Princess, she never danced in all of
her life as she danced that morning. They made such a noise that the soldiers of the
Royal Guard came running in; but the two tall black men spared them no more than the
King and the Princess. Then came all of the Lords of the Council, and they likewise
danced to the same music as the rest. “Oh, Peter! dear Lord Peter! cork up your men
again!” they all cried.

“Will you give me back my bottle?” said Peter.

“Yes! yes!” cried the King.

“Will you marry me?" said Peter.

“Yes! yes!” cried the Princess.
Then Peter said “ brikket-ligg!” and the two tall men popped back into the bottle again.

So the King gave him back his other bottle, and the minister was called in and married
him to the Princess.

After that he lived happily, and when the old King died he became King over all of
the land. As for the Princess, she was as good a wife as you ever saw, but Peter always
kept the bottle near to him—maybe that was the reason.

Ah me! if T could only take my eggs to such a market and get two
such bottles for them! What would I do with them?
[t*would take too long to tell you.
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AR of birfh.

INT/NICHOLAS usedto send,solamtold,
llnewzborn babes by storks,in days of old.

1A9R9,..

King Friedrich Maxgof Stultzenmannenkim,
/ For many years unto y© Saint did pray,
| That hewould send unto his Queen and him,
A baby boy,tobe y€ King seme day.
Atlast y € Saint y € King$ petition heard,
] And called tehima sober longzlegged bird.

Quoth he* Good Wilhelm Stork (such was its name ),
) Here is a baby boytotake away.
/)| [tisfor Fritz; sobear himto y€ sarme ,
&, Or rather to hisQueen,without delay.
/|F or one grows weary when one always hears
Ye same words daily dinninginone’s ears.™

Now W ilhelm Stork wras old,and dull of wits,
For age not alway;s sharpenswisdormimuch,
Sowhat does he but bear y© gifl toFritz
Y€ cobbler, who had half a score of such.
And soyebaby,fthrough a blunder, passed
Frem being first of all, unto— y¢€last.

R g S
\t| Fremuthis I gather fhat a newibornPrince, yknow,
From new:born cobbler®s somewhat hard (o
For which of us could tell y© difference,since 1
One thus experienced was mistaken so?
Alse, perhaps, I should be great, Instead Sj
f writing thus, toearn my daily bread
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fihree - little- menswent.ajogging.along-
Along.in.fhe-sunshiny - weather.
And{heylaughed-and.(hey.sang.an-occasional-son
W hichihey all-of-them:caroled-together.
And-fhegreatwhile-clouds-floated-over-the sky-
And:the-day-it-waswarm-and.-fhe. sun-itwas-high-

Asthreesjollytailor-men-all. were-they-
Asyou‘d-findin-a-dozen.of -years.
One-carried-fheyardstick-another-fhe.goose -
And-fhebravesrof-all-bore.the .-
shears-
So-they-merrily-trud ged-until-after
awhile -
They-came-where-threemilk-
-maidssat-allon-a.stile -

The:-grass-itwas-green-and-the.
flowers-were-gay:-)
And-itwasthe-pleasarfet f.4%/f
weather:
And-the.milkmaids-were:- S
prefty-as-blossomsin-May | «
As (hey-sat-on.fhestile- )
all-together. |{{-
Thenthey:stopped-on-fhe-high- m,

S

‘way-those-fhree-gallantmen \
For-they-never-had seen-as fair
lasses-as:then:

Then-up-spake thefirst-of-fhe.-
tailor-men:-fhree-
- And-the-ene with.fhe.goodliest:
= parts: ==
We-are-all-of-us- goed:men. gallant
andfree-.
Andhave-neveryet-plighted-eur-hearts.
Soprithee.fairm aid}s’-wﬂ!_mou- rnar'r!-us-ali - E
Forourhearts{hey.be-great.fho:eurbodies-besmall:
Thenup-spake-fhefirst-of- the-three-pretty.dears:
. Pray-tellwhatyourfortunes-may-be-sir-”
Oh-three-oving-hearts-and-a-yard-goose-and: sh
Thenyou‘venotenough-forlune-for-me-sir-
So-get-youralon g-while:your-boots-are stillgreen:
For-richeryeung-men-we-shallmarry-1-ween.”

Three-little-tailor-men-jogging-along- "
Along.inthe -sun sh'i'n b %wegr;u'herig @
No:longer-fhey:laugh-with-a.jest-and-a-song
But-they-walk-very-sadly-together-
Feraw henmaidens-are proud-like - the milkmaidens-cold-
The-1ads-ﬂ\ay-grow-tad-like-f}\e-zaJ'iurs-.so-hnId;




swancy and Fact




L m——

e

3 l.. ; W
= i \

=

)’ ((

w | And they were dreffed in Watteau drefs,

P

la. (hepherd and a fhephe,rde:f"s

[t seemed to me as though it was

4 Particularly fo becaufe

But,O! fhe ground.was damp,and fc-

\)MThe fhepherd caught ﬂ‘wlumbago

') My darling Child ! the fact is

~ Of those Jeys which in the practice

They dweltin Arcadee,
Moft charming fortofee.

With buds and bleffoms fet,

And fhe fhepherd played unto fhclafs) :

Vpen a flageolet.

Avery pleasant fthing ;

The time of yearwas Spring . K{
¥ ~»?.,

Atleait, | have been told,
The fhepherdefs,a ceold.

That fhe Poets often fing
Are anofher fort of thing.




HANS HECKLEMANN'’S LUCK

A Story concerning one who would
have done better to let
Well Enough

alone




ans - Hecklemann's - Luck =

ANS HECKLEMANN had no luck at all.
Now and then we hear folks say that

they have no luck, but they only mean that their
luck is bad and that they are ashamed of it. Everybody but Hans Hecklemann had luck

of some kind, either good or bad, and, what is more, everybody carries their luck about
with them; some carry it in their pocket-books, some carry it in their hats, some carry
it on their finger tips, and some carry it under their tongues—these are lawyers. Mine is
at this moment sitting astride of my pen, though I can no more see it than though it
was thin air; whether it is good or bad depends entirely as to how yow look upon it.

But Hans Hecklemann had no luck at all. How he lost it nobody knows, but it is
certain that it was clean gone from him.

He was as poor as charity, and yet his luck was not bad, for, poor as he was, he
always had enough for his wife and his family and himself to eat. They all of them
worked from dawn to nightfall, and yet his luck was not good, for he never laid one
penny on top of the other, as the saying is. He had food enough to ecat, and clothes
enough to wear, so his luck was not indifferent. Now, as it was neither good, bad, nor
indifferent, you see that it could have been no luck at all.

Hans Hecklemann’s wife was named Catherine. One evening when Hans came into
the cottage with just enough money to buy them all bread and not a cracked farthing to
spare, Catherine spoke to him of this matter,

*“ Hans,” said she, “you have no luck at all.”

“No,” said Hans, “ I have not,” which was the truth, as I have already told you.

* What are you going to do about it ?” said Catherine.

“ Nothing at all,” said Hans.

* Doing nothing puts no cabbage into the pot,” said Catherine.

“It takes none out,” said Hans.

“See, Hans,” said Catherine; go to the old wise woman in the wood and talk to her
about it; who knows but that she can tell you how and where you lost your luck ?”

“1f 1 should find my luck it might be bad and not good,” said Hans.

“It is worth having a look at,” said Catherine; “you can leave it where you find it if
it does not please you.”
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«No,” said Hans ; “when a man finds his luck he has to take it, whether he likes it or no.”
So Hans talked, but he had made up his mind to do as Catherine said, to go and see
the old wise woman in the wood. He argued with her, but he only argued with her to let
her know how little was her knowledge and how great was his. After. he had clearly
shown her how poor her advice was, he took it. Many other men are like Hans Heck-
lemann. ) ; i

So, early the next morning, Hans jogged along to the old wise woman's c?ttage, while
the day was sweet and fresh. The hedgerows were coverefi all over with Whl‘t'e blossoms,
as though it was with so much snow; the cuckoo was singing among the budding Pranch-
es, and the little flowers were looking up everywhere with their bright faces. *Surely,”
said Hans to himself, “if I find my luck on this day, it must be good and not ill.”

So he came to the little red cottage at the edge of the wood wherein lived the wise
woman who knew many things and one. Hans scraped his feet on the stones until
they were clean, and then he knocked at the door.

“ Come in,” said the old wise woman.

She was as strange an old woman as
one could hope to see in a lifetime. Her

nose bent down to meet her chin,
and her chin bent up to reach her
nose; her face was gray with great
age, and her hair was as white as
snow. She wore a long red cloak
over her shoulders, and a great
black cat sat on the back of her
chair. -
“What do you want, Son
Hans ?"” said she.
“1 want to find my luck,
mother,” said Hans.
“Where did you lose it, Son
Hans ?" said she.
“That I do not know, mother,” said Hans.
Then the old wise woman said “ Hum-m-m!”
in a very thoughtful voice, and Hans said nothing at all.

After a while she spoke again. “Have you enough to eat?” said she.

“Oh yes!” said Hans.

“ Have you enough to drink ?” said she.

“ Plenty of water, enough of milk, but no beer,” said Hans.

“Have you enough clothes to cover you?” said she.

“Oh yes!" said Hans.

“Are you warm enough in winter?” said she.

“Oh yes!” said Hans.

“Then you had better leave well enough alone,” said she, “for luck can give you
nothing more.”

“ But it might put money into my pocket,” said Hans.
* And it might take away the good things that you already have,” said she.
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“All the same, I should like to find it again,” said Hans; “if I could only lay my
hands on it I might make good out of it, even if it is bad.”

“1 doubt that,” said the old wise woman. Nevertheless, she saw that Hans was set in
his own way, and that he only talked stiffness into his stubbornness. So she arose from
her chair with much groaning, for her joints were stiffened with age, and limping to a
closet in the wall she brought a book thence. Then she ran her finger down one page
and up another, until she had found that which she sought. When she had found it she
spoke :

“Son Hans, you lost your luck three years ago when you were coming from the fair
at Kneitlingen. You sat down on the overturned cross that lies where three roads meet,
and it fell out of your pocket along with a silver shilling. Now, Hans, your luck was
evil, therefore it stuck to the good sign, as all evil things of that kind must, like a fly to

butter. Also, I tell you this: when an evil manikin such as this touches

the sign of the good cross, he becomes visible to the eyes of every-
3 body who chooses to look upon him. Therefore go to the stone
’ cross and you will find your luck running this way and that,
> but never able to get away from it." So saying, the old
o woman shut her book again. Then she '
SRAT arose from her chair and went once
| more to the closet in the wall. This
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time she took from it a little sack woven of black goat's hair. *“When you have found
your luck again, put it into this little bag,” said she; “once in it, no evil imp will be able
to get out again so long as you keep the strings tied. And now good-bye!”

Then Hans slipped the little sack into his pocket, and set out for the overturned stone
cross where the three roads meet. When he had come to the place, he looked here and
there, and this way and that, but for a long time he could see nothing at all. At last,
after much looking, he beheld a little black beetle running hither and thither on the
stone. *“I wonder,” said Hans, “if this can be my luck.”

So saying, he caught the little beetle betwixt his finger and thumb, but very carefully,
for he could not tell whether or no it might bite him. The beetle stuck to the stone as
though it had been glued there, but, at last, Hans pulled it away; then —lo! it was not a
beetle that he held in his hand, but a little manikin about as long as your thumb and as
black as ink. Hans Hecklemann was so frightened that he nearly dropped it, for it kicked
and screeched and rolled its red eyes in a very ugly way as he held it. However, he
popped it into the little sack and pulled the strings tight, and there it was, safe and
sound,

That is what Hans Hecklemann's luck was like.
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So Hans having his luck secure in the little sack began to bargain with it. “What

will you do for me if I let you out?” said he.

“ Nothing at all,” snarled his qu':k. .

“Very well,” said Hans, “we will see about that. : o i

So he carried it home with him, and threw sack and all into a nasty p.Ot where ath-
erine ca®t the scrapings of the dishes—the fat and wl}at not that she boiled down into
soap now and then. There he left his luck to_ stay until the nextndaj{, and then he went
to it again. “What will you do for me if I will let you out now?” said he

“Nothing at all,” snarled his luck.

“Very well,” said Hans, “we will see about that” So he let. him stay where he was
for another day. And so the fiddle played; every day Hans Hecklemann went to his !ut:k
and asked it what it would give him if he would let it out, and every day his luck said
nothing; and so a week or more passed.

At last Hans’s luck gave in.

“See, Hans,” it said one morning; *if you will let me out of this nasty pickle I will
give you a thousand thalers.”

“Ah no!” said Hans. * Thalers are only thalers, as my good father used to say.
They melt away like snow, and then nothing is left of them. I will trust no such luck
as that!”

“I will give you two thousand thalers,” said his luck.
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“ Ah no!” said Hans; “two thousand thalers are only twice one thousand thalers. I
will trust no such luck as that either!"

“Then what will you take to let me out, Hans Hecklemann?” said his luck.

“ Look,” said Hans; “yonder stands my old plough. Now, if you will give me to find
a golden noble at the end of every furrow that I strike with it I will let you out. If not—-
why, then, into the soap you go.”

“Done!” said Hans's luck.
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“Done!” said Hans. :

Then he opened the mouth of the sack, and—puff ! went his luck, like wind out of a
bag, and—pop! it slipped into his breeches pocket.

He never saw it again with his mortal eyes, but it stayed near to him, I can tell you.

“Ha! ha! ha!" it laughed in his pocket, “you have made an ill bargain, Hans, I can tell
you!”

3
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“« Never mind,” said Hans, “1 am contented.”

Hans Hecklemann did not tarry long in trying the new luck of his old plough, as you
may easily guess. Off he went like the wind and borrowed Fritz Friedleburg’s old gray
horse. Then he fastened the horse to the plough and struck the first furrow. When he
had come to the end of it—pop! up shot a golden noble, as though some one had spun it
up from the ground with their finger and thumb. Hans picked it up, and looked at it
and looked at it as though he would swallow it with his eyes. Then he seized the handle
of the plough and struck another furrow—pop! up went another golden noble, and Hans
gathered it as he had done the other one. So he went on all of that day, striking furrows
and gathering golden nobles until all of his pockets were as full as they could hold. When
it was too dark to see to plough any more he took Fritz Friedleburg's horse back home
again, and then he went home himself.

All of his neighbors thought that he was crazy, for it was nothing but plough, plough,
plough, morning and noon and night, spring and summer and autumn. Frost and dark-
ness alone kept him from his labor. His stable was full of fine horses, and he worked
them until they dropped in the furrows that he was always ploughing.

“Yes; Hans is crazy,” they all said; but when Hans heard them talk in this way he

only winked to himself and went on with his ploughing, for he felt that he knew this from
that.

But ill luck danced in his pocket with the golden nobles, and from the day that he
closed his bargain with it he was an unhappy man. He had no comfort of living, for it
was nothing but work, work, work. He was up and away at his ploughing at the first
dawn of day, and he never came home till night had fallen; so, though he ploughed golden
nobles, he did not turn up happiness in the furrows along with them. After he had eaten
his supper he would sit silently behind the stove, warming his fingers and thinking of
some quicker way of doing his ploughing. For it seemed to him that the gold-pieces came
in very slowly, and he blamed himself that he had not asked his luck to let him turn up
three at a time instead of only one at the end of each furrow; so he had no comfort in his
gathering wealth. As day followed day he grew thin and haggard and worn, but seven
boxes of bright new gold-pieces lay hidden in the cellar, of which nobody knew but him-
self. He told no one how rich he was growing, and all of his neighbors wondered why he
did not starve to death.

So you see the ill luck in his breeches pocket had the best of the bargain after all.

After Hans had gone the way of all men, his heirs found the chests full of gold in the
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cellar, and therewith they bought fat lands and became noblemen and gentlemen; but
that made Hans's luck none the better.

From all this I gather:
That few folks can turn ill luck into good luck.
That the best thing for one to do is to let well enough alone.
That one cannot get happiness as one does cabbages—with money. -
That happiness is the only good luck after all!
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WISHES:

/. An Angel went awglking out ene day, as I've heard faid,
And,ceming tea fagget-maker, begged acruft of bread
The fagget-maker gave a cruft and semething rather queer

Towarhit down withall,frernout a bottle that ftood near.
The Angel finithed eating ; but befere he left , faid he,

* Theu fhalt have two wifhe gr
One wifh for that geed drinkable,another for the bread
‘Thenhe left thefaggot-maker allamazed at what he'd faid.

anted, for that thou haft givenme.

“Iwonder,” fays the faggot-maker, after he:/had gone,

“Iwender if there's any truthin fhat fame little fong | »

So,turning fhis thing overinhis mind, he caft around 5

“Till he faw the empty bottle where it lay upon the ground..

“Iwifh,"faid he,juftasa teft ,*if what he faidis fo,

Inte that empty bettle, new, that I may ftraightway go.”

Nofoener fald thandone;; for,- WA/ / into the flalk he fell ,

Where hefound himfelf'as tightly packed as chickeninthe fhell.

Invainhe kicked and twifted, and invain he howledwifh pain;

Fer, in fpite o all hisefforts, he.could not get out again.

5o, feeing how the matter stood, he had te wifh ence rmore .
When, eut he flipped ,as eafily as he'd gone in befere,

Ifwe had had twe withes,granted by an Angel fhus,
We would net throw away the goed fo kindly given us.

Fer firft we'd afk for wifdom ,which ,when we had inftore, | “~—=
I‘mvery deubtful if we'd care teafk for anymore.
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wife man ence,of Haarlem town,
Went wandering up,and wandering down
And ever the question afked:

b
e ||

“If all the world was paper,
And If all the fea was ink ,
Andif the trees were breadandcheese,

VW hat weuld we dofor drink 2”

Thenall the fAlk ,both great and fimall, |f
Begantebeat their braing,

But fhey could net anfwer himat all,
In fpite of all their pains.
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But 1till he wandered here and there,
. That manof'great renown ,

And ftillhe queftioned everywhere,
The folk of Haarlem town

“Ifall fhe world wajs paper,
Andif all the fea was ink,
Andifthe trees were bread and cheese
What weuld wede (or drink?

>

Full thin he grew,as,day by day,
He toiled with mental ftrain,

Until the wind blew him away,
Andhe ne’erwas feenagain .

Andnow methinks | hear you say,
“Was ere aman fo foolifh, pray,

Jince first the world began?”
Oh,hufh! I'll tell you secretly,
DownE aft there dwells a man ,and he
[s afking queftions conftantly,

atnone canan{wer,fhatlsee;

Yet he's awise ~wise man!
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Gre,at and rich beyond comparing =J// |
Was the Rajah Rhama Jaring, N
Ashewent totake an airing Y/
With his Coeurt one fummer day:. h\‘\’
All were gay wifh green and yellow N
And alittle darky fellow ‘
Bere a monftrous fun-umbrella,
Forto fhade himeon fhe way.

Now a certain fly,unwitting ,
Of this grandeur, came aflitting \\\ A7
To the Royal nefe, and fitting,

Twirled his legs upon the fame. —
Then the Rajah’s eyes blazed fire
Atftheinfult,and theire
Inhis heart boiled high and higher. Fig

Slap! he ftruck; but miffed hisaim.
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Thenalltrembled at his paffion,
I"or he fpoken furious fafhiop.
“ Saw yehow yon fly did dafh on
.. Teocurauguft nofe ?” he faid.
Now letall within cur nation e
Wage awarwithout ceffation;- el NG
Waref b-loed, ex- ter-mi-nation, *=-"F B&G
T 3 . g ny = & 1
Until every fly isdead — ‘ .

Now the while thiswarwasraging.

That the Rajah was awaging,

Things that thould have been engaging
His attention went topot.

Sohe came at laft to begging,

Though the flies continued plaguing,

Forit’s not {oeafy pegging "
Out vexations thus, I wot,

Fromthisyoumay fee what all have te expect,
Whefighting fmalliroubles,great duties neglect.|’
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FARMER GRIGGSS BOGGART

Showing how easy it is to let
T rouble into the House

and how bard to
wrn it out
@
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armer Griggss Bogoart

[D you ever hear of a boggart? Nol!

Then I will tell you. A boggart is a
small imp that lives in a man’s house, unseen by any one, doing a little
good and much harm. This imp was called a boggart in the old times,
now we call such by other names—ill-temper, meanness, uncharitableness,
and the like. Even now, they say, you may find a boggart in some houses.
There is no placing reliance on a boggart; sometimes he may seem to be
of service to his master, but there is no telling when he may do him an

il turn.

Rap! tap! tap! came a knock at the door.

The wind was piping Jack Frost’s, for the time was winter, and it blew from the
north. The snow lay all over the ground, like soft feathers, and the hay-ricks looked
as though each one wore a dunce-cap, like the dull boy in Dame Week's school over
by the green. The icicles hung down by the thatch, and the little birds crouched shiver-
ing in the bare and leafless hedge-rows.

But inside the farm-house all was warm and pleasant; the great logs snapped and
crackled and roared in the wide chimney-place, throwing red light up and down the walls,
so that the dark night only looked in through the latticed-windows. Farmer Griggs sat
warming his knees at the blaze, smoking his pipe in great comfort, while his crock of
ale, with three roasted crab-apples bobbing about within it, warmed in the hot ashes
beside the blazing logs, simmering pleasantly in the ruddy heat.

Dame Griggs's spinning-wheel went humm-m-m! hum-m-m-m-m! like a whole hiveful
of bees, the cat purred in the warmth, the dog basked in the blaze, and little red sparks
danced about the dishes standing all along in a row on the dresser.

But, rap! tap! tap! came a knock at the door.

Then Farmer Griggs took his pipe from out his mouth. *“Did 'ee hear un, dame?"
said he. “ Zooks now, there be somebody outside the door.”

“Well then, thou gert oaf, why don't 'ee let un in?” said Dame Griggs.

“Look 'ee now,” said Georgie Griggs to himself, “sure women be of quicker wits
than men!” So he opened the door. Whoo! In rushed the wind, and the blaze of the
logs made as though it would leap up the chimney for fear.

“Will you let me in out of the cold, Georgie Griggs?" piped a small voice. Farmer
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Griggs looked down and saw a little wight no taller than his knee standing in the snow
on the doorstep. His face was as brown as a berry, and he looked up at the farmer with
great eyes as bright as those of a toad. The red light of the fire shone on him, and
Georgie Griggs saw that his feet were bare and that he wore no coat.

“Who be ‘ee, little man?” said Farmer Griggs.

“I'm a boggart, at your service.”

“Na, na,” said Farmer Griggs, “thee’s at na sarvice o' mine. Ill give na room in
my house to the likes o’ thee;” and he made as though he would have shut the door
in the face of the little urchin.

* But listen, Georgie Griggs,” said the boggart; “I will do you a good service.”

Then Farmer Griggs did listen. “What sarvice will 'ee do me then?” said he.
: “Ill tend your fires,” said the manikin, “I'll bake your bread, I'll wash your dishes,
Ill' scour your pans, I'll scrub your floors, I'll brew your beer, I'll roast your meat, I'll
boil your water, I'll stuff your sausages, I'll skim your milk, I'll make your butter, I'l
press your cheese, I'll pluck your geese, I'll spin your thread, I'll knit your stockings,
I m?nd your clothes, I'll patch your shoes— I'll be everywhere and do all of the
work in your house, so that you will not have to give so much as a groat for wages
to cook, scullion, or serving wench !” i

Then .Farmer Griggs listened a little longer without shutting the door, and so did
Dame Griggs. “What's thy name, boggart ?” said he.
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“ Hardfist,” said the boggart; and he came a little farther in at the door, for he saw
that Farmer Griggs had a mind to let him in all of the way.

*“I don't know" said Georgie Griggs, scratching his head doubtfully; “it's an ill thing,
lettin' mischief intull the house! Thee's better outside, I doubt.”

“Shut the door, Georgie!” called out Dame Griggs; “thou'rt letten’ th’ cold air intull
th’ room.”

Then Farmer Griggs shut the door, but the boggart was on the inside.

This is the way in which the boggart came into Farmer Griggs's house, and there

he was to stay, for it is no such easy matter getting rid of the likes of him when we
once let him in, I can tell you.

The boggart came straightway over to the warm fire, and the dog growled—*“chur-rrr!”
—and showed his teeth, and the cat spit anger and jumped up on the dresser, with her
back arched and her tail on end. But the boggart cared never a whit for this, but laid
himself comfortably down among the warm ashes.

Now imps, like this boggart, can only be seen as the frost is seen—when it is cold.
So as he grew warmer and warmer, he grew thin, like a jelly-fish, and at last, when he
had become thoroughly warmed through, Farmer Griggs and the dame could see him
no more than though he was thin air, But he was in the house, and he stayed there,
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I can tell you. For a time everything went as smooth as cream; all of the work of the
house was done as though by magic, for the boggart did all that he had promised; he
made the fires, he baked the bread, he washed the dishes, he scoured the pans, he
scrubbed the floors, he brewed the beer, he roasted the meat, he stuffed the sausages,
he skimmed the milk, he made the butter, he pressed the cheese, he plucked the geese,

he spun the thread, he knit the stockings, he mended the clothes, he patched the shoes
—he was everywhere and did all of the work of the house. When Farmer Griggs saw
these things done, and so deftly, he rubbed his hands and chuckled to himself. He sent
cook apd scullion and serving maid a packing, there being nothing for them to do, for,
as I said, all of these things were done as smooth as cream. But after a time, and when
t}‘1e boggart's place had become easy to him, like an old shoe, mischief began to play the
pipes 'imd he began to show his pranks. The first thing that he did was to scrape the
farmer’s butter, so that it was light of weight, and all of the people of the market town
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hooted at him for giving less than he sold. Then he skimmed the children’s milk, so that
they had nothing but poor watery stuff to pour over their pottage of a morning. He
took the milk from the cat, so that it was like to starve; he even
pilfered the bones and scrapings of the dishes from the
poor house-dog, as though he was a very magpie. He

blew out the rush-ights, so that they were all in the ’
dark after sunset; he made the fires burn cold, and
played a hundred and forty other impish tricks of
the like kind. As for the poor little children, they
were always crying and complaining that the
boggart did this and the boggart did that; that
he scraped the butter from their bread and
pulled the coverlids off of them at night.

Still the boggart did his work well,
and so Farmer Griggs put up with his
evil ways as long as he could. At last
the time came when he could bear it no
longer. *“Look ’ee, now, Mally,” said he
to his dame, “it's all along o' thee that
this trouble’s coome intull th' house. I'd
never let the boggart in with my own
good-will!”  So spoke Farmer Griggs,
for even nowadays there are men here
and there who will now and then lay
their own bundle of faults on their wives’
shoulders.

“I bade thee do naught but shut the
door!" answered Dame Griggs.

“Ay; it's easy enough to shut the
door after the trouble’s come in!”

“Then turn it out again!"

“Turn un out! Odds bodkins, that's
woman’s wit! Dost 'ee not see that
there’s no turnin' o’ un out? Na, na;
there’s naught to do but to go out
ourselves!”

Yes; there was nothing else to
be done. Go they must, if they
would be rid of the boggart. So
one fine bright day in the blessed
spring - time, they packed all of their
belongings into a great wain, or cart, and
set off to find them a new home.

Off they trudged, just as you see in the
picture, the three little children seated high up in the wain, and the farmer and the
dame plodding ahead.

I:X
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Then he went to Thomas the shoemaker's, and bade him to make a fine little pair of
shoes. So they all did as he told them, and after these things were made he took them
home with him. He laid them on a warm spot on the hearth where the boggart used to
come to sleep at night. Then he and his dame hid in the closet to see what would follow.

Presently came the boggart, whisking here and dancing there, though neither the
farmer nor the dame could see him any more than though he had been a puff of wind.

« Heigh-ho!" cried the boggart, “ these be fine things for sure.” So saying, he tried the
hat upon his head, and it fitted exactly. Then he tricd the coat on his shoulders, and it
fitted like wax. Then he tried the breeches on his legs, and they fitted as though they
grew there. Then he tried the shoes on his feet, and there never was such a fit. So he
was clad all in his new clothes from top to toe, whereupon he began dancing until he
made the ashes on the hearth spin around with him as though they had gone mad,
and, as he danced, he sang:

“Cap for the head, alas poor head!
Coat for the back, alas poor back!
Brecks for the legs, alas poor legs!
Shoen for the feet, alas poor feet!
If these be mine, mine cannot be
The house of honest man, Georgie !

So he went singing and dancing, and skipping and leaping, out of the house and away.
As for Georgie Griggs and his dame, they never heard a squeak from him afterwards.

Thus it was that Farmer Griggs got rid of his boggart. All I can say is, that if I
could get rid of mine as easily (for I have one in my own house), I would make him
a suit of clothes of the finest silks and satins, and would hang a bell of pure silver on the
point of his cap. But, alackaday! there are no more wise men left to us, like good Father
Grimes, to tell one an easy way to get rid of one’s boggart.
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iftre(s Polly Poppenjay
D Went teo take a walk one day.
Y On that merning fhe was dreffed
In her very funday beft;
Feaﬂ\ers,f%ills and ribbens gay,-
Preudwas Miftrefs Poppenjay.

Miftrefs Polly Peppenjay
Spoke tonoone onher way 3
Paffed acquaintances aside;
Held her head aloft wifh pride;
Did not fee apuddle lay

In front of Miflre(s Peppenjay.

Miftrefs Polly Poppenjay

Harked te naught fhe folk could ray.
Loud they cried ,* Beware the puddle!”
Llump! She ftepped inte the middle .
Anda pretty plight ftraightway

Was poor Miftre(s Peppenjay.

Miftrefs Polly Poppenjay;

From your pickle ofhersmay
Learn te curb their pride a little:-
Learn te exercife their wit, till
They are fure nepuddles may
Licinfront, /Mifs Poppenjay .

Hewnard ryle.
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O nce, when Saint Swifhinchanced tebe
A-wandering in Hungary,

H e, being hungered,caft around

Ty feeif fomething might be found

T flay his {ftomach-

2 Near by ftood ==
Ahttl&houfe befide awood,

e Where dwelt a worfhy man,but peor .

<O\ Thitherhe went; knocked at the door; [

“he geod man came; Saint Swithin (aid,

\_~/"1prithee,give a cruft of bread, v

F-—“ To eafemy hunger. ”

) “Brofher’) quefh
@ Thegoed man,*“] am adly loafh
FT To fav '(here tears ftoed onhis cheeks) | e
VeI ve had nebread for weeks and weeks, 2_, 1)
- Save what I've begged . Had lone bit, =</ (@
Q. I'd Q’Iadlv give thee half of it?’ )
'tff-' “How;’ "(aid the. Saint,“canone fo geod .

1 Go]ackmg of his daily (DOd

J" Golacking means te aid the poer,

Y et weep to turnthem from his door ?

KT Here ; take thispurfe - M ark what | {'av Y
1 Thou It find w:ﬂ\mllcvew day, A &

&P T wo golden coins. P &{ = -
- N '
Years paffed ; once mop

C S a:ntSW1ﬁ11n knecked upen the door,
The geed man came. He'd grewn fat
ﬁf\nd lufty, likea well-fed cat.
Thereat the Saintwas pleafed ; quethhe, i\
lee me a crult for Charity ! ” e
@ “A cruft, theu fayﬂ? Hut,tut ! Hewnow!
Wouldﬂ ceme abegging here? I trow,
;f;&\ Theu lazy rafcal, theucouldft find (
(&)

E nough of work, hadft thoua mmd '
"Tis thine own fo.ult if thou art poer!
c:gona,s:r'” ﬁdﬂg’huﬂ\ut the deor.
)é \%k}ﬂ_ LM:-_*\W‘-—--.
amt Swrithin {lowly fcratched has head.
“\Well Iam . humph ! —juft fe!™ hefaid.
“How very different the fact is
"Twixt the profeffien and fhe practice!”







Tale-ofa Tub-

: ¢

You may bring tomind I've {ung yeuafeng,
Ofamaneof Haarlem town.

I'll fing of another- "t will not take long >
Of equally great renown -

2

"T've read! faid he ,“fhere’s a land afar,
O’er the boundlefs relling fea, .
Where fat little pigs ready roafled are;

Now, fhatis the land forme.,

’r 3 tart tree,
Where tarts may be plucked from the wild

And puddings like pumpkins grow,
W here candies,likepebbles,lie by the fea, —
Now, thither I'llfraightway go.”
4

Now,what do you think ['ve heard it faid
Wajs his beat, his oar, his sail?

Atub,afpeen,and a handkerchief red,
For to breaft both calmand gale.

5

Yo he sailed away, for a livelong day;
And the sunwas warmand mild,

And thefmall waves laughed as fhey feemed
And fhe fea-gulls clamered wild. toPlays

6

Sohe sailed away, fora livelong day;
Till fhe wind began te rear,
And the waves rose high , and, tobriefly say,

He never was heard of more -
HPYLE.
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“That I do not know,” said the young Prince, “only this: that her brow shall be as
white as milk, and her cheeks shall be as red as blood, and her eyes shall be as blue as

the skies,

“Then go and find her!” said the old King, in a huff, for his temper was as short
as chopped flax. “And don't come back again till you've found her!” he bawled after
the Prince as he went out to the door.

So the Prince went out into the wide world to find such a maiden as he spoke of—
whose brow was as white as milk, whose cheeks were as red as blood, whose eyes were as
blue as the skies, and whose hair was like spun gold—and he would have to travel a
long distance to find such a one nowadays; would he not?

So off he went, tramp! tramp! tramp! till his shoes were dusty and his clothes were
gray. Nothing was in his wallet but a lump of brown bread and a cold sausage, for he

had gone

So he went along, tramp! tramp! tramp! and by-and-by he came to a place where
three roads met, and there sat an old woman.

NCE there was a prince, and his name was John.
One day his father said to him, “ See, John; I am
growing old, and after a while the time will come when I
must go the way of everybody else. Now I would like to
see you married before I leave you.”
“Very well,” said the Prince, for he always answered the King in
seemly fashion; “and who shall it be ?”
“Why not the Princess of the White Mountain ?" said the old King.
not, indeed ?” said the young Prince, “only she is too short.”
not the Princess of the Blue Mountain?"” said the old King.
not, indeed ?” said the young Prince, “only she is too tall.”
not the Princess of the Red Mountain?” said the old King.
not, indeed 7" said the young Prince, “ only she is too dark.”
1 who will you have ?” said the old King.

and her hair shall be like spun gold.”

out into the world in haste, as many a one has done before and since his day. a




with half an eye that she was
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«Hui! hui! but I am hungry!" said the old woman.

Now the Prince was a good-hearted fellow, so he said to the old woman, “It is little
I have, but such as it is you are welcome to it.” Thereupon he gave the old woman the
lump of brown bread and the cold sausage that was in his wallet, and the old woman ate
it up at a bite.

“ Hui! hui! but I am cold!” said she.

« It is little that I have, but such as it is you are welcome to it,” said the Prince,
and he gave the old woman the dusty coat off his back. After that he had nothing
more to give her.

“One does not give something for nothing,” said the old
woman, so she began fumbling about in her pocket until
she found an old rusty key.

And the best part of the key
was, that whenever one look-
ed through the ring of it,
one saw everything just
as it really was and not
as it seemed to be.

Who would not give
his dinner and the coat
off his back for such a
key?

After that the Prince
stepped out again, right

foot foremost, tramp!

tramp ! tramp! until
evening had come,
and he felt as hungry
as one is like to do
when one goes with-

out onée's dinner. At
last he came to a dark
forest, and to a gray cas-

. . tle that stood just in the middle
of it. This castle belonged to a great, ugly troll, though the Prince knew nothing of that.

“Now I shall have something to eat,” said he, and he opened the door of the castle
and went in,

Only one person was within, and that was a maiden; but she was as black from head
tt; lf:ot as Fritz the charcoal burner. The Prince had never seen the like of her in all
:1“- is }:lfﬁ; be':fore, so he drew the rusty key out of his pocket and took a peep at her

ough the ring of it, to see what manner of body she really was.

& :‘::I;o}::hseg il:-: .:She \:]?i no longer black and ugly, but as beautiful as a ripe apple;
e e o ite as.mxlk, he_r cheeks were as red as blood, her eyes were
€ skies, and her hair was like spun gold. Moreover, any one could see

a real princess, for she wore a gold crown on her head,

such as real princesses are never without.
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“You are the one whom I seek,” said the Prince.

“Yes, I am the one you seek,” said she.

“ And how can I free you from your enchantment ?” said he.

“If you will abide here three nights, and will bear all that shall happen to you without
a word, then I shall be free,” said she.

“Oh yes, I will do that,” said the Prince.

After that the black Princess set a good supper before him, and the Prince ate like
three men.

By-and-by there was a huge noise, and the door opened and in came an ugly troll
with a head as big as a bucket. He rolled his great saucer eyes around till he saw the
Prince where he sat beside the fire.

“ Black cats and spotted toads!” bellowed he, “ what are you doing here ?"

N

P o
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But to this the Prince answered never a word.

“We shall see whether or no there is sound in you!” reared the troll. Thereupon he
caught the Prince by the hair and dragged him out into the middle of the room. Then
he snatched up a great cudgel and began beating the Prince as though he were a sack of
barley-flour; but the Prince said never a word. At last the troll had to give over beating
him, for the morning had come and the troll was afraid the sun would catch him; and
if that were to happen, he would swell up and burst with a great noise. “We shall see
whether you will come again!” said he, and then he left the Prince lying on the floor

more dead than alive; and if anybody was sore in all of the world, the Prince was that
man.
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After the troll had left the house, the black Princess came and wept over the Prince;
and when her tears fell on him, pain and bruise left him, and he was as whole as ever.
When he looked he saw that the black Princess’s feet were as white as silver.

The next night the troll came again, and with him two others. *Black cats and
spotted toads!” bellowed he, “are you here again?” Then he caught the Prince by the
hair and dragged him out into the middle of the floor, and all three of the trolls fell
upon the Prince and beat him with clubs, as though he had been a sack of barley-flour.
But the Prince bore this too without a word. At last the morning came, and they had
to give over beating him. “We shall see if you will come again,” said the troll of the
house.

After the trolls had gone, the black Princess came and wept over the Prince as she
had done before, and when her tears fell on him he was made whole again. And now
the hands of the black Princess were as white as silver.

The third night the troll of the house came, and brought with him six others. Then
the same thing happened as before, and they beat the Prince with great cudgels as thick
::rntlgeit:mmbl; At last the morning came, and they went away bellowing and howling,
ol enchantment had gone. As for the Prince, he lay upon the floor more dead

atfr live, for he_could neither see nor hear anything that happened about him.
I smdtl;e :rmc;ss fcame for .the third time and wept over him, and he was whole
., mi]ﬁ m.d hs or the Princess, she stood before him, and now her brow was as
e han er checks were as red as blood, and her eyes were as blue as the
upon. 55k allr) was like spun golt-i. But the beautiful Princess had little or nothing
» S0 the Frince wrapped her in a ram'’s skin that was in the troll's house. Then
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he turned his toes the way he had come, and started away for home,
with him.

So they went along and along till they had come so near to the King’s house that
they could see the high roofs and the weathercocks over the crest of the next hill
There the Prince bade the Princess to wait for him till he went home and brought
her a dress of real silver and gold, such as was fitting for her to wear. Then he
left her, and the Princess sat down beside the roadside to wait until he should come
again.

Now as the Princess sat there, there came along the old goose-herd of the palace, and
with her came her daughter; for they were driving the royal geese home again from
where they had been eating grass. When they saw the beautiful Princess, clad in her
ram’s hide, they stared as though they would never shut their eyes again. Then they
wanted to know all about her—who she was, and where she came from, and what she sat
there for. So the Princess told them all that they wanted to know, and that she waited

taking her along

S| . ) 7 i) . _- = - - ot \,_,_r_:‘
&&'-Gwsmam- ®-her-Daughter-meet-the-Prin cess-at-the-Roadside -

there for the Prince to Come with a dress all of silver and gold, which would suit her
better than the old ram's hide which she wore.

Then the old goose-woman thought that it would be a fine thing to have her daughter
in the Princess'’s place, so that she might have the dress of real silver and gold, and
marry the Prince. So the goose-herd's daughter held the Princess, and the old goose-
herd stripped the ram’s hide off from her. \

No sooner had they done this than the Princess was changed into a beautiful golden
bird, and flew away over hill and over valley. . Then the goose-herd’s daughter clad herself
in the ram's hide, and sat down in the Princesds place.

“Yes, my pretty little bird,” said the old goose-herd, “ thou wilt make a fine Princess!”
But, prut! she was no more like a Princess than I am, for she was squat, and round-
shouldered, and had hair of the color of tow.

Then the old goose-herd drove her geese away, and the goose-girl waited for the
coming of the Prince.
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i ince came with a fine dress, all of real silver and

SHLE ten:léih};eat:::v :h: };lis;}j;i:; rll::acbeat his head with his knuckles, for he thought
tg;:.f ’it :raswthe Princess, and that she was ench.anted ftgzll:n. p

Why did he not look through the ring of his maga;: ey? i

Perhaps for this, perhaps for that—one cannot be a gvaysdms y e

Then the Prince dressed the goose-girl in the fine dress o %lod ; ¥ .

k her home with him. Hui! how everybody stared and laug ed when they saw
vay :ind of a Princess it was that the Prince brought home with him! As for the
Sl he rubbed his spectacles and looked and looked, for he thought that this

fvic;raolsirigf ‘sort of a wife for the Prince to make such a buzz about. However, he

; : he would grow prettier by-and-by.
i hing, for he thought to himself that pe?rha.ps s .
saldst,;o:-_.r:;egrs {:\rere given for a grand wedding on Thursday, and the old King asked

all of the neighbors to come, and even those who lived at a distance, for this was to
be a very grand wedding indeed.

But the old goose-herd told her daughter to mix a sleeping powder with the Prince’s
_wine at supper, for, if the real Princess were to come at all, she would come that night.
So the goosegirl did as she was told, and the Prince drank the sleeping powder with
his wine, and knew nothing of it.

That night the golden bird came flying, and sat in the linden tree just outside of

the Prince’s chamber window. Then she clapped her wings and sang:

i
r
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“1 wept over you once,
I wept over you twice,
I wept over you three times.
In the ram’s skin I waited,
And out of the ram’s skin I flew.
Why are you sleeping,
Life of my life?”

But the Prince slept as sound as a dormouse, and when the dawn came and the cocks
crew the golden bird was forced to fly away.

The next night the false Princess did as she had done before, and mixed a sleeping
powder with the Prince’s cup of wine.

That night the golden bird came again, and perched in the linden tree outside of
the Prince’s window, and sang:

"1 wept over you once,
I wept aver you twice,
I wept over you three times.
In the ram's skin I waited,
And out of the ram's skin I flew.
Why are you sleeping,
Life of my life 2"

But once more the Prince slept through it all, and when morning had come the golden
bird was forced to fly away.

Now it chanced that that night some of the folk of the King’s household heard the
bird singing, and they told the Prince all about it. So when the third night came, and
the false Princess gave the Prince the cup of wine with the sleeping powder in it, he
threw the wine over his shoulder, and never touched so much as a drop of it.

That night the bird came for the third time, and sang as it had done before.

But this time the Prince was not sleeping. He jumped out of his bed and ran to the
window, and there he saw the bird, and its feathers shone like fire because they were of
pure gold. Then he got his magic key and looked through the ring of it, and whom
should he see but his own Princess sitting in the linden tree.

13




lled to her, * What shall I do to set you free from this enchant.

“Throw your knife over me,” said the Princess.

‘ ner said than done. The Prince threw his knife over her, an_d_there- she stood

ier own true shape. Then the Prince took her to the King, and when the King saw
e e skipped and danced till his _slipp.e_rs .ﬂew about h1§ ears,

The next. morning the old King went to the false Princess, and said, “* What should

done to one who would do thus and so?”

Ta this the false Princess answered, as bold as brass, “ Such a one should be thrown
into a pit full of toads and snakes.” : -

“You have spoken for yourself,” said the King; and he would have done just so to
her had not the true Princess begged for her so that she was sent back again to tend
the geese, for that was what she was fit for. )

Then they had the grandest wedding that ever was seen In all of the world. Every-
body was asked, and there was enough for all to eat as much as they chose, and to
take a little something home to the children beside. If I had been there I would have

brought you something.

What is the meaning of all this?

Listen, I will tell you something.

Once there was a man, and he winnowed a whole peck of chaff, and got only three
good solid grains from it, and yet he was glad to have so much.
~ Would you winnow a whole peck of chaff for only three good grains? No? Then
you will never know all that is meant by this story.
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—

Whese name it was Ah-Lee, =
And the fame was juft as fine a man
As you could wifh tofee, 3
For he was rich and ftreng,
And his queue was extra long, .
And he lived enrice and fith and chiccery

. : ' ' “Nae "‘: e ~
here was a Cechin Chinaman, e 4 3 NEA )

W hich he had alovely daug hter, —

And hernamewas Mai-Ri-An, - -«
And the youthful Wang whe sought her

Hand was but a peor young man E

o herhaughty rather raid-, W

“You fhall never, never wed E‘:

Such a pauper as this pennilef§ young man!*

Sothe daughter and her lover,
They cleped one fummer day,
Which Ah-Lee hedid difcover,
Andpurfued wifhout delay; o2
But the Goddefs Loo,I‘ve heard , B e
Changed each loverteabird, \"A‘J
And fromthe bad Ah-Lee fthey flew awayflers 7

Ahme! Ah-Lee; the chanceis, /22
That we all of us may knows
Of unpleafant circumftances
We would like to ftay, but eh!
The inevitable things
Will take unte them wings,
Andwill fly where wemay neverhope to §
I'would furfher like te (tate,
That the talewhich lrelate,
Yeucan fee °n any plate
Thatwas made in Cochin)China years age.

———
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Thero was anold woman,as [‘ve heard (ay,
Who owned but afingle goefe.

Andfhe dame lived over toward Truxton way, =

Andfheanimal ran at loofe,
[tcackled up andit cackled down,
Difturbing the peace of all the tewn;
Gentle and fimple, knight and clown,

From the dawn to the clofe of day.

Anoﬂner old woman,ef net much note,
Lived over toward Truxten way,

Wheowned a geat with a fhaggy black ceat, |

As I've heard the neighbours {ay.
Ard it was the fearefene and all,
Butting the great,and butting the fmall,-
Nomatter whom,- whe happened tefall

[nthe way of this evil geat.

S aid the firft eld worman ,“This ugly goat
Should never thus runat leofe.”
Jaid the fecond ,*1 wifh they*d cut the throat
Of that neify cackling goofe.”
And (e it happened when eer that they
Would meet each ofher upen the way
They'd bicker and bicker fhe livelong day
Inthe key of afcolding note.

B ut allthe neighbeours, great and fmall ,
Complained of both with grievous tene.

Fromwhich I gather that we all

See other’s faults andnot curown.







(OVERCONFIDENCE :

pecacock sat ony®garden wall
(See picture here te y® right ),
And y®folk came crowding- greatand fnall-
Foritchanced that nene in y® town at all
Had ever feen fuch asight. R
If you'd have been there perhaps you‘d have heartEr s
Y*felk talk thus, as they lecked at y® bird 3

T

S @ cric:kety! -Lawl- s

O jimmeny me!- 7

I never yet saw!-

Who everdid see '

| Such a beautiful sight in the world before, *.
Since yc animals marched from y“old ark door?

O! Loockaty®{pots )

. Inhis tail! And y @ lots
| Ofgrcc-rrand of blue in his beautiful wings! .

| Id give a new (hi“ing toknow if he fings!'”

Y®peaceck fays ,“ Surely, they*ll greatly rc:joilc?
Tohearbut a touch of my delicate woice, {l(‘
(JSings.)

“O dear! Odear!- . g AL % , |
O ftepit!-Odo I-//}‘ZW o
Weneverdid hear e HRAS
Such a hullaballoc‘f S =7 /1 55
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Iis worfe thany®neife that y© c:ar‘per'?%é'l‘sxffléi‘}?_"

Whentheyfharpen their faws!- Now;, for charity P
Give over this {qualling Ba e
And catermawalling ! g-\f A

Cried all y© good people wheo chanced to be near;

Each thrufting a finger-tip inte each ear.

N
You fee y “peor dunce had attempted tofhine .:.
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A Story concerning a certain thing
which we ‘would all
like to have
®




HERE was a woman once, and she had three daughters.

The first daughter squinted with both eyes, yet the
woman loved her as she loved salt, for she herself squinted with both eyes. The sec-
ond daughter had one shoulder higher than the other, and eyebrows as black as soot in
the chimney, yet the woman loved her as well as she loved the other, for she herself
had black eyebrows and one shoulder higher than the other. The youngest daughter
was as pretty as a ripe apple, and had hair as fine as silk and the color of pure
gold, -but the woman loved her not at all, for, as I have said, she herself was neither
pretty, nor had she hair of the color of pure gold. Why all this was so, even Hans
Pfifendrummel cannot tell, though he has read many books and one over.

The first sister and the second sister dressed in their Sunday clothes every day, and
sat in the sun doing nothing, just as though they had been born ladies, both of them.

As for Christine—that was the name of the youngest girl—as for Christine, she
dressed in nothing but rags, and had to drive the geese to the hills in the morning and
home again in the evening, so that they might feed on the young grass all day and
grow fat.

The first sister and the second sister had white bread (and butter beside) and as
much fresh milk as they could drink; but Christine had to eat cheese-parings and bread-
crusts, and had hardly enough of them to keep Goodman Hunger from whispering in
her ear.

This was how the churn clacked in that house!

Well, one morning Christine started off to the hills with her flock of geese, and in
her hands she carried her knitting, at which she worked to save time. So she went along
the dusty road until, by-and-by, she came to a place where a bridge crossed the brook, and
what should she see there but a little red cap, with a silver bell at the point of it, hang-
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i little red cap that Christine
ing f lder branch. It was such a nice, pretty | tin
:Egu;l::n th;tes;ed$ould take it home with her, for she had never seen the like of it in

her li fore. ‘ ]
¥ OS'foh:;ehf;ubtei?rfn her pocket, and then off she went with her geese again. But she

had hardly gone two-score of paces when she heard a voice calling her, “Christine !
- - ks I“ : )
Chr:jsl:LnToo'ked. and who should she see but a queer little gray man, with a great head

i i dishes.
i a cabbage and little legs as thin as young ra
z ?'I%V?'lsat do j,roug want ?" said Christine, when the little man had come to where she was.

Oh, the little man only wanted his cap again, for without it he could not go back
home into the hill—that was where he belonged.
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But how did the cap come to be hanging from the bush? Yes, Christine would like
to know that before she gave it back again.

Well, the little hill-man was fishing by the brook over yonder when a puff of wind
blew his cap into the water, and he Just hung it up to dry. That was all that there was
about it; and now would Christine please give it to him?

Christine did not know how about that; perhaps she would and perhaps she would

not. It was a nice, pretty little cap; what would the little underground man give her
for it? that was the question.

Oh, the little man would give her five thalers for it, and gladly.

No; five thalers was not enough for such a pretty little cap—see, there was a silver
bell hanging to it too.
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Well, the little man did not want to be hard at a bargain; he would give her a hun-
dred thalers for it.

No; Christine did not care for money. What else would he give for this nice, dear
little cap?

“See, Christine,” said the little man; “ 1 will give you this for the cap;” and he showed
her something in his hand that looked just like a bean, only it was as black as a lump
of coal.

“Yes, good; but what is that?” said Christine.

“That,” said the little man, “is a seed from the apple of contentment, Plant it, and
from it will grow a tree, and from the tree an apple. Everybody in the world that sees
the apple will long for it, but nobody in the world can pluck it but you. It will always
be meat and drink to you when you are hungry, and warm clothes to your back when
you are cold. Moreover, as soon as you pluck it from the tree, another as good will
grow in its place. MNow, will you give me my hat?”

Oh yes; Christine would give the little man his cap for such a seed as that, and
gladly enough. So the little man gave Christine the seed, and Christine gave the little
man his cap again. He put the cap on his head, and — puff | —away he was gone, as
suddenly as the light of a candle when you blow it out.

So Christine took the seed home with her, and planted it before the window of her
room. The next morning when she looked out of the window she beheld a beautiful
tree, and on the tree hung an apple that shone in the sun as though it were pure gold.
Then she went to the tree and plucked the apple as easily as though it were a goose-
berry, and as soon as she had plucked it another as good grew in its place. Being
hungry she ate it, and thought that she had never eaten anything as good, for it tasted
like pancake with honey and milk.

By-and-by the oldest sister came out of the house and looked around, but when she
saw the beautiful tree with the golden apple hanging from it you can guess how she stared.
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Presently she began to long and long for the apple as she had never longed for any-
thing in her life. I will just pluck it," said she, “and no one will be the wiser for it.”
But that was easier said than done. She reached and reached, but she might as well
have reached for the moon ; she climbed and climbed, but she might as well have climbed
for the sun—for either one would have been as easy to get as that which she wanted.
At last she had to give up trying for it, and her temper was none the sweeter for that,
you may be sure.

After a while came the second sister, and when she saw the golden apple she wanted
it just as much as the first had done. But to want and to get are very different things,
as she soon found, for she was no more able to get it than the other had been.

Last of all came the mother, and she also strove to pluck the apple. But it was no
use. She had no more luck of her trying than her daughters; all that the three could do
was to stand under the tree and look at the apple, and wish for it and wish for it.

They are not the only ones who have done the like, with the apple of contentment

hanging just above them.

- As for Christine, she had nothing to do but to pluck an apple whenever she wanted
it. Was she hungry? there was the apple hanging in the tree for her. Was she
th1rs‘f)r? tl'.xere was the apple. Cold? there was the apple. So you see, she was the
happiest girl bewixt all the seven hills that stand at the ends of the earth; for nobody in
the world can have more than contentment, and that was what the apple br,ought her.

4 5 OX

3 k()ge day;. king came riding along the road, and all of his people with him. He

: :veea :azt:nof S.:W éhehapple“h;nging in the tree, and a great desire came upon Kim to
- I 950 he called one of the servants to hi i

whether it could be bought for a potful of gold. EaR Sl i o e
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So the servant went to the house, and knocked on the door—rap! tap! tap!
“What do you want?” said the mother of the three sisters, coming to the door.
Ob, nothing much; only a king was out there in the road, and wanted to know if she
would sell the apple yonder for a potful of gold.
Yes, the woman would do that. Just pay her the pot of gold and he might go and
pluck it and welcome.

So the servant gave her the pot of gold, and then he tried to pluck the apple. First
he reached for it, and then he climbed for it, and then he shook the limb.

But it was no use for him to try; he could no more get it—well—than 7 could if I
had been in his place.

At last the servant had to go back to the King. The apple was there, he said, and
the woman had sold it, but try and try as he would
he could no more get it than he could get the little
stars in the sky.

Then the King told the steward to go and get
it for him; but the steward, though he was a tall
man and a strong man, could no more pluck the
apple than the servant.

So he had to go back to the King with an empty

/ fist. No; he could not gather it either. :

Then the King himself went. He knew that he
could pluck it—of course he could! Well, he tried
and tried; but nothing came of his trying, and he
had to ride away at last without having had so
much as a smell of the apple.

After the King came home, he talked and
drecamed and thought of nothing but the apple;
for the more he could not get it the more he
wanted it—that is the way we are made in this
world. At last he grew melancholy and sick
for want of that which he could not get. Then
he sent for one who was so wise that he had
more in his head than ten men together. This
wise man told him that the only one who could
pluck the fruit of contentment for him was the one
to whom the tree belonged. This was one of the
daughters of the woman who had sold the apple to him
for the pot of gold.

When the King heard this he was very glad; he had his horse saddled, and he
and his court rode away, and so came at last to the cottage where Christine lived.
There they found the mother and the elder sisters, for Christine was away on the hills
with her geese.

The King took off his hat and made a fine bow.

The wise man at home had told him this and that; now to which one of her daugh-
ters did the apple-tree belong? so said the King.

“ Oh, it is my oldest daughter who owns the tree,” said the woman.
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So, good! Then if the oldest daughter would pluck the apple for him he would
take her home and marry her and make a queen of her. Only let her get it for him
without delay.

Prut! that would never do. What! was the girl to climb the apple-tree before
the King and all of the court? No! no! Let the King go home, and she would bring
the apple to him all in good time; that was what the woman said.

Well, the King would do that, only let her make haste, for he wanted it very much
indeed.

As soon as the King had gone, the woman and her daughters sent for the goose-girl
to the hills. Then they told her that the King

wanted the apple yonder, and
that she must pluck

it for her sister to takf:.- to him; if she did not do as they said they would throw her
into the we].]. So Chnstt.ne had to pluck the fruit; and as soon.as she had done so
t};e olcrliest s;sterdwrapped it up in a napkin and set off with it to the King's house, as
preased as pleased could be. Rap! tap! tap! she knocked t th S ’
s p ed at the door. Had she brought

Oh yes; she had brought it. Here it was, all wrapped up in a fine napkin.

After thgt they did not let her stand outside the door till her toes were cold, I can tell
you. As soon as she had come to the King she opened her napkin. Believe me or
not as you please, all the same, I tell you that there was nothing in the napkin but a hard
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round stone. When the King saw only a stone he was so angry that he stamped like
a rabbit and told them to put the girl out of the house. So they did, and she went home
with a flea in her ear, I can tell you.

Then the King sent his steward to the house where Christine and her sisters lived.

He told the woman that he had come to find whether she had any other daughters.

Yes; the woman had another daughter, and, to tell the truth, it was she who owned
the tree. Just let the steward go home again and the girl would fetch the apple in a
little while.

As soon as the steward had gone, they sent to the hills for Christine again. Look!
she must pluck the apple for the second sister to take to the King; if she did not do
that they would throw her into the well.

_ &and- Christine-3
C-Kfngﬁ.S[@ward.-

So Christine had to pluck it, and gave it to the second sister,.who wrapped it up in
a napkin and set off for the King’s house. But she fared no better than the other, for,
when she opened the napkin, there was nothing in it but a lump of mud. So they
packed her home again with her apron to her eyes.

After a while the King's steward came to the house again. Had the woman no
other daughter than these two?

Well, yes; there was one, but she was a poor ragged thing, of no account, and fit
for nothing in the world but to tend the geese.

IS
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- Where was she?
Oh, she was up on the hills now tending her flock.

But could the steward see her?
Yes, he might see her, but she was nothing but a poor simpleton.
That was all very good, but the steward would like to see her, for that was what

the King had sent him there for.
So there was nothing to do but to send to the hills for Christine.

After a while she came, and the steward asked her if she could pluck the apple

yonder for the King.

Yes; Christine could do that easily enough. So she reached and picked it as though
it had been nothing but a gooseberry on the bush. Then the steward took off his hat
and made her a low bow in spite of her ragged dress, for he saw that she was the one

for whom they had been looking all this time.
So Christine slipped the golden apple into her pocket, and then she and the steward

set off to the King's house together.

y t}]\;hei tllley t]1acl con]:e there everybody began to titter and laugh behind the palms
. h¢ir hands to see what a poor ragged goose-girl the steward had b i
him. But for that the steward cared :ot a rap. e

“Have you brought the "' sai i isti
" il him.y ought the apple?” said the King, as soon as Christine had come
) rt:esinl:ere it was; and Christine thrust her hand into her pocket and brought it
(z Ci, _Then the King took a great bite of it, and as soon as he had done so he looked
; _r:ztlgeﬂ?nd thought that he had never seen such a pretty girl.  As for her rags
€ minde em no more than one minds the spots : ‘
he had eaten of the apple of contentment. R e e
i Agg w;:e' they married?  Of course they were! and a grand wedding it was, I can

you. 1S a pity that you were not there:; but though you were not, Christine’s

-
-
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mother and sisters were, and, what is more, they danced with the others, though 1
believe they would rather have danced upon pins and needles.

“ Never mind,” said they; “we still have the apple of contentment at home, though
we cannot taste of it.” But no; they had nothing of the kind. The next morning it
stood before the young Queen Christine’s window, just as it had at her old home, for it
belonged to her and to no one else in all of the world. That was lucky for the King,
for he needed a taste of it now and then as much as anybody else, and no one could
pluck it for him but Christine.

Now, that is all of this story. What does it mean? Can you not
see? Prut! rub your spectacles and look again!

y#
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s Robin! ho,Robin!

oy,
Singing on the tree,

[will give yeuwhite bread,
If you will ceme te me.”

2 “Oh! fhe little breeze s finging
To the nedding dailies white,
And the tender grafi is (pringing,
And fhe sunis warm and bright;
And my little mate is walting
In the budding hedge for mes;
So.on the whole,[‘ll net accept
Your kindly courtefy.”

“Hey,Robin! ho,Robin!
Now the nerth winds blow;
Wherefore doyou come here,
Inthe ice and snow 2 ”

“Thewind is raw, the flowers are dead,
The froft is on the thern,
SoI°ll gladly take acrustol br'ead
And come where itiswarm:’

Oh.Children! little Children!
Have you ever chanced tofee
One beg for crust that sneercd at

Inbright profperity? Ir3
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Then will you marry me? T'orwe
q.rq Wi make a goedly pair.”

She -
g1 am y®© millers daughter, sir; LY
And live just over {h™* A
He

Ofall v €/ Maids I ever v,
You are beyond compare”’

b

Selw!d ask yeu somel’hmg now; |
[f I mightenly dare™ U

B
' New,youmay ask mewh'you please,
For anything [ care .”

pe
/)
: '7‘»

“I {hank you sir;your offer,it
Is most extremely rare,
tas lam alrcady wed, \
You‘r late,sir,for v € Fair’

-

fid

o,

I And tal ked te himself of (h' Lass so gay-

| prlﬂ\ce tell me Wh" you hve?
Oh Maid, so sweet and rare!”

Jhe

‘O h:thank yeu,sir! Oh; fhankyou it N7
Your words are very fair”

He

She i

He

She

_1_/'
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t (h‘ ¢ Bachelor walked away; ‘t{u&&__, |
] _,

‘Her hairis verydecidedly red;

And her eyes have somewhat of acastin her hcad,
* And herfeet are large ;s andher handsare coarse;

And wilhout I'm mistaken, her voice is hoarse .
‘“Tis a bargain of whehM [ am very well Tld
1 am glad,en y© whele ,] escaped as1did.

Howard Byle
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td sad story concerning one
tnnocent little Lamb and
Jour wicked W olves




o %*“é?fﬁl {ad ftory concerning one
mﬁ?"' , = innocent little Lamb
| and fourwicked Wolves:

little lamb was gamboling,
¥ Upen a pleafant day,
§ | And four grey wolves came fhambling,
' And (topped to (ee it play
In the sun. \
S aid the lamb ,“ Perhaps [ may \*
Charm thefe creatures with my

And they ‘Il let me g awaym

When [‘ve done .”W(‘Yﬁ

—~| The welves, they sat afmiling gt

£ The playful thing ,tofee ¢ r
AN How exceedingly beguiling fhat )

) Tts pretty play ceuld be. w\d
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See 1t hop!

But its {trengfh began to wane,f/

Though it gambeled eninpain o

Tillit finally wasfain, [0
For teo {top. "n r’\ﬁj

I

Oh! then fthere was a n'mnc.-hié’mg‘ﬁ / '

Of that tender little thing,
And a crunching and a (crunching.
As you‘ld munch a chickenwing,
No awvail
Was its cunning ,merry play <G’
For fhe only thing, they {ay, Ay
Thatwas lefi of it that day, M

Was its tail.

| $owifh me; when [ am done,
And fhe critics have begun,
—~_ All they‘ll leave me of My fun

Hagp bel Yo | S _\ ‘L1 be the tale.
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HARPER’S
YOUNG PEOPLE SERIES.

Illustrated. 16mo, Cloth, $1 00 per Volume.

THE ADVENTURES OF JIMMY BROWN, Edited by W. L. ALpEN.
THE CRUISE OF THE CANOE CLUB. By W. L. Arpew.

THE CRUISE OF “THE GHOST.” By W. L. ALDEN.

THE MORAL PIRATES. By W. L. Arpen.

TOBY TYLER; OR, TEN WEEKS WITH A CIRCUS. By James Ortis.
MR. STUBBS'S BROTHER. A Sequel to “Toby Tyler.” By James Oris.

TIM AND TIP; OR, THE ADVENTURES OF A BOY AND A DOG. By
James Oris.

LEFT BEHIND; OR, TEN DAYS A NEWSBOY. By James Ortis.
RAISING “THE PEARL.” By James Oris.

MILDRED'S BARGAIN, AND OTHER STORIES. By Lucy C. LiLLIE
NAN. By Lucy C. LirLLE.

THE FOUR MACNICOLS. By WirLiam Brack.

THE LOST CITY; OR, THE BOY EXPLORERS IN CENTRAL ASIA. By
Davip KEgr.

THE TALKING LEAVES. An Indian Story. By W. O. Stopparp.

WHO WAS PAUL GRAYSON? By Joun Hasserton, Author of “Helen’s Ba-
bies.”

PRINCE LAZYBONES, AND OTHER STORIES. By Mrs. W. ]J. Havs.

THE ICE QUEEN. By Ernest INGERSOLL.

CHAPTERS ON PLANT LIFE. By Mrs. S. B. Herrick.

STRANGE STORIES FROM HISTORY, FOR YOUNG PEOPLE. By GEorGE
Cary EccLestoN. (Nearly Ready.)

WAKULLA: A STORY OF ADVENTURE IN FLORIDA. By C. K. MuNRoE.
({n Press.)

THE STORY OF MUSIC AND MUSICIANS. By Lucy C. Liue. (/e Press)

rusLisiEp Bv H ARPER & BROTHERS, NEW YORK.

EF~ Any of the above works will be sent by mail, postage prepaid, to any part of the United States or Canada, on
receipl of the price.
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HARPER'S YOUNG PEOPLE
An lustrated Weekly for Boys and Girls,

Number issued November 3, 1885.

HE grand success of this
beautiful and instructive il-
lustrated weekly for young
readers is the best proof that
it fills a needed place. No
magazine of its kind has
ever come into such bound-
less popularity in so short a
time.—Chicago fnter-Ocean.

If money is ever well laid
out in supplying children
with good reading, for a
merely nominal price, it is certainly in
subscribing for HarPER'S YOUNG PEO-
PLE—N. V. Matl and Express.

A remarkably clever and interest-
ing weekly, and one that can be safely
and profitably introduced into the home
circle.—Commercial Bulletin, Boston,

It is a complete success, as it thoroughly deserves to
be.—Soczety, London.

Growing in years it but grows in grace.—7/%e Critic, N.Y.

This eharming little paper is a weekly feast of good
things to the boys and girls in every family which it
visits.—Brooklvre Union.

The best weekly for children in America.— Sout/-
wvesiern Christian Advocate, New Orleans.

It is always full of attractions and instruction for the
host of young people who watch for its weekly visits
with zeal and eagerness.—Zion's Herald, Boston.

The articles are all fresh and stirring, simply told, and
full of just those things that enliven the interest and
hold the attention of young folks. But especially admi-
rable features are the illustrations, both for their original
character and their superior quality of workmanship.—
Boston Adveriiser.

An epitome of everything that is attractive and de-
sirable in juvenile literature.—Boston Courier.

SUBSCRIPTION PRICE, $2 oo PER YEAR.

PostaAGE FREE To ALL SUBSCRIBERS

i THE UnITED StTATES AND CANADA.

ga= A Specimen Copy sent on recerpt of a threecent stamp.

BOUND VOLUMES OF HARPERS YOUNG PEOPLE

Volume V1. nearly ready.
hand. Price $3 50 each.
Number issued in November.,

If we had a dozen children, and could only buy
one Christmas gift to be divided among them, our
choice would certainly fall on this book that has so
many beautiful pictures and quaint stories pressed
between its handsome covers. — New Oricans Pica-
Jiure,

Contains much of the best writing for children that
finds 1ts way into print. The variety is great, the tone
1s unexceptionable, and the cuts are almost as attractive
as the stories and articles which crowd these ample

A few copies of Volumes IL, IIL, IV, and V. still on
Volume 1. owt of print. The Volumes begin with the first

pages. The writers include the best of those who write

for the young.—Boston Herald.,

| No more attractive Christmas gift could be made to

‘ a child than a copy of this bound volume.—Cincinnati
Commercial.

Full of stories of adventure, of funny poems, of prac-
tical talks on all sorts of matters interesting to boys and
girls, and, above all, not containing a line, a word, or a
picture designed to pander to any unhealthy taste.—

| Philadeiphia Press.

PusLisuep 53y HARPER & BROTHERS, Nrw York.
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