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       THE PYRAMIDS OF EGYPT. The Pyramid of Cheops is the largest and tallest of the buildings on the earth. It was raised upon a broad platform of stone, and towered four hundred and fifty or sixty feet above the plain. It is a mass of stone, inclosing several sepulchral chambers, and entered by a long, narrow passage. Each of the Kings of Egypt built his own Pyramid; every year that he lived he added to its height and grandeur. A small one marks a short reign, that of Cheops a long and prosperous period. It is said that the mere building of the causeway for the conveyance of the stone occupied the labor of 100,000 men for three months; they were then relieved, and a fresh body of 100,000 brought in. The work went on for ten years, until 4,000,000 laborers had been employed upon the preparation of the site and the gathering of the materials. Twenty years were then given to the building of the monstrous tomb; 7,000,000 men aided in its completion. The Nile swarmed with boats bearing food and subsistence to the motley company; 360,000 persons were employed annually upon the Pyramid. Cheops must have had the satisfaction of seeing his tomb overshadow the temples of Memphis and grow in greatness as the period approached when it would be used. But like many another famous projector, he fell at last into difficulties. His tomb may well be called "Cheops' folly." His treasures were exhausted; he became a bankrupt. After his death the size of the Pyramids was reduced by his more prudent but less renowned successors. If placed in the City Hall Park, the Pyramid of Cheops would have covered nearly all its surface; its top would have risen two hundred feet above the spire of Trinity Church; the first object seen by the voyager entering the Narrows would have been this immense and useless structure. The folly of man was never better shown than in the building of the Pyramids. The Egyptians were houseless, naked, starved, that the Pharaohs might rest in their indestructible tombs. The Egyptians lived, in general, at ease. They were shut out from the world, and few strangers were suffered to pass up the Nile. The people were dark-colored, wore long white linen dresses, and were adorned with bracelets and ear-rings, gold and jewels. The priests of Isis drank no wine, took no animal food; lived upon dates, nuts, and barley cakes. The families of the early Egyptians were brought up in obedience and good order. But they fell into slavery, and little is left of them but their tombs. There was an immense temple on a lake, devoted to the worship of the crocodile. But it would be quite impossible to enumerate all the dreamy wonders of Egypt. It had its libraries, pictures, astronomers, magicians. Four thousand years ago the Nile was lined with beautiful gardens and villas; the great cities like New York and Philadelphia were filled with busy artisans and merchants; the Broadway of Thebes or Memphis ran down, no doubt, to the river, lined with shops and public buildings. The Egyptian women were clad in gold and fine linen, the gardens glowed with the rarest flowers, and the furniture of a Memphian home showed finer glass-work and more delicate tissues than can be found in modern Paris. The festivals on the Nile were celebrated in the night with wonderful magnificence. The placid stream, lit by an unclouded moon, was covered with countless boats with painted sails and silvery oars; ten thousand lights glittered over the sparkling waters, and the shores were lined with dusky and innumerable throngs. On one occasion the procession of boats followed the body of a sacred cat to its last resting-place on one of the islands. All was superstition and solemn awe. The multitude watched from the shore the imposing scene. Another procession on the Nile was a military one of triumph and victory. No river in the world has witnessed so many splendid spectacles. NERO. DOGS OF MY ACQUAINTANCE. BY EDWARD I. STEVENSON. Doubtless many of the readers of YOUNG PEOPLE who love dogs, and like to compare their own pets with other people's, attended the great Bench Show, as it is called, recently held in the American Institute Building, New York city. That great hall resounded with yelpings and barkings and whinings in every key. On either side of the passageways where the ladies and gentlemen elbowed about, examining and praising, were groups of stately Newfoundland dogs or dignified mastiffs, splendid St. Bernards, proud of the silver collars and chains adorning some of them, surly-looking English bull-dogs, or curious foreign hounds. Here a dozen ladies bent toward a row of little padlocked cages lined with satin or silk, where reposed daintily some tiny terrier, sleepy little pug, or graceful Italian greyhound. Somebody once called a greyhound a "parenthesis on four legs." My own stroll through this tail-wagging assembly set me to remembering some dogs with whose acquaintance I have been honored. For are there not dogs whom, like people, it is an honor to know? First of all came to my mind Nero, whose picture you see above. Nero was a Berlin dog—is still, I hope. Strange to say, he spoke German no better than English, yet we became capital friends, and many a long romp have we had together on his master's lawn in —— Strasse. Nero is not merely a clever but a very rare dog. His wonderfully odd black coat gave him the first prize at a Berlin dog show as the most perfect specimen of a German "corded-coated" poodle there. Moreover, that same long hair curls naturally, and neither Nero nor his master spends any morning hours with the curling-stick. Bruno is another dog of my acquaintance. He is a superb St. Bernard, and lives in New Jersey. In spite of his great size and strength, Bruno has the most lovely of dispositions. Here is an example. He has two other St. Bernards as playmates in his kennel, much younger dogs, but very lively, and huge romps the three have. Not long since, Gretchen, the smallest of this trio, misbehaved. Punishment was necessary. Poor Gretchen, trembling all over, was held down by her master, who leaned over her with whip upraised. Just at that instant he felt a gentle pressure from behind upon his shoulder, and turned to behold Bruno balancing himself on three legs, and holding out the fourth paw entreatingly, while with a most beseeching expression in his brown eyes he thus was trying to "beg off" his playmate from the whipping. Don't you think that you would have thrown the whip to the other end of the yard after that, and given Bruno a hug? That is what his master did, at any rate. An English friend of mine told me lately of a dog with whom I should be proud to "shake hands," and whom I hope some day to meet. His name is Captain, and he is a young bull-terrier, very thickset and active. He is accustomed to drive every afternoon with the groom to the railroad station to meet his master. Not long since this groom happened to take out a very freakish horse, which, left alone at the dépôt with only Captain in the trap, took fright and ran furiously down the road. Captain boldly leaped from the vehicle, rolled over in the dust, dashed up again, and darted after the horse. The reins were dragging on the ground. Seizing them in his mouth, Captain hung on, in spite of all further bouncings and draggings, until he had actually stopped the horse, and that before any serious mischief had been done. Was not that a courageous act for even a plucky little English bull-dog? This same Captain, when he was much younger, and required some whippings in course of his training, used to hide the whip wherewith the stable-man switched him. One day, while it was being hunted for, somebody suggested, "Look in Captain's kennel." Away ran the gardener's boy, just in time to overtake Captain jumping out of his kennel with the lost whip in his jaws. He must have heard and quite understood the direction given to search his quarters, and thus tried to spoil the result. On being discovered, he made no attempt to hide his clever trick, but dropped the whip guiltily, and took to his heels. It is not unusual to meet with dogs who can tell Sunday from any other day of the week. A relative of mine, a clergyman, owned a beautiful Newfoundland who insisted upon going to church with the family, and was regularly prepared to join them at the gate without being warned. Although his guardians decidedly objected to this performance, all tying up, sending back, or any other convenient means of keeping Pluto at home did no good, and finally he was permitted to sit quietly through the sermon. Toward the last years of his long life he insisted upon rising during those portions of the service, such as the hymns or concluding prayer, with the rest of the congregation, who became perfectly accustomed to his presence. Pampo was a small terrier whom I knew very well long ago. "Go get your collar, Pampo;" "Pampo, I feel a door open somewhere up stairs; go find it, and shut it," were commands he entirely understood and obeyed. At nine o'clock every evening his master, an old gentleman with snow-white hair, would turn to his wife across the hearth, and say, very gently, and without looking at all in Pampo's direction as the little dog lay dozing beside them, "Wife, I think it is high time for dogs to go to bed." Pampo would, without further orders, meekly rise and slink off to his box in the hallway. One of the handsomest and best-behaved mastiffs that ever I met was Æneas, a Massachusetts gentleman's particular pet. Æneas was, in spite of his size, as frolicsome as a kitten, very faithful and intelligent, but also a great lover of good cheer. The number of dinners that he could digest in the day, and the size of those dinners, were something marvellous. Small wonder indeed that he grew fat. One day the cook, with his breakfast, also gave him a sound lecture on his besetting weakness. "Do you think this house can afford to keep such a great greedy beast as you?" I heard her saying. "You do nothing but eat, eat, eat the whole day long. What do you do for it?" Imagine cook's astonishment when, later on in that very morning, Æneas marched up to her, holding tenderly in his jaws a poor duck, alive but squawking vigorously, which he had encountered in a neighbor's yard, captured, and now brought to his friend, as much as to say, "See, I can do something for my own support, after all. I have caught this duck to be cooked for my next meal." A French peasant whom Dr. Morris, in his delightful book of dog stories, speaks about, came home from market with a well-filled pocket-book in his knapsack, and his poodle at his heels. Imagine the poor fellow's grief when, on reaching his house, he discovered a hole in the knapsack, through which his purse must have fallen to the ground! But also picture his delight, an instant later, on seeing his faithful little companion enter the room, carrying the lost treasure in his mouth! He had seen it fall, quietly picked it up, and followed the whole distance with it. Did you ever think how many queer old proverbs there are concerning dogs? "Love me, love my dog;" "Give a dog a bad name, and hang him;" "A living dog is better than a dead lion;" "A dog's life;" "Going to the dogs;" these are phrases we often hear. Uncomplimentary as many such are, they can not alter the truth that the dog is the most faithful, loving, and pleasant of all man's four-footed friends, and one who, if he can not talk, must in some sense think, reason, and—just not talk. THE CANOE FIGHT. AN INCIDENT OF THE CREEK WAR. BY GEORGE CARY EGGLESTON. The smallest naval battle ever fought in the world, perhaps, was fought on the Alabama River on the 13th of November, 1813, between two canoes, and this is the way in which it happened. The United States were at war with Great Britain at that time, and a war with Spain was also threatened. The British had stirred up the Indians in the Northwest to make war upon the whites, and in 1813 they persuaded the Creek Indians of Alabama and Mississippi to begin a war there. The government troops were so busy with the British in other quarters of the country that very little could be done for the protection of the white settlers in the Southwest, and for a good while they had to take care of themselves in the best way they could. Leaving their homes, they gathered together here and there and built rude stockade forts, in which they lived, with all their women and children. All the men, including all the boys who were old enough to pull a trigger—and frontier boys learn to use a gun very early in life—were organized into companies of volunteer soldiers. At Fort Madison, one of the smallest of the forts, there was a very daring frontiersman, named Samuel (or Sam) Dale—a man who had lived much with the Indians, and was like them in many respects, even in his dress and manners. Hearing that the Indians were in force on the southeastern bank of the Alabama River, the people in Fort Madison were greatly alarmed, fearing that all the crops in that region—which were ripe in the fields—would be destroyed. If that should occur, they knew they must starve during the coming winter, and so they made up their minds to drive the savages away, at least until they could gather the corn. Captain Dale at once made up a party, consisting of seventy-two men, all volunteers. With this force Dale set out on the 11th of November, taking Tandy Walker, a celebrated scout, for his guide. The column marched to the Alabama River, and crossed it at a point about twenty miles below the present town of Claiborne. Once across the river, Dale knew that he was among the Indians, and knowing their ways, he was as watchful as if he had been one of them himself. He forbade his men to sleep at all during the night after crossing the river, and kept them under arms, in expectation of an attack. No attack being made, he moved up the river the next morning, marching most of the men, but ordering Jerry Austill, with six men, to paddle up in two canoes that had been found. This Jerry Austill—who afterward became a merchant in Mobile and a State Senator—was a boy only nineteen years of age at the time, but he had already distinguished himself in the war by his courage. At a point called Peggy Bailey's Bluff, Dale, who was marching with one man several hundreds of yards ahead of his men, came upon a party of Indians at breakfast. He shot one of them, and the rest ran away, leaving their provisions behind them. Securing the provisions, Dale marched on for a mile or two, but finding no further trace of Indians, he concluded that the country on that side of the river was now pretty clear of them, and so he set to work to cross to the other side, meaning to look for enemies there. The river at that point is about a quarter of a mile wide, and as there were only two small canoes at hand, the work of taking the men across was very slow. When all were over except Dale and about a dozen others, the little remnant of the force was suddenly attacked. The situation was a very dangerous one. With the main body of his command on the other side of the river, where it could give him no help, Dale had to face a large body of Indians with only a dozen men, and as only one canoe remained on his side of the river, it was impossible for the whole of the little party to escape by flight, as the canoe would not hold them all. Concealing his men in the bushes, behind trees, and under the river-bank, he replied to the fire of the Indians, and kept them at bay. But it was certain that this could not last long. The Indians must soon find out from the firing how small the number of their adversaries was; and Dale knew that as soon as the discovery was made, they would rush upon him, and put the whole party to death. He called to the men on the other side of the river to come over and help him, but they were panic- stricken, probably because they could see, as Dale could not, how large a body of Indians was pressing their commander. The men on the other bank did indeed make one or two slight attempts to cross, but these came to nothing, and the little party seemed doomed to destruction. Bad as matters were with Dale, they soon became worse. An immense canoe, more than thirty feet long and four feet deep, came down the river, bearing eleven warriors, who undertook to land and attack Dale in the rear. This compelled the party to fight in two directions at once. Dale and his companions kept up the battle in front, while Jerry Austill, James Smith, and one other man fought the warriors in the canoe to keep them from landing. One of the eleven was killed, and another swam ashore, and succeeded in joining the Indians on the bank. Seeing how desperate the case was, Dale resolved upon a desperate remedy. He called for volunteers for a dangerous piece of work, and was at once joined by Jerry Austill, James Smith, and a negro man whose name was Cæsar. With these men, he leaped into the little canoe, and paddled toward the big Indian boat, meaning to fight the nine Indians who remained in it, although he and his canoe party numbered only four men all told. "WITH A SINGLE BLOW HE KNOCKED OVER THE INDIAN WITH WHOM AUSTILL WAS STRUGGLING." As the two canoes approached each other, both parties tried to fire, but their gunpowder was wet, and so they grappled for a hand-to-hand battle. Jerry Austill received the first attack, being in front. No sooner did the two canoes touch than an Indian sprang forward, and dealt the youth a terrible blow with a war club, knocking him down, and making a dent in his skull which he carried through life. Once down, he would have been killed, but for the quickness of Smith, who, seeing the danger his companion was in, raised his rifle. With a single blow he knocked over the Indian with whom Austill was struggling. Then Austill rose, and the fierce contest went on. Dale and his men rained their blows upon their foes, and received blows quite as lusty in return, but Cæsar managed the boat so skillfully that, in spite of the superior numbers of the Indians, the fight was not very unequal. He held the little boat against the big one, but kept it at the end, so that the Indians in the other end of the big canoe could not reach Dale's men. In this way those that were actually fighting Dale, Austill, and Smith never numbered more than three or four at any one time, and so the three could not be borne down by mere force of numbers. Dale stood for a time with one foot in each boat; then he stepped over into the Indian canoe, giving his comrades more room, and crowding the Indians toward the end of their boat. One by one the savages fell, until only one was left facing Dale, who held Cæsar's gun, with bayonet attached, in his hand. This sole survivor was Tar-cha-chee, an Indian with whom Dale had hunted and lived, one whom he regarded as a friend, and whom he now wished to spare. But the savage was strong within the Indian's breast, and he refused to accept mercy even from a man who had been his comrade and friend. Standing erect in the bow of the canoe, he shook himself, and said, in the Muscogee tongue, "Big Sam, you are a man, I am another; now for it." With that he rushed forward, only to meet death at the hands of the friend who would gladly have spared him. The canoe fight was ended, but Dale's work was not yet done. His party on the bank were every minute more closely pressed, and if they were to be saved, it must be done quickly. For this purpose he and his companions at once began clearing the big canoe of its load of dead Indians. Now that only the white men were there, the Indians upon the bank directed a galling fire upon the canoe, but by careening it to one side Dale made a sort of breastwork of its thick gunwale, and thus succeeded in clearing it. When this was done, he went ashore and quickly carried off the party there, landing all of them in safety on the other side. The hero of this singular battle lived until the year 1841. The whole story of his life is a romance of hardship, daring, and wonderful achievement. When he died, General John F. H. Claiborne, who knew him intimately, wrote a sketch of his career for a Natchez newspaper, in which he described him as follows: "In person General Dale was tall, erect, raw-boned, and muscular. In many respects, physical and moral, he resembled his antagonists of the woods. He had the square forehead, the high cheek-bones, the compressed lips, and in fact the physiognomy of an Indian, relieved, however, by a firm, benevolent Saxon eye. Like the red men, too, his foot fell lightly upon the ground, and turned neither to the right nor left. He was habitually taciturn, his face grave, he spoke slowly, and in low tones, and he seldom laughed. I observed of him, what I have often noted as peculiar to border men of high attributes, he entertained the strongest attachment for the Indians, extolled their courage, their love of country, and many of their domestic qualities; and I have often seen the wretched remnant of the Choctaws camped around his plantation and subsisting on his crops." It is a curious fact that after the war ended, when Weatherford (Red Eagle), who commanded the Indians on the shore in this battle with Dale, was about to marry, he asked Dale to act as his best man, and the two who had fought each other so desperately stood side by side, as devoted friends, at the altar. ARTIE'S "AMEN." BY PAUL HAMILTON HAYNE. They were Methodists twain, of the ancient school, Who always followed the wholesome rule That whenever the preacher in meeting said Aught that was good for the heart or head, His hearers should pour their feelings out In a loud "Amen" or a godly shout. Three children had they, all honest boys, Whose youthful sorrows and youthful joys They shared, as your loving parents will, While tending them ever through good and ill. One day—'twas a bleak, cold Sabbath morn, When the sky was dark and the earth forlorn— These boys, with a caution not to roam, Were left by the elder folk at home. But scarce had they gone when the wooded frame Was seen by the tall stove-pipe aflame; And out of their reach, high, high, and higher, Rose the red coils of the serpent fire. With startled sight for a while they gazed, As the pipe grew hot and the wood-work blazed; Then up, though his heart beat wild with dread, The eldest climbed to a shelf o'erhead, And soon, with a sputter and hiss of steam, The flame died out like an angry dream. When the father and mother came back that day— They had gone to a neighboring church to pray— Each looked, but with half-averted eye, On the awful doom which had just passed by. And then the father began to praise His boys with a tender and sweet amaze. "Why, how did you manage, Tom, to climb And quench the threatening flames in time To save your brothers, and save yourself?" "Well, father, I mounted the strong oak shelf By help of the table standing nigh." "And what," quoth the father, suddenly, Turning to Jemmy, the next in age, "Did you to quiet the fiery rage?" "I brought the pail, and the dipper too, And so it was that the water flew All over the flames, and quenched them quite." A mist came over the father's sight, A mist of pride and of righteous joy, As he turned at last to his youngest boy— A gleeful urchin scarce three years old, With his dimpling cheeks and his hair of gold. "Come, Artie, I'm sure you weren't afraid; Now tell in what way you tried to aid This fight with the fire." "Too small am I," Artie replied, with a half-drawn sigh, "To fetch like Jemmy, and work like Tom; So I stood just here for a minute dumb, Because, papa, I was frightened some; But I prayed, 'Our Father'; and then—and then I shouted as loud as I could, 'Amen.'" MR. STUBBS'S BROTHER.[1] BY JAMES OTIS, AUTHOR OF "TOBY TYLER," "TIM AND TIP," ETC. CHAPTER V. MEETING THE CIRCUS. After considerable preparation in the way of polishing his clappers on the cuff of his jacket, and fingering the keys of his accordion to make sure they were in proper working order, Leander extracted with one finger a few bars of "Yankee Doodle" from the last-named instrument, and gave an imitation of a drum with the clappers in a manner that won for him no small amount of applause. THE MANAGERS OF THE CIRCUS LOOKING AT THE POSTERS OF THEIR RIVAL. "Now we'll go home," said Toby, "'cause Uncle Dan'l will be waitin' for me an' the cows, an' to-morrow I'll meet you down town where the circus pictures be." Then he helped Abner on to his crutches, and walked beside him all the way, wishing, oh, so much! that he could save the poor boy from having to go out to the poor-farm to sleep. "You come in just as early as you can in the mornin', Abner, an' you shall eat dinner with me," he said, as he parted with the boy at Uncle Daniel's gate, "an' perhaps you'll make so much money at our circus that you won't ever have to go out to the poor-farm again." Abner tried to thank his friend for the kindness he had shown him; but the sobs of gratitude came into his throat so fast that it was impossible, and he hobbled away toward his dreary home, while Toby ran into the house to tell the astounding news of the coming of the circus. "So all the people who were so kind to you will be here next week, will they?" said, rather than asked, Aunt Olive. "Well, Toby, we'll kill one of the lambs, an' you shall invite them up here to dinner, which will kind of encourage them to be good to any other little boy who may be as foolish as you were." Toby lay awake a long time that night, thinking of the pleasure he was to have in seeing Mr. and Mrs. Treat, old Ben, and little Ella eating dinner in Uncle Daniel's home, and of how good a boy he ought to be to repay his uncle and aunt for their loving-kindness to him. Operations were almost entirely suspended by the would-be circus managers in view of the coming of the real show. It would have been commercial folly to attempt to enter into competition with it; the real circus would, without a doubt, prove too strong a rival for them to contend against; and by waiting until after it had come and gone they might be able to pick up some useful ideas regarding the show they proposed to give. This delay would be to their advantage in a great many other ways. The band would have so much time for practice that he might learn another tune, or even be able to play with more than one finger; their acrobat would have so many rehearsals that he could, perhaps, double his present allowance of hand- springs, and Joe would be able to bring his horses to a more perfect state of training. Mr. Douglass, having no use for his horse, was perfectly willing he should remain under Joe's tuition, providing it was done in Uncle Daniel's pasture; but matters were not in so good a condition regarding the pony. Chandler Merrill was anxious to have his property returned to him, and not willing to go after it. Besides, Mr. Douglass's horse was in great danger of being kicked to death so long as the vicious little animal remained in the same pasture. Very many were the discussions the boys had on the subject; but nothing could be suggested which promised any relief, after Bob's brilliant idea of driving the pony out, and letting him find his way home as best he might, was tried without success. The pony not only refused to go out, but he actually drove the boys away by the liberal use he made of his heels. Slowly the time passed until the day before the one on which the circus was to arrive. Toby had almost been counting the hours, and Abner, who was to see the interior of a circus tent for the first time in his life, was quite as excited as he. The lamb had been killed, as Aunt Olive had promised, and a rare store of good things in the way of apple pies, cake, doughnuts, and custards had been prepared, until the pantry looked like a large-sized baker's shop just opened for inspection. Everything was ready for the guests who were to be invited to dinner next day; and when Toby went to bed that night, it seemed as if he would never get to sleep for thinking of all the friends he was to see. Abner was in quite as sleepless a condition as Toby. Aunt Olive had invited him to remain overnight, so that he might see everything that was going on, and as he lay in the soft geranium-scented bed, his eyes were kept wide open by his delight with what seemed to him the magnificence of the room. It seemed as though each boy in the village considered himself Toby's particular and intimate friend during the week that preceded the coming of the circus, and the marbles, balls, and boats that were showered upon him in the way of gifts would almost have stocked a small shop. Then, on this day before the circus, all the boys in town were most anxious to know just where Toby proposed meeting the cavalcade, at what time he was to start, and other details, which showed quite plainly it was their intention to accompany him if possible. When Toby went to bed, it was with the express understanding with Uncle Daniel that he was to be called at daylight, in order that he might start out to meet the circus when it stopped to prepare for its entrance into the town. The place where the procession was usually formed, was fully two miles from town, and as Abner could hardly walk that distance, and certainly could not walk so fast as Toby would want to go, he had agreed to drive the cows to pasture, after which he was to go to the tenting ground, where his friend would introduce him to all the celebrities. Uncle Daniel seemed quite as anxious as Toby that he should leave the house in time to meet his circus friends before the entrée was made, and Aunt Olive afterward said, he didn't sleep a wink after two o'clock for fear he might not waken in time to rouse the anxious boy. It was fully an hour before sunrise when Uncle Daniel awakened Toby, and cautioned him to eat as much of the lunch Aunt Olive had set out as possible, insisting that what he could not eat he should put into his pocket, as it would be a long while before he would get his dinner. The two miles Toby was obliged to walk seemed very short ones, and at nearly every house on the road one or more boys were watching for him quite as eagerly as for the show itself, so that by the time he arrived at the place where two or three of the wagons had drawn up by the side of the road he had as many as a hundred boys for an escort, all of whom were urging him to get the manager to take out a few lions and tigers for their inspection before starting for the village. Toby could hold out no promise to them; on the contrary, he insisted that he hardly knew the manager, save by sight, and explained to them that they were unwise to come with him on any such errand, since none of the curiosities could be seen there, and if old Ben were still with the company, he should ride back with him. But the boys put very little faith in what he said, seeming to have the idea that he simply wanted to get rid of them, and instead of going away, they surrounded him more closely. [TO BE CONTINUED.] THE VAIN SPARROWS. THE VAIN SPARROWS. Once upon a time, so many days ago that it really makes no difference as to exactly when it did happen, a very respectable and industrious couple by the name of Sparrow lived a short distance in the country. They had a cozy little home in a tree so stout that there was no need of insuring it against damage by wind, and they were not only contented with their lot in life, but were very happy. They were by no means ignorant of the city, which could be seen from the topmost branches of their home, for they had lived there in their younger days, moving into the country only when they felt it absolutely necessary to their comfort to get away from the bustle and confusion that almost distracted them. Their friends and acquaintances all said they were very foolish to hide themselves in such a quiet place, even if it was cozy, and tried to persuade them to move back to town; but they paid very little attention to such talk, hardly even making any answer, and when they had two little fluffy children, Mrs. Sparrow declared that nothing could tempt her to leave their country home. You see, she thought it would be better to keep the children at that place, where she could be sure that they would not be out late at night, or get into mischief, than to take them where they might make bad acquaintances, for she loved these two boys of hers very dearly, even though they had got only about half as many wing and tail feathers as they would have when they were older. But the strangest portion of the story is that these two young Sparrows not only thought they knew quite as much as their parents did, but they had an idea that the only place for Sparrows with any degree of spirit to live in was the city, and almost from the time their noses were poked out of the shell they coaxed their father and mother to move into town, where there was more to be seen and enjoyed. Whenever the children teased, old father Sparrow would shake his head knowingly, as if he did not even dare to tell how wicked the great city was, and mother Sparrow would offer to show them a nice fat worm if they would try and be contented at home, instead of wanting to go where they had no business, and where they would not be nearly so comfortable. The Sparrow boys always took the worm their mother offered, and they winked at each other while they were eating it, as if to say that their father was getting entirely too old to know what was best for boys, while they were very certain they knew exactly what they should or should not do. They thought so much about the city, and how nice it would be to live there, that they talked of very little else, and on several occasions even neglected to oil their feathers as they had been taught, which caused them to look anything rather than neat. One morning, after they had teased their father, and been given a feast by their mother, which saved them the labor of hunting for breakfast, they accidentally came upon a pretty little stream whose waters were as clear as crystal, and along the banks of which was a rail fence that made a capital roosting place. Here, of course, they began to talk over the city life they were so anxious to lead, when one of them chanced to see his reflection in the water. The image he saw was that of two rather ragged, untidy-looking birds; but he knew it was a reflection of himself and his brother, and he thought it was about as beautiful as anything that could be imagined. "There! that is what I call a good-looking bird; not too young, nor yet too old; a good-shaped head, delicate feet, and a coat that will be just about perfect after I get through moulting." Then the two looked at the reflections very critically, seeing points of beauty in each that had never even been suspected by their mother, and praising themselves and each other until the flowers almost hung their heads in shame that their cousins the birds could be so vain. If they had thought they saw the image of any one but themselves, they would very soon have discovered that the tails were not as long or broad as they should have been, that the wings were ragged-looking because of the pin-feathers, that they were untidy, and a dozen other glaring faults; but as it was, they thought it was not possible any other birds could be so beautiful. "I'll tell you what we can do," said the elder, after he had satisfied himself that what made him look cross- eyed was the rippling of the water rather than a personal defect; "we can go over to the city for one day without letting father or mother know anything about it. We will start early, and if we don't create a sensation, I am very much mistaken in my ideas of the world." Both these young Sparrows knew that it was very wrong for them to go away without their parents' permission; but the desire to show their beautiful figures to the city birds, and see a bit of the world at the same time, caused them to put such an idea out of their minds as far as possible. It was not such a very long journey, and there seemed to be hardly a chance that they would be missed; but even if they were, it was quite certain no one would mistrust where they had gone. While they were making preparations for the journey—and they had considerable to do in the way of consulting some friends as to the best course to fly, laying by a store of food in order not to be delayed in the start, and attending to their toilets—they said nothing to their parents relative to their desire to live in the city. This pleased their mother greatly, for she hoped they had given up such a foolish idea. At last everything was in readiness, and making some excuse to their parents, such as that they were going out for berries or on a butterfly-hunt, they started toward the city. It was a much longer journey than they had supposed, for from their home it seemed as if the city was close at hand; but neither of them thought of turning back, even though they were terribly tired. The younger was in favor of alighting on Broadway, where they could be seen by every one, but the elder was much wiser. "We will fly to the top of the City Hall, and we shall not have been there many moments before half the Sparrows in town will know of our arrival, and after that I do not fancy we shall have much trouble in making the acquaintance of the most distinguished birds in town." Therefore they did not stop in their flight until the building in question was reached, although they saw many strange and curious things that they were anxious to investigate. "Now get right on the edge of the roof, and see how quickly people will find out we are here," said the elder, as he gave a little shake of his tail to make sure each feather was in sight. In one particular he was correct: they were noticed very quickly, although hardly in the way he had supposed. In less than five minutes from the time they first took possession of their lofty perch a party of young city Sparrows came up to arrange their feathers in the latest fashion after having taken their noonday bath. "Will you look at those birds?" cried one, with a laugh and a twitter, as he shook his wings in the direction of the new-comers. "They must have worn those same feathers since last spring, they are so out of style." Then another spoke of the wretched taste displayed in the cut of the strangers' tails, while the third actually crowded against the country Sparrows until he nearly pushed them from the roof. The visitors were very angry, but they did not dare to say anything; for as many as a dozen other city fellows had joined the first party, all of whom made all possible sport of these two who had thought themselves so beautiful, until an old gray-headed Sparrow, who was carrying a large bug to his wife, stopped to see what the matter was. He very soon obliged the pert young city fellows to stop their nonsense, and then asked the strangers where they came from, and how they chanced to be there. It was some time before the two vain birds would tell their story; but they did so at last, and when they had finished, the old bird said: "In the first place, you deserve very much harsher treatment than you have received, because of having come here against your parents' wishes. Go home at once, and remember that it is much safer to trust to what your father says than to try to find out for yourselves. As to your beauty, of that you should allow others to judge. There is an old maxim which comes very near the truth, and that is, 'Handsome is who handsome does,' the true meaning of which I think you can now readily understand." The birds were ashamed of themselves almost before the old gentleman had finished speaking, and just as soon as it was possible for them to leave him they started for home, where they have ever since remained, studying the maxim, and trying to profit by it. WAITING. BY MARY N. PRESCOTT. Dainty little Daisy Sits waiting for the sun— Says she's almost crazy To take a little run On the hill to show her frill, Or by the road to stray; But she's kept in-doors till Spring says she may. Dandy little Buttercup, Waiting for June weather, In his earthy bed tucked up, Wakes, and wonders whether He will sprout and soon shine out In his gold array, Or in doubt be left to pout Till Spring says he may. Pussy-Willow, soon astir, Makes an early start, Thickens all her silver fur Just to look smart; Longs to break the spell, and take Her own sweet way Before the rest are wide awake; And Spring says she may. TROUT-FISHING. BY W. M. LAFFAN. There are two ways of taking trout—one at the top of the water, and the other beneath it. The latter is commonly known as bait-fishing, while the former is called fly-fishing. Fly-fishing is undoubtedly the greater sport, and requires more delicacy and skill of handling than the other; but it is also much more expensive by reason of the cost of the rod, the line, the flies, and the various small matters that a fly-fisher always wants. Then, again, it happens that there are days when a trout will not rise at a fly, but when if you whisk a ripe red angle-worm or a fat grasshopper under his nose he will promptly take in either; and after such remonstrance as it may be in him to offer, he will get into your basket, or find himself strung on your willow twig. There are also streams wherein the water is at times thick and murky, and where the fish lurk about the bottom of the deep holes and eddies, and can not see the fly when it is thrown. In such places the bait has to be brought very close to their notice, and it must also be fresh, or frequently they will have none of it. A fly rod for trout should be about fourteen feet long, seven ounces or thereabouts in weight, and should be fitted with a good reel that will let the light line, which is of silk or of linen fibre, run out freely, and then wind it again as quickly. Such a rod may cost a good deal of money—seventy-five dollars, for instance, if you prefer a split bamboo rod of a certain maker's work. There are fly rods which you can bend until you take the tip and butt into one hand, but which will fly out straight again on being released. A rod of this sort is a very pretty affair, but quite as many trout are likely to be taken with a much cheaper one. In the days, however, when I fished more than, I am sorry to say, I do now, I had a rod which was not worth much more than fifty cents, the line and lead, sink and hook, included; and yet with that rod I have outdone many a fisherman who possessed the most expensive kind of an outfit. I thought that had I had their costly outfits, their books of flies for all seasons, weathers, and hours, their taper rods, their silk lines and whirring reels, their prodigal lengths of gut, their trim baskets, and their luxury of small fixings, I should have cleaned out our river at will. But I learned later that in trout-fishing a vast deal more depends upon the fisherman than upon any apparatus he may be supplied with. To begin with, any flexible light rod will do. You should have a reel, so that you may be able to fish at varying distances from where you stand, and also in order that if you do strike a large fish, he may not get away from you by simply starting off suddenly and snapping off your line or tearing out the hook. You should have about thirty yards of line. Then you want, if you mean to fish with the fly, a few gut casting- lines and some flies; or if you intend bait-fishing, some hooks, and a sinker heavy enough to keep your bait from being swept along too fast by the current. If you can, provide yourself with a fish basket. It will keep your fish from being dried up by the sun, and visited by the flies, which latter like fresh trout quite as much as you do yourself. It will also leave you your hands free to attend to your fishing with; and if the fish bite at all, you will need both to manage them. When you are fishing, keep this same basket lid fastened. I remember on one occasion being very much annoyed to see my fine trout, that I had caught all swept away by the rushing current, when I had, with no intention thereof, sat down in the water by reason of a slippery rock, or, out of pure anxiety, walked into some deep hole. If you intend to use bait for your fishing, tie your sinker at the end of your line in such a way that you can attach the loop in the gut of your hook below it. Your hook ought to be at least a foot below your sinker, and it ought not to vary greatly in size from the hooks shown in the illustration on this page. You know how to get worms, just as well as I do; only choose those that are neither small nor great, and that are about twice the length of your hook. Such a worm looks best and most inviting to a trout when he is properly disposed on the hook. This you should do in the simplest way possible, putting the hook crosswise two or three times through the worm, tucking him together on it, and being chiefly careful that the point and barb are covered. If you can not get worms, there is a variety of old stumps of trees that will yield you a fat white grub that the trout esteem highly. These grubs are borers, and an axe easily lays bare their long sawdust galleries in the decaying timber. Failing worms and grubs, you can use grasshoppers or minnows. For handsome as the trout is, he is a voracious fellow, and will eat all manner of small fish, snails, frogs, and the like, being nothing short of a cannibal, and devouring things until he can hold nothing more. Fish with your line as nearly of the length of your rod as you can, and put your bait as far from your standpoint as is possible without losing your ready observation and command of it. Never be too prodigal of your line because you have plenty of it on your reel, but use only so much of it as may be needed to put your bait where the fish lies, and keep yourself and your rod out of his sight. The trout is bold in one way, and timid in another. He is as brave as a lion about what he eats, and the quantity of it, but he is as swift- flying as a shadow if he catches a glimpse of you. Keep out of his view, and drop your line noiselessly into the stream above the eddy in the current. It will drift quietly down, and if the fish are there, you will know it very soon. When you feel him bite, strike by sharply raising the tip of your rod. Do it firmly and quickly, but with such control that if you miss him you will not send your bait flying back over your head, among the trees, perhaps, or into any place but where it ought to be. If you have him, and he be a fish of any strength and weight, your sport begins. Let him run with it, but keep your rod well up so that you can maintain a steady strain on him. If you slacken your line, the chances are he will spit out the hook, or shake it out of the hole it has made for itself in his jaw, and then you are done with him. Keep a steady hand on him; bring him up sharp and quick if he jumps out, for that is a dangerous trick, and guide him at a favorable turn, and when you have a good head of speed on him, to his landing-place. For fly-fishing, which is the finest after all, you want a gut casting-line, and some more in reserve in your pocket-book or about your hat, and an assortment of flies suited to the season. Flies are imitations of the various insects that trout feed upon, and are of great variety. You may learn to make them yourself with a few simple materials, such as small feathers and bits of silk or woollen goods. To your casting-line attach your flies as you see them in the engraving, and then you are ready. You have at least eight feet of gut between your end fly and your line. Fish with as much length of line as you can easily and surely throw. Use your rod like a long delicate whip, and let the three flies that form its taper lash settle down on the water as lightly as thistle-down. This can not have too much care; it is the great thing in the art of fly-fishing, and should be practiced in an open space. When you can drop your flies, every time, on a handkerchief fifty feet away, you can consider yourself an expert. For the rest of it, when you see your fish rise with a swift bright flash of red and white, and a sparkle of breaking water, strike just as before advised, and hold him after in the spirit of firmness and coolness until you land him and have him safe in your basket. Let your tackle be of the lightest and the strongest; don't neglect it, for a real fisherman is as careful of his things as if they were so many live pets; and beyond everything else, when you go a-fishing, keep a good temper and an open eye. RATS AND MICE. BY JIMMY BROWN. It's queer that girls are so dreadfully afraid of rats and mice. Men are never afraid of them, and I shouldn't mind if there were morenamillion mice in my bedroom every night. Mr. Travers told Sue and me a terrible story one day about a woman that was walking through a lonely field, when she suddenly saw a field-mouse right in front of her. She was a brave woman; so after she had said, "Oh my! save me, somebody!" she determined to save herself if she could, for there was nobody within miles of her. There was a tree not very far off, and she had just time to climb up the tree and seat herself in the branches, when the mouse reached its foot. There that animal staid for six days and nights, squeaking in a way that made the woman's blood run cold, and waiting for her to come down. On the seventh day, when she was nearly exhausted, a man with a gun came along, and shot the mouse, and saved her life. I don't believe this story, and I told. Mr. Travers so; for a woman couldn't climb a tree, and even if she could, what would hinder the mouse from climbing after her? Sue has a new young man, who comes every Tuesday and Thursday night. One day he said, "Jimmy, if you'll get me a lock of your sister's hair, I'll give you a nice dog." I told him he was awfully kind, but I didn't think it would be honest for me to take Sue's best hair, but that I'd try to get him some of her every- day hair. And he said, "What on earth do you mean, Jimmy?" And I said that Sue had got some new back hair a little while ago, for I was with her when she bought it, and I knew she wouldn't like me to take any of that. So he said it was no matter, and he'd give me the dog anyway. I told Sue afterward all about it, just to show her how honest I was, and instead of telling me I was a good boy, she said, "Oh you little torment g'way and never let me see you again," and threw herself down on the sofa and howled dreadfully, and mother came and said, "Jimmy, if you want to kill your dear sister, you can just keep on doing as you do." Such is the gratitude of grown-up folks. "SUE HAD OPENED THE BOX." Mr. Withers—that's the new young man—brought the dog, as he said he would. He's a beautiful Scotch terrier, and he said he would kill rats like anything, and was two years old, and had had the distemper; that is, Mr. Withers said the dog would kill rats, and of course Mr. Withers himself never had the distemper. Of course I wanted to see the dog kill rats, so I took him to a rat-hole in the kitchen, but he barked at it so loud that no rat would think of coming out. If you want to catch rats, you mustn't begin by barking and scratching at rat-holes, but you must sit down and kind of wink with one eye and lay for them, just as cats do. I told Mr. Withers that the dog couldn't catch any rats, and he said he would bring me some in a box, and I could let them out, and the dog would kill every single one of them. The next evening Sue sent me down to the milliner's to bring her new bonnet home, and don't you be long about it either you idle worthless boy. Well, I went to the milliner's shop, but the bonnet wasn't done yet; and as I passed Mr. Withers's office, he said, "Come here, Jimmy; I've got those rats for you." He gave me a wooden box like a tea-chest, and told me there were a dozen rats in it, and I'd better have the dog kill them at once, or else they'd gnaw out before morning. When I got home, Sue met me at the door, and said, "Give me that bandbox this instant you've been mornanour about it." I tried to tell her that it wasn't her box; but she wouldn't listen, and just snatched it and went into the parlor, where there were three other young ladies who had come to see her, and slammed the door; but the dog slipped in with her. In about a minute I heard the most awful yells that anybody ever heard. It sounded as if all the furniture in the parlor was being gnashed into kindling wood, and the dog kept barking like mad. The next minute a girl came flying out of the front window, and another girl jumped right on her before she had time to get out of the way, and they never stopped crying, "Help murder let me out oh my!" I knew, of course, that Sue had opened the box and let the rats out, and though I wanted ever so much to know if the dog had killed them all, I thought she would like it better if I went back to the milliner's and waited a few hours for the bonnet. I brought it home about nine o'clock: but Sue had gone to bed, and the servant had just swept up the parlor, and piled the pieces of furniture on the piazza. Father won't be home till next week, and perhaps by that time Sue will get over it. I wish I did know if the dog killed all those rats, and how long it took him. MOTHER'S BABY. Mother has gone to breakfast, And left the baby alone, But he's seated among the pillows Like a dear little king on a throne. If mother don't come to the baby, Why, then he has only to cry, And you may be sure she will hurry, Catch him, and sing lullaby. OUR POST-OFFICE BOX. Who wants to help clean house? Elsie, with her sweeping-cap on and her new broom in her hand, says, "I." Susie, with her dancing eyes and her dimpled cheeks, flies for the duster, and declares that she means to be mamma's chief assistant. Jack and Tom, who are very strong, and like to show what splendid muscles they have, are on the spot, ready to lift and carry and do all they can to aid in the spring campaign. House-cleaning is not the quietest work in the world, but it is work that pays in the end; and good-natured people often find plenty of fun in it. Lost things often come to light in the May days, when everything is brushed and beaten, pounded and shaken, washed and rubbed, polished and painted, until the world puts on a new face. There was once a little girl who said to a gentleman, in reply to his remark that it was a very bright morning, "Yes, sir; mother washed the windows yesterday." To return to the lost things, is it not pleasant to find them when they have been out of sight for ever so long? For instance, the Postmistress has a favorite paper-knife which came all the way from Japan. Some time ago it mysteriously disappeared, and though hunted for in every imaginable place, it could not be found. The other day, in house-cleaning, it turned up suddenly. It had cozily tucked itself in between the back of a sofa and the seat, and no doubt had laughed many a time—that is, if a paper-knife can laugh— when it had heard its owner wondering where it could possibly be. It would be a good plan for us all, Postmistress and children, to adopt this old-fashioned rule: "A place for everything, and everything in its place." YONKERS, NEW YORK. I receive my paper every Tuesday afternoon. I think it is the nicest paper that was ever published for little folks, and big folks too. I have taken it ever since 1879, and now I have one hundred and twenty-seven numbers. I must tell you about a little black-and-tan dog we had. His name was Dot, and he seemed to know everything that was said to him. When I went to school, he would follow me, and if I went to my recitation, he would come and stand at the head of the class. When he was thirsty, he would go to the water-cooler, and bark for a drink. After a while a cruel dog bit him in the neck, and soon after he died. I have a goat that I trained myself. BELLE H. What a cunning little dog, to stand at the head of the class! He did not wish, like a dunce, to go to the foot, did he? And what a pity he died! CAYUGA, CANADA. I am a little girl who was eight years old last August. My auntie in Lockport sends YOUNG PEOPLE to me. I thought a great deal of "Toby Tyler," and now that "Mr. Stubbs's Brother" has come, I enjoy it immensely. I have a little kittie called Pugo. She is gray and white, and is afraid of our parrot. The spring has come, and I am so glad, for we will soon be able to go to the woods and gather wild flowers. MAGGIE L. A. FLOYD, LOUISIANA. I have been wanting to write to you for some time, and tell you about my pets, but was afraid my letter would not be published. I have the sweetest little squirrel you ever saw. His name is Zeke, but we do not call him anything but Funny. Papa gave me a nice large cage for him. Mamma takes him out sometimes, and he plays with her just like a kitten. I am afraid of him, although I like to watch him play. I have a bird that sings from morning until night. I have a cat and two dogs. I have also three horses. I can ride one of them. My grandpa gave me such a nice little saddle and bridle! Don't you think I have a good many pets? I am eleven years old. IRENE N. NEW YORK CITY. I wrote to HARPER'S YOUNG PEOPLE once last summer, but that was while I was in Europe, so I thought I would write from my own home. My grandpa and grandma had their golden wedding a short time ago, and I expected to have a great deal of fun, but I was sick, so I could not go to it, after all. We are going to have a fair at our school soon, and so we are all hard at work making fancy-work for it. JESSIE C. S. EAST NORWICH, NEW YORK. I am not a girl; I am a boy, nine years old. My name is Uel. It is a name which you can find in the Bible—Ezra, x. 34. If you want to know how to pronounce it rightly, you may know by its rhyme with jewel, fuel, and cruel. My father is a minister. I have three sisters. I have a cat named Tommy. I have a velocipede and a sled. I like HARPER'S YOUNG PEOPLE very much; I hope you will print my letter in it. UEL G. "Little robin singing From the cherry-tree, Won't you leave your bower, Come and play with me?" "No, no, no," the little robin said; "I must sing, and you must work." And so the May day sped. "Little streamlet dancing Onward to the sea, Won't you stop your leaping, Come and play with me?" "No, no, no," the merry brooklet said; "I must play, and you must work, You pretty curly-head." "Little flower growing Oh, so wild and free, Won't you leave the meadow, Come and play with me?" "No, no, no," the sweet spring beauty said; "I must grow, and so must you." And thus the May day fled. BELLEVILLE, ILLINOIS. I am a little girl twelve years old. I read HARPER'S YOUNG PEOPLE, and enjoy it very much. We all read it in school. Our teacher gets it for us. Is he not kind? I have been sick ever since Christmas. But I have taken my medicine patiently, and hope soon to be well. My brother and I have a little pet rabbit; it eats blue grass and drinks milk very readily. I have a pet calf; her name is Daisy; and a cow whose name is Lily. I have three sisters and two brothers. We had nice times on Easter. We live in the country, and everything is so beautiful now. I love the Post-office Box very much, and read it first every time. This is my first letter to HARPER'S YOUNG PEOPLE. Please put it in the Post-office Box. MARY A. K. UTICA, NEW YORK. When we came from England, about two years ago, we brought our Persian cat with us. Her name was Sooty, because her fur was so dark. We taught her to carry meat to a paper on the floor, so as not to soil the carpet. We lost her about a year after, so we kept her kitten, and named her Pansy. She carries her food to the paper, and we have also taught her to ring the bell for her meals. We turn the large dinner-bell on its side, and then she knocks the tongue about with her paw. She was very good- tempered until this summer, when mamma brought another little Persian kitten from England, and then she became so jealous that it spoiled her temper completely. The kitten's name is Gypsy, and she is such a little pet! She was born in Scotland, then went to England, and was "highly commended" at an exhibition of cats there, and at last she crossed the Atlantic to America; so she has seen a good deal of the world, has she not? We have taken HARPER'S YOUNG PEOPLE a long time now. I do like to read some of the letters, and I hope this one will add to the pleasure of some other reader. JANIE P. G. MAYFIELD, OHIO. I am a little girl, and I live on a farm with my grandpa and grandma. I went to school six months last winter. I had two miles and a quarter to go. I went to a graded school, and there were thirty scholars in my room. I have no brother nor sister to play with. I have two pet lambs and ten chickens. I also have a piano. I took nineteen lessons last summer, and I am going to take more this summer. I liked the story of "Talking Leaves" very much. Good-night. M. G. ELDER SISTER.—Certainly the younger children should mind what you say when your father and mother are away from home. They will do this more pleasantly if you ask than if you order them, however. Try the plan of speaking gently without raising your voice. MARY P.—The best time to answer a letter is, if possible, the day on which you receive it. Just after reading your friend's words you feel as if you had been brought very near to her, and there is a freshness and glow in answering her at once which will be gone by the next week. Still, some friends prefer to be kept waiting a little while. If Carrie D. is of that opinion, and prefers not to be answered for a few days or weeks, you might write her a journal letter. Every evening you might set down some of the incidents of your home life, tell her whom you have seen, what books you are reading, what new receipts you have tried, and what flowers are in bloom in the woods and garden. Such a letter would be very much better worth your sending than a hasty scrawl dashed off without care or pains. Above all, my dear, never apologize for a careless letter. If it needs an excuse, it should not be sent. ROBERT.—The battle of Lutzen was fought on the 6th of November, 1632. It was in this battle that the great Gustavus Adolphus of Sweden was killed. Gustavus was a leader of wonderful courage and many resources. Dressed in gray with a green plume, he would always be seen in the thickest of the fight, and often before a battle began he would be seen to kneel down and pray in the presence of the soldiers. I am very glad that you find history so captivating. THE CARE OF PETS.—Children who are unwilling to care for their pets should not keep them. A little bird in its cage can not provide its own seed and water, nor fill its bath, and if its mistress neglects to give it food and drink regularly, it will suffer, and very likely die. In taking care of pet animals it is very necessary to attend to their wants at a regular time every day, and their houses, boxes, and cages should be kept very clean. JULIET L. T.—The Postmistress will return your graceful little sketch, if you send her word that you would like her to do so. In exchanging, you need simply to state what you have to offer and what you wish to receive. Do this as briefly as possible. Your living abroad does not at all interfere with your being a very welcome exchanger. C. Y. P. R. U. We think our readers will enjoy this pretty and poetical legend from the Russian: THE SUN AND THE MOON. It was late, late, one evening, and little Oscar had not yet gone to sleep. His mamma stood beside his tiny white bed, and told him ever so many stories, but still Oscar would not go to sleep. He looked and looked toward the window, at which a lovely moonbeam was entering, and which, gliding along the carpet, mounted up to his tiny bed. "Mamma," said he, after having listened to the wonders of the "Little Golden Fish" and the "White Fairy," "tell me why the moon shines at night." Mamma thought a little, and then replied: "One day, thousands of years ago, the sun was tired after his long walk, and unable to go any further, so the Lord said to him, 'Go now, lie down and sleep; and when thou sleepest all things shall sleep with thee —men and birds and beasts.' And the sun was going away to sleep when he met the moon. 'O lovely golden moon,' he said, 'sweet sister mine, will you do me a favor? Light your lantern, and while I sleep, go softly and with noiseless steps all over the earth. Peep in at every window, and see if the children within are good and say their prayers, or if they cry and keep others from sleeping, but, above all, if they are quiet, and go to sleep betimes. Then come to me to-morrow morning, and tell me everything.' And so every evening, when the sun goes to sleep, the moon walks about, and looks in at the windows everywhere with wide-open eyes. Then when day is about to dawn, she goes and knocks at the gates of the sun: 'Tap! tap! tap! Open, dear brother mine; the cranes are flying through the air, the cocks are crowing, and the bells down below are ringing in the morning.' Then the sun gets up quickly, and says to the moon, 'Dear sister, tell me all that has been happening during the night.' Then the moon tells him everything she has seen in her travels. If all has been quiet, if no one has been weeping, and especially if the little children have gone quietly to sleep, the sun will come gayly out of his palace, all shining with gold and precious stones. But if they have not been good, he will wrap himself in clouds and mist, make a cold wind blow, and send down great showers of rain and sleet, and then the nurses can not take the children out into the gardens to chase the butterflies." "Ah," said Oscar, who was a good little boy; and then he closed his eyes, and went to sleep. THE SPANISH NOBLEMAN. The days are very soon coming when boys and girls will scorn fireside amusements, and think no game worth playing that does not take them out among the green fields and flower-strewn hedges. But in the mean time, May is sure to bring us many raw, unpleasant days and rainy evenings to be disposed of somehow. Here is a game called "The Spanish Nobleman," that may help pass a leisure hour. The company arrange themselves in a long straight line at one end of the room, excepting one person, who is to be the nobleman, and he must take his place at the other end of the room. Advancing to his friends, the nobleman must then sing the following lines: "I am a nobleman from Spain, Coming to court your daughter Jane." To which the rest reply: "Our daughter Jane is yet too young. She has not learned her mother's tongue." The nobleman replies: "Be she young or be she old, For her beauty she must be sold; 
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