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Pref ace by Lutheran Li brar ian

In re pub lish ing this book, we seek to in tro duce this au thor to a new gen- 
er a tion of those seek ing au then tic spir i tu al ity.

 

The Lutheran Li brary Pub lish ing Min istry finds, re stores and re pub lishes
good, read able books from Lutheran au thors and those of other sound
Chris tian tra di tions. All ti tles are avail able at lit tle to no cost in proof read
and freshly type set edi tions. Many free e-books are avail able at our web site
Luther an Li brary.org. Please en joy this book and let oth ers know about this
com pletely vol un teer ser vice to God’s peo ple. May the Lord bless you and
bring you peace.

 

A Note about Ty pos [Ty po graph i cal Er rors]:

Over time we are re vis ing the books to make them bet ter and bet ter. If
you would like to send the er rors you come across to us, we’ll make sure
they are cor rected.
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Ac knowl edg ments

The au thor wishes to ac knowl edge the cour tesy of the ed i tors of “The
Youth’s Com pan ion,” “The New York Ob server,” “Happy Hours,” “Lit tle
Folks,” “Our Lit tle Ones,” and “The Weekly Mag net,” in whose pa pers

some of the fol low ing sto ries have ap peared, and whose cor dial good will
has en cour aged her to of fer them, with oth ers which have not been pub- 

lished, in this more per ma nent form.
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Crow’s Lan guage Les son

EARLY ONE SUM MER Ray and Elsa Wilcox went with their papa to
visit some cousins who lived in the coun try. The cousins were named Ernest
and Flo rence, and the four chil dren had all sorts of fun.

They es pe cially en joyed go ing off into the woods which skirted the
farm, where they found the loveli est places to play, and where they could
study the cu ri ous habits of the birds and squir rels. One morn ing while they
were play ing tree tag, Ray, who had gone quite a dis tance from the rest,
heard cu ri ous and per sis tent cries from the tree over his head.

He called the other chil dren, and they all lis tened.

“It must be a lot of young birds, but what a noise they make!” said Ray.

Ernest stood still a mo ment and then ex claimed, “They’re crows! I see
the nest!”

Then, af ter watch ing for some time, the chil dren went back to the house,
but all the way there they were fol lowed by the cries of the birds.

In the af ter noon they again went to the woods, and took Mr. Wilcox with
them. The birds were still cry ing in a dis tressed way, and Mr. Wilcox con- 
cluded that the par ent birds had been killed, and that the young crows were
hun gry.

Then, to the de light of the chil dren, he climbed the tree, loos ened the
nest from its fas ten ings and brought it down with the birds in it.

It turned out as the chil dren had guessed.

They were crows – and there were four of them.

The nest was taken care fully to the house, and for the next few weeks
the birds were fed and cared for by the chil dren till they grew to be quite
large, and were very tame.
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When Ray and Elsa went home they took two of the crows with them,
and as the birds were now well grown and able to care for them selves, they
were given a home in the hen-house with the fowls. At first there was a
great com mo tion over the strangers, but in time the oc cu pants of the hen-
house grew quite friendly, and the birds took their break fast with the chick- 
ens quite as though that was the usual man ner of crows.

The chil dren thought a great deal of their odd pets, and when in the au- 
tumn one of them flew away with a pass ing flock of crows, they felt very
badly about it.

The re main ing crow was known as Jim; and as he was the more mis- 
chievous of the two, and the one which seemed to have the greater in tel li- 
gence, the chil dren dou bled their at ten tions to him, and be came rec on ciled
to the loss of his mate.

All win ter Jim lived with the fowls, and, as later events proved, he did
not pass the time in idle ness, but sought dur ing these months to broaden his
ed u ca tion and ac quire a for eign lan guage.

One day early in the spring Ray thought it warm enough to let the hens
out in the yard to be fed. As he was scat ter ing the grain about he heard a
dis tant cack ling on the house top, far above his head.

“How on earth could a hen get up there!” he ex claimed in as ton ish ment,
as he looked around.

But it wasn’t a hen, it was Jim Crow, cack ling away in great glee. How
Ray laughed! Then he ran into the house to call Elsa, but when she came
out Jim was caw ing in his usual crow lan guage.

A few days later, how ever, when the hens had again been given the lib- 
erty of the yard, Elsa saw Jim fol low ing them about, and this time, much to
her de light, im i tat ing ex actly their con tented cluck ing.

Elsa stood and watched him, for his way of im i tat ing their man ner of
walk and search for food was as funny as the noise he was mak ing. Just
then Elsa no ticed that some peo ple pass ing on the side walk had been at- 
tracted by the crow’s ac com plish ment, and they, too, had stopped to watch
him. But it was not many min utes be fore Jim re al ized this, and with a sud- 
den “caw” he flew straight be fore their faces, al most brush ing against them
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with his wings. The un ex pected move ment star tled them so that they
jumped, and one of the ladies of the group cried out in alarm.

This seemed to amuse Jim greatly, for he perched upon a tree across the
way and screamed, “Caw! caw! caw!” ex actly as though he were laugh ing
at his own per for mance.

Af ter Jim had learned to im i tate the hens so well, he turned his mind to a
higher branch of ed u ca tion, much as a scholar who has mas tered Latin next
turns his at ten tion to Greek.

It was later in the sum mer when the chil dren no ticed that he was be gin- 
ning to strut around the yard af ter the big rooster. He held up his head and
lifted his legs with a gen uine rooster strut which was in de scrib ably com i cal.
The chil dren laughed, of course, and al though Jim never could be coaxed to
“show off” it was cer tain that he en joyed hav ing his an tics ap pre ci ated.

But his self-es teem was des tined to have a fall. Af ter he had learned to
walk like the rooster, he ev i dently thought it time to talk like one.

He was strut ting around one day, and the chil dren, un known to him,
were watch ing. Presently he opened his mouth, stretched out his neck, and
be yond a doubt tried to crow. It was a dis mal fail ure, how ever, and sounded
much more like a croak than a crow.

Both the chil dren shouted with laugh ter. Poor Jim heard them, glanced
quickly round with the drollest of faces, and flew to the shel ter of the hen-
house, where no amount of coax ing could get him out for a long time. Nor
was he ever known to at tempt to crow again, al though later on he re gained
suf fi cient con fi dence in him self to strut around af ter the rooster in his old
fash ion.

Greatly to the re gret of the chil dren, the fol low ing au tumn Jim fol lowed
the ex am ple of his mate and flew away with a flock of crows; and Ray and
Elsa are sure that the chick ens miss him as much as they do.
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A Saucy Thief

RALPH HAD BEEN SICK a whole month, and now that he was able
to sit up again, he liked to have his chair by the win dow, where he could
look out and watch the men who were at work upon a new house be ing built
next door.

He was very glad that the men were at work here just at this time, for the
days some times seemed very long to him, and to see a house grow ing be- 
fore his eyes was so in ter est ing that he could watch it al most for hours at a
time. Noth ing else helped so well to pass the long days away.

But one day the fun ni est thing hap pened at the new house. A strange
work man ap peared upon the scene, but this work man hin dered more than
he helped.

Ralph was at his ac cus tomed place at the win dow and was watch ing a
car pen ter mea sure pieces of lum ber for a cer tain part of the build ing. Ralph
saw him take out his rule and mark the length with a pen cil. He then laid the
pen cil down be side him while he sawed the board. Pretty soon he looked
around to get his pen cil and it was gone. He searched for it a few min utes,
then he took an other pen cil from his pocket. He marked an other board with
this and laid it down as be fore, but when he wanted it again, that one, too,
was gone.

The man now be gan to look vexed, and he searched all about, prob a bly
ex pect ing to find some mis chievous boy around, Ralph thought. But find ing
no boy and no pen cils, he bor rowed an other pen cil from one of the work- 
men, and this time when he got through us ing it he put it in his pocket. So
he man aged in this way to keep the one he had bor rowed.

Presently he fin ished mea sur ing all the boards he needed, and be gan
nail ing them in place. He took a hand ful of nails from the pocket of the big
apron that he wore and laid them down within easy reach. He used a few of
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them and when he reached around for more, there were no more in sight.
Then he stood straight up, took off his cap, and scratched his head.

Ralph had been watch ing all this time, and had seen where all the miss- 
ing ar ti cles went, and now at the man’s per plex ity he laughed aloud.
Mamma, who was in the next room, heard the merry laugh and it did her
good. She de ter mined to go in, as soon as she had fin ished the dust ing, and
see what was amus ing Ralph so much.

Af ter the loss of his nails, the work man seemed to think some thing was
wrong. He looked all about, ques tioned some of the other car pen ters, and fi- 
nally went to work once more. But this time he took the nails from his
pocket only as he needed them, and once in a while he wonld look around
as though watch ing for some body. But as no body ap peared, he at last
seemed to for get his mys te ri ous losses and to work on in his usual man ner.

It was a warm day, and as the sun rose higher he be gan to feel very
warm. Ralph could see how heated he looked, and fi nally he took out a
large red hand ker chief and wiped his fore head.

He seemed a very ab sent-minded sort of work man, for now he laid his
hand ker chief down be side him while he again turned to his work.

“Mamma, come quick, quick!” Ralph shouted, and mamma hur ried to
his side.

He pointed to the win dow. “Now watch that man’s hand ker chief,” he
said. “Don’t take your eyes from it.”

Mamma won dered what Ralph meant, but she did as he said, and pretty
soon, when the man had gone to work and quite turned his back to his hand- 
ker chief, down swooped a big black crow, picked up the hand ker chief and
flew off with it.

Then how Ralph did laugh and clap his hands! “It’s just too funny,
mamma,” he said. And then he ex plained to her how the crow had been
play ing jokes on the car pen ter all the morn ing.

Mamma laughed, too, and then she said,

“I think, Ralph, that we will have to ar rest Mr. Crow. Shall we tell the
man who his tor men tor is?”
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“Yes,” said Ralph; “only do please wait un til he finds his hand ker chief
gone.”

So they waited, and presently the man turned to take up his hand ker- 
chief, for he had grown very warm again. His look of blank as ton ish ment
when he found it gone was too much for both Ralph and mamma, and they
laughed till the tears stood in their eyes.

Then mamma went out on the front steps and tried to call to the man, but
he was shout ing and mo tion ing to the other work men in such a fran tic way,
that she had to go over to the build ing be fore she could make him hear her.

Ralph watched from the win dow. He saw the man turn at last and lis ten
to what his mamma had to say, and then he saw them both go around to the
far ther end of a pile of lum ber, where there was a space be tween two
boards; and there, safely stowed away, were the pen cils, the nails, and the
hand ker chief!

Then Ralph saw mamma point up into the branches of a tree which stood
near; and as she did so, there came from it a saucy cry of “Caw! caw! caw!”

The other work men shouted with laugh ter. At first the sub ject of
Mr. Crow’s prac ti cal joke was in clined to be an gry, but at last his bet ter na- 
ture con quered, and he laughed with the rest.

As he went back to work, Ralph saw him take the hand ker chief and tie it
un der his chin, and mamma ex plained when she came in that he said he
would have to tie his cap on next, or the bird would be fly ing; off with that.

But Jim Crow seemed sat is fied with his morn ing’s work, and af ter his
trick was dis cov ered he flew off home, and the poor work man was left in
peace.

Ralph was so much bet ter the next day, that mamma said she be lieved
his laugh ing over the crow’s pranks had done him more good than
medicine.
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Mrs. Wig gins’ Sweet Peas

MRS. WIG GINS WAS CROSS; re ally cross.

She had planted and wa tered and weeded her sweet pea bed, till it was
full of del i cate buds just be gin ning to show a prom ise of the pink and laven- 
der and red and white glo ries that would soon glad den her eyes.

“They will be out by morn ing, I am sure,” Mrs. Wig gins had said as she
took a last look at them in the twi light; and she had even dreamed of them
in her sleep. She was a lonely woman, who had lived to mid dle life with out
any chil dren about her to brighten up the som bre lit tle home, and her blos- 
soms meant a great deal to her.

In the morn ing she went out to the yard early, and be hold, her vines were
bare of ev ery blos som! There could be no mis take, – some body bad picked
them, – for did not the lit tle empty stems stand shak ing in the wind with in- 
dig na tion?

At first Mrs. Wig gins was too much as ton ished to speak, if in deed there
had been any body to speak to. But fi nally she found her voice, and it was a
very an gry one in deed.

“It’s those Mar tin chil dren; I just know it is. There’s no body else around
here so mis chievous as they are, and it must have been they.”

I sup pose she was talk ing to the lit tle stems, but they only shook in the
wind and an swered never a word.

Mrs. Wig gins went into the house, but her break fast did not suit her and
none of her work went right. The more she thought of her sweet peas, the
surer she be came that the Mar tin chil dren had taken them, un til at last she
felt as though she ac tu ally had seen them do it. So when lit tle Bessie Mar tin
went trip ping past her house along to ward noon, she stalked to the door and
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ex claimed, “What in the world did you chil dren take my sweet peas for, I’d
like to know!”

Bessie stopped, and her big, brown eyes, looked up in won der. “I didn’t
take your sweet peas, Mrs. Wig gins,” she said.

“Well, some of you must have, and I should think you ’d be ashamed of
your selves!” And then Mrs. Wig gins dis ap peared and the door closed with a
bang.

Bessie stood a mo ment, too much sur prised to move. Then with a burst
of tears she turned about and sped home. Ben, who was sev eral years older,
met her at the gate.

“What’s the mat ter?” he ex claimed, for it was some thing un usual to find
Bessie in tears.

“Some body has stolen Mrs. Wig gins’ sweet peas, and she thinks it’s us,”
said Bessie, los ing sight of her gram mar in her ex cite ment.

Ben was in dig nant. “I’ll find out who stole those flow ers, if for no other
rea son than to show her we didn’t do it!” he said; and he kept his word.

All that day he kept one eye – as he ex pressed it – on Mrs. Wig gins’
sweet-pea bed, but there was noth ing worth while to see. But early the next
morn ing he was out weed ing his veg etable gar den, and sud denly he re mem- 
bered the sweet peas. He looked across to Mrs. Wig gins’, and there, in the
very act of pick ing a beau ti ful blos som, was his own pet crow. His first im- 
pulse was to rush at the bird, but then he thought he would wait and see
what was done with the blos soms. Jim Crow flew from the vines to the
gate-post, where he worked away for a time, and then flew back for an other
blos som. But Ben was too quick for him, and drove him home in dis grace.

Then Ben went in and told Bessie all about it – how Jim Crow had
picked the blos soms and poked them all into a crevice un der the top of the
gate-post. Bessie had been very much trou bled by Mrs. Wig gins’ ac cu sa- 
tion, and now she said, “I’ll go and see Mrs. Wig gins to-day.”

“I guess I wouldn’t go near her,” Ben said. “She was cross enough to
you yes ter day morn ing, I should think. You had bet ter keep away.”

“Oh, but I don’t want her to be cross,” Bessie an swered with a bright lit- 
tle smile; “and that is the rea son I am go ing over to ex plain.”
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“Well, if the mat ter must be ex plained,” said Ben, half won over by
Bessie’s smile, “let me go and do it. I’ll tell her it was Jim Crow that did it,
and that she ’d bet ter not speak to you again the way she did.”

At that Bessie laughed out right. “Now, Ben,” she said, “you know you
wouldn’t say that, when you got there, and it wouldn’t do, any way. No, in- 
deed; I know a much bet ter way than that. I’ll make it all right, you see if I
don’t.”

“Very well,” an swered Ben; " I sup pose you’re right; but I don’t envy
you your visit." Ben knew that Bessie’s kind, happy ways were much more
apt to set things right than were his own, so he gave vent to his feel ings by
go ing out to the yard and be stow ing a good scold ing upon Jim Crow. But
Jim only said, “Caw, caw,” in a very saucy way.

As Mrs. Wig gins was wash ing her break fast dishes, Bessie sud denly ap- 
peared in the door way with some thing square and hard in her fat lit tle
hands. She stepped into the room and sat down on the floor.

“Mrs. Wig gins,” she said, “it was one of us that took your sweet peas,
but it wasn’t one of us chil dren. It was our Jim Crow, and I can show you
just where he hid the blos soms. But as long as he be longs to us, I sup pose
we’re re spon si ble for him, and so I thought I ’d pay you for the flow ers he
took;”and with that she grasped the hard ob ject which had been ly ing in her
lap and be gan to shake it. It was her bank, and out the pen nies be gan to roll.

Mrs. Wig gins was once more too much as ton ished to speak. She stood
and looked at the lit tle girl on the floor. She was still shak ing her bank,
while the pen nies rolled in all di rec tions.

Per haps a great long ing came into Mrs. Wig gins’ heart at the sight. Per- 
haps she wished – well, at any rate the next thing Bessie knew Mrs. Wig- 
gins was hold ing her close in her arms and cry ing over her. But some how
Bessie seemed to know that Mrs. Wig gins was not cry ing over the loss of
her sweet peas; and af ter a while they went out into the yard to gether, and
looked into the crevice un der the gate-post, and then Mrs. Wig gins ac tu ally
laughed. Then she gath ered a few blos soms which had burst out since Jim
Crow’s depre da tions and put them into Bessie’s hand.

Af ter that she and Bessie had great fun gath er ing up the pen nies, which
had gone off into all sorts of odd cor ners, and which Mrs. Wig gins in sisted
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upon putting back into the bank.

When Bessie had said “good-by,” promis ing to come again, and had
started down the path, Mrs. Wig gins looked af ter her, and said to the sweet
pea stems, “She’s just as sweet as your blos soms!”

And the sweet pea stems flut tered gladly, but an swered never a word.
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Tip pie’s Visit

TIP PIE WAS A LIT TLE BLACK-AND-TAN DOG that lived in the
Hawai ian Is lands. He be longed to Mr. and Mrs. Austin, and they thought a
great deal of him. They quite of ten talked to Tip pie, and as he never spent
much time with other dogs, but was with peo ple ev ery day, he learned to be
very in tel li gent. All his friends con sid ered him a smart dog, but he sur prised
even them one day, and this is the way he did it:

He used to go very of ten to visit a lit tle boy who lived about two blocks
from his home. This lit tle boy’s name was Char lie.

One day Char lie’s mamma was taken sick. Char lie al ways slept in his
mother’s room, but now his grand mother did not think best for him to do so,
so she said to him, “Now I am go ing to make a bed for you on the floor of
this small room just off from mamma’s, and when Tip pie comes over you
may in vite him to come and sleep with you to-night.”

Char lie thought that would be fine, so he made no ob jec tion to sleep ing
away from mamma, but said, “All right,” in stead. And this was just what
his grand mother had hoped.

When Tip pie came over, Char lie took him into the lit tle room and
showed him his bed. Then he said, “Now, Tip pie, when you go home you
ask your mamma to let you come over here tonight and sleep with me.
Come to-night” he added, slowly, look ing straight into Tip pie’s eyes, “and
stay all night. Now, Tip pie, re mem ber.”
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Tip pie put his head on one side for a mo ment as he looked at Char lie,
then he wagged his tail and went home.

That evening about eight o’clock Tip pie stood up in the cor ner and
barked. This was the way in which he had been taught to say that he wanted
to get out doors.

Mrs. Austin started to open the door, but Mr. Austin stopped her. “It is
too late,” he said. “If Tip pie goes out at this hour he will get lost or some
one will take him off.”

“I think he will be all right,” Mrs. Austin an swered, and opened the door.

Tip pie quickly frisked out with ev ery sign of de light. The evening
passed, but no Tip pie came to the door to be let in. Both Mr. and
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Mrs. Austin grew anx ious, and Mrs. Austin be gan to think that her hus band
had been right. The house was closed for the night, and still no Tip pie ap- 
peared.

In the morn ing Mr. Austin was obliged to go to the of fice early. Af ter he
had gone Mrs. Austin heard a sound that made her hurry to the door. As she
opened it, in walked Tip pie, ap par ently as glad to see her as she was to see
him.

She knew that Mr. Austin would be glad to know that Tip pie was safe, so
she walked down to the of fice, tak ing the lit tle tru ant with her.

On her way back, she thought she would see how Char lie’s mamma was,
so she and Tip pie stopped at the house. Af ter vis it ing awhile, Char lie’s
grand mother said, “Did you miss Tip pie last night?”

“Why, yes,” Mrs. Austin an swered; “do you know any thing about where
he was?”

“Why, he was here,” she replied. And then she told about Char lie’s in vi- 
ta tion to Tip pie, and of Tip pie’s putting his head on one side as if to con- 
sider what Char lie said, then wag ging his tail and go ing home.

“At eight o’clock,” she added, “we heard a scratch on the door. We
opened it, and there stood Tip pie. We in vited him in, and he ran right across
the house to the lit tle room that Char lie had shown him. He sniffed around
the bed un til he dis cov ered that Char lie was in it, and then he curled qui etly
down by his feet and went to sleep. And there he spent the night, just as he
had been in vited to do.”
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Ponce’s Va ca tion

DO YOU THINK THAT DOGS CAN AP PRE CI ATE JOKES? I am
in clined to think that they can. Ponce could, any way; I am pos i tive of that.

Ponce was a fine shep herd dog, very in tel li gent, and valu able to his mas- 
ter. But for a won der, Ponce had run away from home. I don’t know what
pos sessed him to do it, for he was al ways well fed and well cared for, and
he had reg u lar daily tasks to do be sides. He knew how to bring home the
cows at night just as well as John, the hired man, did. Per haps it was be- 
cause of these tasks that he ran away. To be sure he re ally en joyed them,
and they were not in the least hard, but it was in the spring of the year, and
the long ing to be free and to rove with out re straint, which some times takes
pos ses sion of peo ple at that time, may have had its ef fect on Ponce, too.

What ever the rea son, he had run away and was trot ting con tent edly
down the street, wag ging his tail with sat is fac tion.

Presently he met four girls.

“Why,” ex claimed Madge, “isn’t that the dog that ran away from
Mr. Price’s?”

“I just be lieve it must be,” an swered Edna. “That was a shep herd dog,
and yes, it has a black spot on its fore head.”

“Of course it is,” de clared Car o line; “there is the white tip on the tail.”

“How do you know so much about Mr. Price’s dog?” ques tioned
Gertrude. “Did any of you ever see it?”

“No,” re sponded Car o line quickly, “but I guess we’ve got the de scrip tion
by heart. Mr. Price thought so much of him, and he helped drive the cows
home, and ev ery thing. He de scribed him to the boys around, and said he’d
give a dol lar to any one who would bring him home.”
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Gertrude opened her eyes. “A dol lar! Good ness, girls, we could have a
lot of fun with a dol lar.”

“And wouldn’t it be a joke on the boys if we could get ahead of them
and take the dog home be fore they knew about it,” said Madge.

“Let’s do it,” they ex claimed in cho rus.

“But who knows where Mr. Price lives?” sug gested Edna.

And then the girls looked at each other, but no body said a word.

“Here comes Fayra!” ex claimed Madge.

“Let’s see if she knows.”

And then they all be gan talk ing to Fayra at once.

“Oh, yes, I know where Mr. Price lives,” she an swered. “Why do you
want to know?”

They ex plained that they had found his shep herd dog which he had of- 
fered one dol lar to have re turned.

“It’s quite a way out in the coun try,” said Fayra, “but it’s a per fect day
for a walk. Let’s start right away.”

“How’ll we take the dog?” asked Edna.

“Oh, I’ll get a rope and we’ll lead him,” an swered Car o line, and off she
started to ward the barn.

The other girls be gan call ing to Ponce, who had for tu nately stopped on
the op po site side of the street to ex am ine a sus pi cious-look ing hole.

He came when they called, wag ging his tail in friendly fash ion; and
when Car o line came back with the rope he made no par tic u lar ob jec tion to
their putting it around his neck.

Then they started for the coun try, tak ing turns in lead ing Ponce, who
seemed re ally glad to have fallen in with such good com pany, even though
they were lead ing him cap tive and spoil ing his plans for a more ex tended
va ca tion.

On the way they talked a great deal about the best use of the dol lar they
were to re ceive, and made wild dashes af ter stray flow ers that grew along
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the road side. Ponce dashed out with them, and some times it seemed as
though he were hav ing the best time of them all.

There was one steep hill to climb, and the girls agreed with Fayra’s state- 
ment that it was a long way to Mr. Price’s, but there were woods and flow- 
ers along the way, and it was pleas ant af ter all.

Presently they came to a big gate, which seemed to block the road.

“Take hold, girls, and help push it back,” called Fayra. “This is where
Mr. Price lives.”

They all took hold, and the gate slid back, and in a mo ment more they
were walk ing down the lane which led to the farm house.

Ponce barked and jumped and al most wagged him self in two, run ning
from one to an other of the girls.

“See how glad he is to get home,” said Car o line.

Just then a pleas ant-look ing man came out of the door of the house and
walked down the lane to ward them.

“That’s Mr. Price,” said Fayra, quickly.

“Now, Madge, you do the talk ing.”

And as some one had to say some thing, Madge be gan: “Mr. Price, we
have brought your dog” – but some thing in the ex pres sion of Mr. Price’s
face made her stop.

“I thank you very much for hav ing gone to so much trou ble,” he an- 
swered, “but re ally, that isn’t my dog.”

And then you should have seen the ex pres sion on the faces of those five
girls!

But what do you sup pose Ponce did? He just laid down and rolled on the
ground, and no one who saw him could help but be lieve that he was laugh- 
ing too hard to stand up.

The girls did not lead him home, but he pranced along with them, as
though he were not half so dis gusted with their so ci ety as they were with
his.
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And that night Ponce went back to his real home and set tled down to
work again, feel ing, no doubt, that his va ca tion fun had done him a world of
good.
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Brave Trix

UN CLE FRED WAS A FIRE MAN, and he was Lawrence’s hero.
Trix was Un cle Fred’s dog, and the most won der ful dog, in Lawrence’s es ti- 
ma tion, that ever lived. And Trix proved that he de served Lawrence’s good
opin ion, but that is what I am go ing to tell you about.

When ever Lawrence heard an alarm of fire sounded, he flew to the win- 
dow of the fire barn and looked in, for he never could tire of see ing the
horses dash from their stalls to their places in front of the en gine or the hose
cart. And then it was quite as ex cit ing, af ter the men had dropped the har- 
nesses upon their backs and snapped them into place, to see the great doors
swing open and the horses go clat ter ing out of the barn and away up the
street, with the men hold ing to their places, the driv ers grasp ing the lines
and brac ing back at arm’s length, and the men at the back of the great hook
and lad der truck, turn ing the wheel which helps to guide it.

But if Lawrence flew when he heard an alarm of fire, Trix went faster
still, and he did not stay to look through the win dows, but darted into the
barn and jumped up be side the driver’s seat, where he rode to ev ery sin gle
fire.

Of course the fire men all pet ted Trix, and ev ery one in the neigh bor hood
knew and spoke to him.

One day the fire alarm sounded, and Lawrence and Trix came bound ing
out of the yard to gether, and then Lawrence clasped his hands and drew a
sharp breath of ter ror, for the fire was in the house di rectly op po site his
own. He was about to shout to Trix, but he did not need to, for Trix’s nose
had de tected the fa mil iar smell of smoke, and he stopped short and be gan to
look around. In a mo ment he saw the thinly curl ing smoke com ing from the
house across the street, and away he dashed, not to the fire barn this time,
but straight for the front door of the house, which stood wide open.
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“Oh,” screamed Lawrence; “Trix’ll get burnt up!”

By this time mamma had come out into the yard, too. “Trix is used to
fires, you must re mem ber,” she said, qui etly, for she saw how ex cited
Lawrence was; but re ally, she won dered her self why Trix should go into the
house.

But they had not long to won der, for just at that mo ment Trix came dash- 
ing out again with a sofa pil low in his mouth. Run ning to a cor ner of the
yard he dropped it on the grass and ran back. Lawrence clapped his hands
and be gan to watch ea gerly, and in a mo ment Trix came out again, care fully
car ry ing a lady’s hat, which he laid be side the sofa pil low.

By this time the fam ily and neigh bors be gan bring ing out pieces of fur ni- 
ture, bed ding, and clothes, but Trix went fastest of all, and soon added to his
col lec tion a floor-brush and a waste-pa per bas ket.

Then the fire de part ment came dash ing up, with a ring ing of gongs and a
clat ter of horses’ hoofs, and as the men jumped down and went hur ry ing up
the steps of the house, out dashed Trix again, and what do you sup pose he
had this time? Well, it was a dear lit tle baby, and he was car ry ing it just as
care fully as its mother could have done, only he had it by the back, grasp ing
its clothes firmly in his teeth, and hold ing his head high up in the air.

“Good dog!” ex claimed Un cle Fred, who was just run ning into the
house. And then Trix wagged his tail hard, as Un cle Fred took the baby in
his arms and car ried it across the street to Lawrence’s mother, while all the
peo ple around gave a great shout.

Some how, in the ex cite ment ev ery body had sup posed that some body
else had the baby, for its mother was away from home.

It was not long af ter the fire men came that the fire was put out, and Trix,
af ter rid ing back to the barn in his usual place, ran over to see Lawrence
again.

Lawrence’s praise would quite have turned his head, I am sure, if he had
not been a sen si ble dog; but as it was, he was just as ready for a game of tag
as be fore he be came a hero.

Of course the story of Trix’s pres ence of mind was told many times over
in the neigh bor hood, and the fa ther of the baby gave him a beau ti ful col lar
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with a lit tle sil ver plate, on which was en graved “Brave Trix.”



33

Pe ter’s Board ing House

DID YOU EVER HEAR OF A CAT tak ing in board ers? I never did
till I heard of Pe ter. But he was a real cat, and this is a true story I am go ing
to tell you.

Pe ter was only an adopted cat, but his mas ter thought just as much of
him as though he had been born and brought up on the premises. And it is
no won der, for he proved him self more kind and thought ful than some of
the grown peo ple of his neigh bor hood. But that was af ter ward.

Pe ter’s mas ter, Dr. Hart ley, found him dur ing a pelt ing rain, and took the
poor, for lorn, wet kit ten home with him and put him on his warm hearth-
rug. Pe ter soon shook off the rain-drops and the air of de jec tion which he
had brought in, and pre pared to make friends with his new mas ter, and it
was not long be fore Dr. Hart ley de cided that he would keep Pe ter for his
own cat.

Pe ter thrived finely, for of course a doc tor’s cat would be ex pected to eat
only those things which were good for him, and he grew to be big and
sleek. He was a friendly cat, and he made the ac quain tance of the other cats
of the neigh bor hood while the doc tor was out call ing on his pa tients.

Ev ery morn ing Pe ter went with the doc tor to the cor ner near their house,
and at the cor ner the doc tor would turn and say “good-by,” and Pe ter would
give an an swer ing “mew” and turn and trot back home. But one morn ing
the doc tor was think ing of a par tic u larly try ing case that he was go ing to
visit, and when he reached the cor ner he for got to say “good-by.”

Pe ter reached the cor ner and mewed, but the doc tor walked on. Pe ter
stopped a minute, then he trot ted on af ter, and mewed again; but still the
doc tor walked on with his mind full of other mat ters. Pe ter ran af ter him
with pa tient de ter mi na tion, and mewed again, this time louder than ever.
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Then Dr. Hart ley stopped, looked down at Pe ter and back to the cor ner
where he usu ally left him. “Good-by, Pe ter,” he said, sud denly re mem ber- 
ing his com pan ion and his own fail ure in cour tesy.

Then Pe ter gave a con tented mew, and turned and trot ted back home.

Dr. Hart ley lived next door to a dou ble house, the yard of which was
sep a rated from his own premises by a high board fence. With the fam ily
which oc cu pied one-half of this dou ble house there lived a cat and her five
kit tens, and with the fam ily in the other half of the house there lived a very
small puppy. Pe ter had made the ac quain tance of all of them.

One day the two fam i lies went away for a visit of a week, and ev i dently
they for got the kit tens and the puppy, for they were all left be hind.

Not long af ter these fam i lies had gone away, Dr. Hart ley was look ing out
of a back win dow, when he no ticed that Pe ter went over the high fence sev- 
eral times in suc ces sion, and each time brought the cat from next door back
with him. Dr. Hart ley thought he would watch and see what Pe ter was up to.
In a few min utes the cats went back, and when they came over again, each
had a small kit ten in its mouth. A sec ond trip was made, each bring ing a
sec ond kit ten, and then back they went once more. Af ter a lit tle longer time
they ap peared again, and this time the mother cat had her re main ing kit ten
in her mouth, while Pe ter held on firmly to the small puppy from the house
be yond. The puppy was not en joy ing his trip, ev i dently, for he kicked and
squealed with fright; but Pe ter was not eas ily dis mayed, and car ried him in
tri umph into the wood shed.

Presently the doc tor heard a mew ing and a scratch ing at his door, and
opened it to find Pe ter stand ing in the hall. Now, Pe ter was a diplo matic cat,
and when the doc tor opened the door he rubbed up against his leg in the
most coax ing man ner. Then go ing a few steps down the hall, he turned and
mewed, ev i dently ask ing the doc tor to fol low.

The doc tor un der stood, and fol lowed. Pe ter went straight to the pantry
door, arched his back and rubbed against it, at the same time look ing up into
the doc tor’s face.

The doc tor had a way of hu mor ing Pe ter, so now he opened the door and
took a gen er ous plate ful of food from the pantry shelves. Then Pe ter in tri- 
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umph led the way to the wood shed, where in his own box lay, not only the
mother cat with her five kit tens, but the re frac tory puppy as well.

“Well!” ex claimed the doc tor. “So you’ve taken board ers, have you, Pe- 
ter?”

But as he set the plate of food down at the same time, Pe ter did not take
the trou ble to an swer.

For a week Pe ter took care of his “board ers,” and then the two fam i lies
re turned.

As soon as Pe ter learned of their ar rival, he went to his box and took up
one of the kit tens. The mother cat seemed to un der stand, and took up an- 
other, and in the same fash ion that the board ers had ar rived, they took their
de par ture, the puppy go ing in com pany with the last kit ten, and ob ject ing
just as vig or ously as when he came.

Af ter re turn ing from the last trip, Pe ter walked lazily over and stretched
him self out in the mid dle of the pansy bed for what he ev i dently con sid ered
a much needed rest.



36

How Muff Won Her Way

MAMMA DID NOT LIKE CATS one bit, and the strangest part of it
was that she did not even like kit tens. So we chil dren never had owned any,
al though we hugged ev ery neigh bor’s cat that we could get hold of, and of- 
ten talked over by our selves how per fectly lovely it would be if we could
just have one for our very own. We had been for bid den to feed stray cats
about the door; so when we found one that seemed es pe cially needy, we
coaxed it off down the al ley, and brought it as many dain ties as we could in- 
duce cook to give us. All this did not sat isfy our long ing to pos sess a kit ten
of our own, but it had to an swer us for a long time. But at last some thing
hap pened.

It was a very cold week dur ing the win ter, and the snow was sev eral feet
deep. One day as we were com ing home from school, just as we reached the
cor ner of our yard, Dick es pied some thing gray in the snow. He stopped to
look at it, and then called the rest of us ex cit edly.

“Why, it’s a kit ten!” he ex claimed, “and I be lieve it’s frozen in the
snow.” We all cried out in hor ror at this, and were at his side at a bound.

It was a kitty, sure enough, and she did not move or make a sound.

She must be dead," Dick re peated, while the rest of us wrung our hands
at such a calamity.

“Run for mamma,” Dick sud denly com manded; and I darted away, glad
to be able to do some thing.

Mamma was the one to go to in trou ble of any sort, and I reached her
quite out of breath.

“Oh, mamma, there’s a cat out in the snow-drift, and she can’t move, and
we ’re afraid she’s frozen. Won’t you come out and see?”
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Then, for the first time, I re mem bered how mamma dis liked cats, and
my heart gave a big jump. But, dear me, I might have known bet ter, for
mamma was al ways ready to help any thing that was in trou ble, and al most
be fore I had fin ished speak ing she had on her over shoes and a shawl, and
was ready to go with me.

As soon as we reached the kitty, mamma be gan dig ging away the snow,
and pretty soon she lifted it out. Poor kitty seemed quite stiff, but mamma
said, “I don’t think she is dead;” and then how glad we all were.

We took her into the kitchen, wrapped her in a blan ket, and af ter a while
she gave a faint mew. We chil dren fairly danced about at that, and some of
us watched her all the rest of the af ter noon. By night she was able to take a
lit tle milk; and then we felt sure she was go ing to get well.

Some how noth ing was said about where she was to live af ter she should
grow quite strong again; but we chil dren made the most of our op por tu nity,
and cud dled her and loved her and fed her dainty bits that we saved from
our plates.

Af ter the kitty got well, mamma paid no at ten tion to her. She sort of
acted as though she didn’t know there was a kitty around. But one night
when we chil dren were all hav ing a good time with Muff, as we had named
the kit ten, I heard papa say to mamma, “Just watch those chil dren;” and
mamma an swered, “Yes, I have. I didn’t sup pose chil dren could think so
much of a cat.”

I would have felt quite glad over mamma’s an swer if she hadn’t said
“cat” in such a tone at the end.

One evening, a lit tle later, as we were all sit ting be fore the grate fire,
kitty came in and curled down at papa’s feet. In a lit tle while she be gan to
purr con tent edly, and papa smiled at mamma as he said, “It sounds quite
home like, doesn’t it?”

Mamma smiled a lit tle, but did not say any thing. I be gan to won der if
papa didn’t like kit tens pretty well.

Af ter awhile Muff got up and be gan play ing with the balls on mamma’s
wrap per. She boxed the balls around, and tum bled the cutest lit tle som er- 
saults, and danced around on her back legs, till we all be gan laugh ing so
heartily that she ran be hind the heavy cur tains and looked out at us in won- 
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der. Then mamma tied a string to an empty spool and gave it to me so that I
could coax her out, and we all watched her as she played with it a long
time.

I looked at papa when mamma did that, and he nod ded and smiled to me,
and I smiled back, but we didn’t say any thing.

Af ter that we watched the kitty play very of ten in the evening. It was
great fun.

One day we chil dren sat on the back doorstep and cau tiously be gan talk- 
ing over the pos si bil ity of kitty’s be ing al lowed to make her home with us.

“Oh, mamma’d never!” Dick ex claimed, with firm con vic tion.

The oth ers be gan look ing for lorn over this em phatic speech, and I was
sent to bring out Muff so that we might en joy her as much as pos si ble be- 
fore we were obliged to give her up.

I knew that mamma was ly ing down, so I tip toed in softly. I looked in
the kitchen and in the li brary, two of Muff’s fa vorite places for nap ping, but
did not find her, so I went on into mamma’s room. I peeped in qui etly, and
what do you sup pose I saw? Why, mamma was ly ing on the couch, and
there curled down be side her was Muff, fast asleep, with mamma’s hand
stroking her gray fur softly.

I didn’t say a word to mamma, but I rushed out to the chil dren, and danc- 
ing be fore them I ex claimed, “Mamma’s cud dling the kit ten! Mamma’s
cud dling the kit ten!”

“Then she can stay!” we all shouted; and in we rushed pell-mell to
mamma, and hugged both her and the kit ten in our ec stacy.

And that is how Muff be came one of the fam ily.
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How The Kit tens Were Named

THERE WAS THE MOTHER CAT with five kit tens, and none of the
kit tens had names. Some how, the chil dren had been so busy watch ing them
tum ble over each other and try to walk and then all go to sleep in a bunch,
that they had not thought of nam ing them.

The mother cat was gray, and four of the kit tens were gray, but the fifth
cat was black, jet black, and so with out plan ning or fore thought the fifth kit- 
ten came to be called Blackie.

It was easy enough to tell her from the oth ers, but how to tell the four
gray ones apart was a ques tion. At last it was dis cov ered that three of the
gray ones had white feet, while the fourth one was gray all over. So again,
with out a thought of nam ing her, the chil dren be gan call ing her Gray Paws.

And then there were the other three. One of these had but one eye, the
chil dren found out, sor row fully, af ter the kit tens were old enough to prove
that they had any eyes at all, and then in all ten der ness and with no thought
of re proach, the af flicted kit ten be came One Eye.

Still there were two left; two that looked al most ex actly alike. But of
course the chil dren watched them ev ery day, and it did not take them long
to find out that one of these was a very spunky kit ten. She would spit at the
oth ers if they came near when she was eat ing, or if she was sud denly sur- 
prised by any one; and when this was dis cov ered she was dubbed the Spit- 
fire of the fam ily.

But the re main ing kit ten was the one that made the oth ers “stand
’round.” If they did not do as she saw fit she boxed their ears. If the rest
came around her saucer of milk she cuffed them away, and so, of course,
she was the Boss.

And no one was more sur prised than the chil dren when they dis cov ered
that the kit tens were all named, for ev ery one was sure he had not named
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them.

And such a funny lot of names as it was: Blackie, Gray Paws, One Eye,
Spit fire, and Boss. But the names all fit ted, and some of them had been
earned, and the kit tens didn’t seem to mind them in the least.



41

Old Woolly Stock ings

OLD WOOLLY STOCK INGS was a big white rooster that be longed
to Fred die Coates. He had been chris tened Woolly Stock ings be cause his
feet and legs were cov ered with white feath ers.

The way Fred die came to have the rooster was this: Fred die’s papa had
bought him when he was just a young rooster, and brought him home, in- 
tend ing to have him killed and broiled; but this seemed al to gether too
dread ful to Fred die, who begged that the rooster be given to him to keep,
in stead.

So Woolly Stock ings be came Fred’s prop erty, al though this was be fore
he had been given a name.

Be fore the win ter was over, Fred had be come the pos ses sor of two more
roost ers, which a friend in the coun try had brought to him. He was too ten- 
der-hearted to have ei ther of these killed, but Woolly Stock ings con tin ued to
be his fa vorite.

Both the other roost ers were dark in color, but the white one, by virtue of
be ing the old est in hab i tant of the barn yard, con sid ered him self the most im- 
por tant. He never al lowed the other roost ers to crow dur ing all their res i- 
dence with him.

He was self ish, too. When Fred die threw the corn to “his chick ens,” as
he al ways called them, old Woolly Stock ings would spread out his big feet,
with their cov er ing of feath ers, and hide as much of the corn as pos si ble.
The other roost ers would try to pick the ker nels out from un der his feet, but
he would scold them and try to drive them away, un til he had eaten as much
as he wanted.

“I’m dread fully afraid Woolly Stock ings is grow ing up to be a greedy,
naughty rooster,” Fred die said to mamma one day.
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“How can I teach him to be nice and gen er ous?”

But mamma hadn’t the least idea how to teach roost ers good man ners,
al though she taught one lit tle boy with the best of suc cess.

Fred al ter nately coaxed and scolded at Woolly Stock ings ev ery time he
fed him; but, as far as he could dis cover, with out mak ing the slight est im- 
prove ment in his be hav ior.

But Woolly Stock ings was not wholly bad, as was proved one day in the
early spring.

Papa gave Fred a great sur prise one morn ing by of fer ing to let him have
six hens in ex change for the two dark roost ers. Of course he knew bet ter
than to of fer to make any ex change for Woolly Stock ings, in spite of the hit- 
ter’s bad man ners.

Fred was de lighted at the of fer, and agreed to the ex change at once. So
papa took the two roost ers away with him, and at sup per-time he came
home, bring ing the six hens. If Woolly Stock ings had been lonely dur ing the
day, he was too in de pen dent to show it.

Papa took the box out into the back yard, and pulling off the slats, let the
hens out.

Woolly Stock ings stood for a mo ment and looked at them. He put his
head on one side and walked about, ev i dently ad mir ing the new ar rivals.

Then how he did strut around, flap his wings and crow, as though chal- 
leng ing the ad mi ra tion of the hens.

Pretty soon two of the hens started to run out of the yard. Woolly Stock- 
ings gravely placed him self in front of them and drove them back, and all
with an air of gal lantry which was de light fully funny to see.

Af ter that there was no more trou ble about Woolly Stock ings’ man ners.
He grew up to be as kind and po lite as even Fred die could wish.

“Mamma,” Fred die said one morn ing, af ter feed ing the chick ens,
“Woolly Stock ings doesn’t step on the corn any more. When he sees me
com ing with it, he calls the hens to come and share it with him. I am so glad
he has learned good man ners, for now lie is just the nicest rooster in this
town.”
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The Res cue Of Mother Hen’s
Fam ily

“OH, DEAR! OH, DEAR!” ex claimed Rod ney, as he stood in the
door way of the great barn watch ing the drench ing down pour of rain out- 
side.

“What’s the mat ter, Rod ney?” asked papa, who was sit ting upon an over- 
turned keg.

“Well,” an swered Rod ney, “I wish mamma was out here, or that we were
in there.”

Papa laughed a lit tle. “That isn’t a bad wish,” he said; “but we should be
glad we got this far be fore the del uge came.”

“Yes, I am,” Rod ney replied, look ing out again to see what he had es- 
caped.

He and papa had been out in the field to gether when they no ticed a great
bank of green, an gry-look ing clouds in the west, and heard dis tant thun der,
and saw forks of bright light ning chas ing each other rapidly across the sky.

“We must hurry home as fast as we can, Rod ney,” papa had said; and he
called to Al fred, the hired man, who was work ing near by.

So they all jumped into the wagon and then – my! how fast papa did
drive the horses home! But it was none too fast af ter all, for just as they
drove in side the door of the big barn, down came the rain, as though the
whole ocean might have been let loose up above them.

Mamma had been watch ing for them from the house, and she waved her
hand to Rod ney as the horses went dash ing past the door, feel ing very glad
in deed that they were back in time. But the down pour had come so soon af- 
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ter, that she could not get to the barn any bet ter than Rod ney could get to
the house.

Pretty soon the wa ter be gan to run along all the lit tle slopes, like small
rivers, and to stand in deep pools in the yard.

“Oh, dear!” Rod ney be gan again, won der ing how he was ever to get to
mamma, when he heard a queer noise, and stopped to lis ten. Papa and Al- 
fred had gone up stairs in the barn to do some work, so they did not hear the
queer noise down be low.

“Oh,” said Rod ney to him self, “the wa ter’s run ning into the base ment. It
sounds just like a river. Papa! Papa!”

Papa did not hear at first, but when he did he came down stairs, and then
he hur ried to the top of the steps which led to the base ment of the barn.

“My! my!” he ex claimed, as he looked down. “The base ment is fill ing
with wa ter.”

Al fred hur ried part way down the stairs af ter him, and Rod ney perched
on the top step and peered down as best he could.

“There’s noth ing we can do,” papa said at length, “un til the wa ter stops
run ning.”

So they all came up again, and papa and Al fred went on up stairs to their
work.

Af ter awhile Rod ney grew tired of watch ing the pud dles in the yard and
the great splashes of wa ter that fell into them, and he thought he woidd look
down into the base ment again and see how deep the wa ter was now.

He went part way down the stairs, and then he sat upon one of the steps
to watch it. Af ter a few min utes his eyes be came used to the darker room,
and presently he thought he heard a noise down there that was dif fer ent
from the sound of the wa ter. He strained his eyes to look all about, and then
sud denly he cried out:

“Why, Mother Hen, are you down here?”

For there, perched upon a round of a lad der which leaned against the op- 
po site wall, and just above the wa ter, was Rod ney’s own Mother Hen,
drawn up into a strange-look ing bunch, and cluck ing with all her might.
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Rod ney strained his eyes again; for, surely, where Mother Hen was, there
her chick ens could al ways be found, too. And then Rod ney dis cov ered,
float ing about in the wa ter in a help less fash ion, three yel low balls.

“Oh, papa,” he ex claimed, breath lessly, a mo ment later, “do come down
quick! Mother Hen is in the base ment, and her lit tle chicks are all
drowned.”

Papa and Al fred ran down quickly, and, see ing that Rod ney had not been
mis taken, they quickly pulled off their shoes and stock ings, rolled up their
trousers’ legs, and waded into the wa ter. They fished out the three poor lit tle
chick ens and handed them to Rod ney, who was de lighted to find that they
were not dead af ter all.

“But there are two more, papa,” he said. “You know Mother Hen had
five chick ens.”

So papa and Al fred hunted for the other chick ens, but they could not find
them any where.

“It is no use,” papa said at last. “The oth ers must have drowned.”

Then, think ing it was time that Mother Hen was res cued, he waded over
to where she was, and there sud denly stopped.

“Why, Rod ney!” he ex claimed. Then he picked up Mother Hen care fully,
and car ry ing her over to where Rod ney was, held her up be fore him, and
what do you think Rod ney saw? Why, stick ing out from un der each of
Mother Hen’s wings was a lit tle yel low head, and there, safe and dry, were
the two miss ing chick ens!
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A Restau rant For Birds

"I IN TEND DRIV ING OUT to see Un cle Otto to-day," said
Mr. Marcy, at the break fast-ta ble. “Who would like to take a sleigh-ride
with me?” and he looked straight into Kitty’s eyes.

“Oh, I would like to, papa,” said Kitty, quickly. “May I?”

“If mamma thinks best,” Mr. Marcy an swered; and as mamma was will- 
ing, Kitty was soon putting on warm wraps and pre par ing for her five-mile
drive.

Un cle Otto lived upon the State ex per i men tal farm, where he stud ied the
birds and in sects, and then told the farm ers about them, and how to get rid
of those that de stroyed the crops; and a visit to him was al ways full of in ter- 
est to Kitty.

In deed, she thought there never could be an other un cle quite so nice as
Un cle Otto.

Kitty lived in Min ne sota, where they some times have a great deal of
snow in the win ter, and this year there had been an un usual amount. The
sleigh ing was fine, and the coun try seemed so clean and pretty that Kitty
could not help ex claim ing as they sped along, for in the city the snow was
dirty, and here ev ery thing was white, as snow ought to be.

The drifts were piled high on each side of the some what nar row road,
and when they met a team, papa had to turn out very care fully in or der to
avoid up set ting the sleigh. But Kitty thought it all great fun, and helped lean
over when nec es sary, in or der to keep the sleigh bal anced.

“I won der what Un cle Otto will have new to show me this time,” said
Kitty, as they caught the first sight of the large build ings which told her that
they were nearly at the end of their ride. “He al ways has some thing dif fer- 
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ent from what any body else would have,” she added, “and I learn some- 
thing ev ery time I come out here.”

“I won der, too,” an swered papa. And then he drove up to the house, and
Un cle Otto him self came out and helped Kitty to un wrap the big fur robe
which tucked her in so com fort ably, and pretty soon they were all sit ting be- 
side the fire and talk ing as if it had been a year in stead of two months since
they had seen each other.

Im me di ately af ter lunch Un cle Otto turned to Kitty and said, “I am go ing
out now to see to my birds’ restau rant. Would you like to go with me?”

“In deed I would!” said Kitty, look ing puz zled. But she ran to get her
wraps.

When they started, Un cle Otto took with him a large cov ered bas ket, and
he went out to ward the great grove of oak-trees which ex tended for miles
back of his house.

Presently he stopped be neath a tree and showed Kitty a coil of loose
wire hang ing from a branch. Then he opened his bas ket and took out some- 
thing white and round like a ball.

“What is that, Un cle Otto?” asked Kitty.

“That is mut ton suet,” he an swered. Then he un coiled the wire, placed
the suet on the branch, and bound it se curely with the wire.

“Now,” he added, turn ing to Kitty, “one ta ble is spread ready for din ner.”

“Oh,” said Kitty, sud denly, “you do it for the birds?”

“Yes, in deed,” Un cle Otto re turned.

“You see there are lots of cold-weather birds who do not leave us
through the long win ter, and when the snow gets very deep they have a hard
time to find enough to eat; then be sides, when it is very cold in deed, as it
has been lately, they need some kind of food which will pro duce heat in
their lit tle bod ies, and the mut ton suet does just that. So when I be gan to
think how deep the snow was and how long it had been cold, I thought I had
bet ter open a restau rant for the birds, or some of them might die; and this is
the way I did it.”
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Kitty looked in ter ested, so Un cle Otto went on. “I fas ten the suet in
place with wire, be cause if I tied it on with string the birds would peck at
the string, and their din ner would drop to the ground and prob a bly be eaten
by a dog or cat. I tie it high on the tree for the same rea son, so that only the
birds shall have it.”

Un cle Otto had been ty ing many pieces of suet in place while he talked,
and now that the last one was se cured they turned back to the house.

“What a chat ter ing!” ex claimed Kitty, stop ping sud denly and look ing
back.

“Yes,” said Un cle Otto, “the birds are very so cia ble at din ner, and some- 
times, I am sorry to say, they do not dis play the best of man ners or dis po si- 
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tion, but I al ways try to think it is the fault of their train ing, and so do not
blame them so much. At any rate, I would not want even the naughty ones
to go hun gry.”

“But how do they know so soon that their din ner is ready?” asked Kitty.

“I have come to be lieve,” said Un cle Otto, “that some of them watch for
me, and when they see me they call out to the oth ers that din ner is ready, for
only a few days af ter I be gan putting the suet out for them, I no ticed the
noise, and that they all gath ered very quickly af ter I went away. So I have
come to the con clu sion that they look for me, and know that I am man ager
of their restau rant.”

Kitty laughed heartily. “What a funny idea!” she said. “I be lieve I’ll start
a restau rant on a small scale at home. I like to see the birds around, and it
would be such fun to watch them. But do you know,” she added, “I never
thought be fore about the deep snow mak ing it hard for them to find enough
to eat. If I can not have a restau rant, I will at least start a lunch counter.”
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A Saucy Band Of Rob bers

FRANKIE SAT by the tightly-closed win dow of the ho tel, watch ing,
with a very small de gree of in ter est, the horses and the peo ple who passed,
and wish ing with all his might that he had not sprained his an kle on the slip- 
pery side walk two days be fore.

His foot didn’t hurt so dread fully, now that the doc tor had fixed it, but he
could not even step on it, and so he had to sit in a chair all clay, and he was
get ting pretty tired of that.

Mamma had read sto ries to him, and they had played check ers and
domi noes and looked at pic tures, and then he had watched the strange pro- 
ces sion of black horses, gray horses, and brown horses, with oc ca sion ally a
lit tle long-eared don key, driven by peo ple dressed in all kinds of coats,
caps, and hats. But at last he had grown tired of that, too.

“Mamma, they all look alike now,” he ex claimed; “and there isn’t an- 
other thing to look at!”

“I won der if that is right,” said mamma, and she looked earnestly out of
the win dow for a mo ment. Then she laughed softly.

“Frank,” she said, “I have dis cov ered a band of rob bers right across the
street from the ho tel. You watch the fruit-stand over there and see if you can
find them, too.”

Frank was in ter ested now. What boy wouldn’t be when he was given the
task of dis cov er ing a bold band of rob bers, es pe cially from so safe a place
as a ho tel win dow? So he be gan to watch the fruit stand op po site very in- 
tently.

The pro pri etor of the stand, a mo ment af ter he be gan watch ing, laid two
cracked nuts on top of the pile of nuts which was tempt ingly dis played on a
shelf or tray out side the door.
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“I sup pose he thinks peo ple will see by those how nice and fresh his nuts
are, and will buy them,” Frank said, as the pro pri etor went in and shut the
door.

“Yes,” said mamma, “that is the way he ad ver tises them.”

“Oh-h!” ex claimed Frank, al most be fore mamma had fin ished speak ing,
for, as soon as the door of the shop had closed, a fat lit tle spar row new
down, lighted on the pile of nuts, and driv ing his bill firmly into the meat of
a nut that was cracked, flew away with it to the low roof of the fruit stand.
In a mo ment an other spar row pounced down upon the sec ond nut, and car- 
ried that off to the roof. Then they chat tered and hopped about and pecked
away at the nut ker nels, and seemed just as happy over them as though they
had not been stolen.

Pretty soon the pro pri etor came to the door again, and he seemed to dis- 
cover that his nicely cracked nuts were gone, for he looked at the pile, and
then looked up and down the street.

“He thinks some boys have come along and taken them,” said Frank,
with a laugh.

Mamma laughed, too. “I’m afraid he will not catch them this time,” she
said.

Pretty soon he came out again with more nuts nicely cracked, and placed
those, as he had the oth ers, on the top of the pile.

The spar rows must have been watch ing, for as soon as he was safely
within the door, down they flew again, one af ter an other, un til ev ery piece
of the cracked nuts had been car ried off.

At least five birds had taken part in this theft, and they danced and chat- 
tered harder than ever on the roof of the lit tle fruit stand as they pecked and
pecked at the de li cious nut meats.

In a mo ment the owner of the nuts came out of the door again. His nice
sam ples were gone, and not a boy in sight!

He seemed very much puz zled, and took off his cap and rubbed his head
thought fully. And just then some thing hap pened.
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I don’t know whether one of the spar rows was par tic u larly care less or
par tic u larly rogu ish, but at any rate he dropped his empty nut-shell straight
down upon the man’s bare head.

The man looked down to see what had hit him, and then he looked up to
see where it had come from, and then – well, then he put his hands on his
two fat sides and laughed.

Frank laughed, too, you may imag ine, and so did mamma, and then
Frank watched to see what would hap pen next.

But ev i dently the man did not think his method of ad ver tis ing had
proved a suc cess, for he brought out no more nuts, and at last the spar rows
flew away to look up some new piece of mis chief.
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A Race

RED WAS AL MOST ASLEEP. He had been trav el ing on the cars for
nearly two clays, and all of this sec ond day they had been cross ing the
plains of Mon tana, where there had been very lit tle to in ter est a boy of ten
out side the car win dows.

But just as his head was be gin ning to droop in a sleepy nod, Cousin
Arthur took hold of his arm, and said: “Do you see that pony stand ing be- 
side the car? That is a real cow boy’s pony.”

Fred was awake in a mo ment, and he looked out of the win dow ea gerly.

The train had stopped at a sta tion, but there were no build ings to be seen,
ex cept the de pot and one other small frame house.

The pony was stand ing quite near the car, his head stretched out and the
reins hang ing down to ward the ground.

“When the cow boy throws the reins over the pony’s head,” said Cousin
Arthur, “the pony knows that he is to stand still, just as our horses stand still
when they are tied.”

“Why don’t the cow boys tie their ponies?” asked Fred, cu ri ously.

“What would they tie them to?” asked Cousin Arthur; and then Fred
laughed at his own ques tion, for as far as you could see in any di rec tion
there was not a bush nor a post in sight, to say noth ing of a tree or a fence.

“The ponies un der stand,” said Cousin Arthur, “and one that has been
trained will not move when he is left that way.”

Just then the whis tle blew for the train to start, and as it whis tled a cow- 
boy, the owner of the pony, dashed out of the lit tle frame build ing and
jumped on the pony’s back.
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He wore a broad felt hat, a bright red shirt, a ban danna hand ker chief tied
loosely around his neck, and a pair of leather breeches with the hair left
upon that part of the leather which formed the front of the legs. Around his
waist was a car tridge belt, with two big “six-shoot ers” fas tened to it. Fred
watched him with wide-open eyes.

When he jumped so sud denly into the sad dle the pony placed its four
feet close to gether and be gan to “buck.” The mo tion that it made was like
that of a rock ing-horse, only it was not nearly so smooth. First its fore feet
struck the ground to gether, then its back feet, and as they went as fast as he
could make them go right in the same spot, and as he kept his head and tail
down as close to his feet as pos si ble, it took a very good rider to keep in the
sad dle.

Fred laughed heartily at the com i cal sight, and at the same time won- 
dered how the cow boy could stay on. But he did.

Presently the man struck his spurs into the pony’s sides, and with one
great plunge he started off. The train had started, too, and for a mile the
cow boy and his pony kept up with the train.

Fred grew more and more ex cited as the race kept up, and when at last
the cow boy drew rein and the plucky lit tle pony dropped be hind, Fred got
up and waved his cap. Then he dropped back into his seat, but you may be
sure he was not sleepy for some time af ter that.
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A Win ter Walk

“COME, CHAR LIE,” called Un cle Lewis one win ter morn ing, “let
us take a walk through the woods.”

“All right,” Char lie re sponded. He could not un der stand why Un cle
Lewis should want to go into the woods in win ter, but he and Un cle Lewis
were the best of friends, so he was soon ready to go with him.

There had been a fresh fall of snow a few days be fore, and as they
started out Char lie could not help notic ing how clean and white ev ery thing
looked.

“The snow is beau ti ful in the woods,” said Un cle Lewis as he strode
along.

“Just see how the dark trunks of the trees stand out against it,”

The chick adees were flit ting about and call ing gaily to one an other.

“I am so glad the chick adees stay through the win ter!” said Char lie.
“They are not fine singers, but they don’t desert us as soon as it grows cold,
like most of the birds do.”

“I like the chick adees, too,” said Un cle Lewis. “It is al ways easy to find
warm-weather friends.”

Presently Un cle Lewis laid his hand on Char lie’s arm and said, “Hark!”
very softly.

From just over their heads came two soft, liq uid notes that were sweet
and mu si cal. Char lie looked up. There was no bird in sight but a blue-jay.
Char lie was about to turn away, when he saw the bird’s throat swell and the
bill open, and then again came the two soft, sweet notes. He looked at Un- 
cle Lewis in sur prise.

“Why, I thought the blue-jay could only scream and scold!” he said.
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“We have caught him un awares,” replied Un cle Lewis. “It is true that his
rep u ta tion as a singer and as a neigh bor is none of the best, but he re ally has
a bet ter side to his na ture which he is usu ally care ful to con ceal from men.”

“I shall al ways like the blue-jay bet ter af ter this,” said Char lie. “What a
pity it is that he can not al ways show this side of his na ture!”

They walked on a lit tle far ther, when they were sud denly star tled by a
whirr of gray wings, and a par tridge flew across their path and dis ap peared
among the trees ahead.

“Here are some in ter est ing foot prints,” said Un cle Lewis, step ping out
into the deep snow. “Let us look at them.”

Char lie stopped. “What funny tracks!” he ex claimed.

“Yes,” said Un cle Lewis, “those are rab bit tracks. You can just imag ine
one bound ing along as you look at the prints in the snow. And here,” he
added, “are the tiny foot prints of a field-mouse. What dainty lit tle marks it
has made!”

“See,” said Char lie, fol low ing the small trail, “a bird has hopped across
the field mouse’s track. You can tell that it hopped be cause the tracks are
side by side.”

A few steps far ther on there was an other queer trail. “What is this?”
Char lie asked, point ing to the marks.

Un cle Lewis looked care fully. “I do not know what an i mal made those,”
he said, “but it was ev i dently an an i mal with a long tail, for do you see the
con tin u ous, wa ver ing line be tween the foot prints?”

Char lie fairly clapped his hands. “Yes, I see,” he said. “Oh, Un cle Lewis,
I wish I could see the an i mals that made these tracks all out on the snow to- 
gether. It would be like a com i cal fairy story.”

Un cle Lewis laughed. “It re ally would be fun,” he replied.

“Let us go and look over that bank,” he said, when they had gone on a
lit tle far ther.

Just as they reached the edge of the bank there was a sud den, star tled
rush of some thing small and gray, which dis ap peared un der the edge of the
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bank at their feet. They both stooped down and looked closer. It was a tiny
an i mal, prob a bly a field-mouse, judg ing by the track it had left in the snow.

“Why,” said Char lie, look ing in tently, “it cer tainly went un der this bank,
but its tracks only go part way up.”

“That is so,” said Un cle Lewis, get ting down to peer over, “for here is
the hole it went into.”

Char lie looked puz zled.

“I think I un der stand,” Un cle Lewis went on. “The lit tle field-mouse has
many en e mies in the wood which are big ger than him self, but per haps not
half so smart. You see, the mouse runs along in the snow un til it is about a
foot from its hole and then it leaps in, leav ing the tracks cut off far enough
away to puz zle and mis lead its en e mies. This is un doubt edly the tiny crea- 
ture’s means of safety and de fense. Per haps he has a wife and chil dren un- 
der the bank to care for, and his win ter stores are un doubt edly laid away
there. How won der fully God has taught each of his crea tures how to de fend
and care for it self and lit tle ones!”



58

Char lie knelt down on the edge of the bank and peeped into the lit tle
hole. “We know your se cret, lit tle mouse,” he ex claimed softly, “but we
won’t hurt you, you wise lit tle fel low.”

“It is time to go back now,” said Un cle Lewis, look ing at his watch.

“All right,” an swered Char lie, scram bling to his feet. “But, Un cle
Lewis,” he went on, as he ran along by his side, “I knew there were flow ers
and lots of nice things to see in the woods in sum mer, but I never knew that
there was any thing to see in win ter be fore.”
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Un cle Lewis smiled. “There are lots of peo ple who have not found that
out yet,” he said.
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The Dog That Tele graphed

HAT TIE AND HER MAMMA were on their way to visit grandma,
who lived over one hun dred miles from their home. They had taken a train
early in the evening, and would have reached grandma’s long be fore bed- 
time if it had not been for one thing – they had to change cars at a lit tle sta- 
tion in the coun try and wait a whole hour be fore their train came.

Be fore the hour was over Hat tie grew very tired and sleepy. She had
tried each bench in the sta tion, but had found them equally hard; she had
un packed and packed over again the lit tle valise which papa had given her
for her very own just the day be fore they started; and she had looked
through the lit tle win dow into the of fice, where a young man sat mak ing a
funny, tick ing noise on a lit tle in stru ment.

“I guess it’s a play pi ano,” she said to mamma in a whis per, “but it
doesn’t make any mu sic, only tick, tick, tick.”

Mamma ex plained that it was a tele graph in stru ment the young man was
play ing upon, and then for some time Hat tie was in ter ested in mamma’s ex- 
pla na tion of how a mes sage could be sent over the wires by means of those
lit tle ticks.

But af ter a time all this lost its in ter est, too, and the noise of the lit tle in- 
stru ment grew fainter and fainter in her ears.

Mamma dis cov ered this and saw the lit tle head be gin to droop, so she
tried to in ter est Hat tie once more in the con tents of her valise.

I think the young man must have heard mamma try ing to keep Hat tie
awake till the train came, for pretty soon he came out from the of fice and
whis tled. Then a lit tle curly dog that Hat tie had not seen at all be fore came
out of the of fice, too, wag ging his tail vig or ously.

Hat tie opened her eyes wide at this.
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“Here, Pom pey,” said the young man, “show the lit tle girl how you can
tele graph.”

Hat tie was very wide awake by this time and sat up quite straight, and
what do you sup pose the lit tle dog did? Well, he laid down on his back on
the bare floor and be gan to beat upon the boards with his tail, tap, tap, tap-
tap-tap, just as the young man had been do ing on his tele graph in stru ment.

How Hat tie did laugh, and mamma, too; and then the lit tle dog jumped
up and wagged his tail, as much as to say, “Didn’t I do that pretty well?”

Af ter that Hat tie found Pom pey so amus ing that al most be fore she knew
it the train came puff ing into the sta tion, and she had to bid good night to
the dog that could tele graph, and that had kept her from go ing to sleep be- 
fore she reached grandma’s.
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What Grandma Sent

RALPH ROGERS was mak ing a col lec tion of birds’ nests. He had be- 
come in ter ested in watch ing the birds while study ing about them in school,
and when his va ca tion came he be gan look ing for birds when ever he had an
op por tu nity.

He learned a great deal about the habits of the dif fer ent kinds, and how
they con structed their nests. Then later in the sea son, when the baby birds
had learned to fly and the nests were of no more use to the bird fam i lies, he
be gan his col lec tion. He would cut down the small branch of the tree on
which the nest was hung, or dig up the bit of sod or moss on which it rested,
and in this way his nests made a fine show ing. His col lec tion was praised
by the older mem bers of the fam ily and by his teach ers, un til Ralph be gan
to take a great deal of pride in it.

At the close of his va ca tion he wrote a long let ter to his grand mother,
who lived in the coun try, but away off in an other State, telling her how he
had spent his va ca tion, and what he had learned dur ing the sum mer months.

Of course, one of the main things that he told her about was his col lec- 
tion of birds’ nests. He de scribed how he had thrown bits of string out on
the lawn, and then had watched the ori oles come and take them and use
them to weave into their nest on the end of one of the elm-tree boughs.
Then af ter the ori oles had left the nest he had cut it down and kept it.

Grandma al ways en joyed Ralph’s let ters, and she en joyed this one es pe- 
cially, be cause she knew at once that she could give him a de light ful sur- 
prise.

About a week later, Ralph, re ceived a let ter from grandma, and in the
same mail was a strong, square paste board box di rected to him.

Ralph opened the let ter and this is what it said:
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“Dear Ralph: I was very glad to re ceive your let ter, and very much
in ter ested in your col lec tion of birds’ nests. And now I have a story to
tell you about a bird’s nest. One day in the early sum mer grandpa was
out on the side porch hav ing his hair cut.” (Ralph re mem bered what
beau ti ful sil very-white hair grandpa had.)

“Of course the wind blew the bunches of hair out into the grass,
and a lit tle while af ter wards we no ticed that a pair of small birds were
mak ing fre quent trips from a tree near-by to the grass be side the
porch. Then we saw that they were car ry ing away the bunches of hair,
and we knew that they must be mak ing a nest. And sure enough, as
we found out af ter wards, they were lin ing the nest with the soft,
white hair, to make it smooth and beau ti ful for their ba bies. Now if
you will open the pack age which I have mailed to you, I think you
will find some thing in it which you will like to add to your col lec tion
of nests.”

Your lov ing “Grandma,”

Ralph opened the pack age pretty quickly af ter read ing the let ter, and there,
in side the box, at tached to a small branch of a tree, was a lit tle round nest
beau ti fully made, and with the in side com pletely cov ered with soft, white
hair, wo ven so that it formed a part of the dainty bird-cra dle.

“It’s grandpa’s hair!” ex claimed Ralph, as he ran to show his trea sure to
mamma.

And do you won der that all the mem bers of the fam ily con sid ered that
nest the chief trea sure of all Ralph’s col lec tion?
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An Un ex pected Pa rade

ANNA HAD BEEN SICK for two weeks, but now she was able to sit
up by the win dow and see the chil dren go by on their way to school, and
watch the chick ens scratch in dus tri ously in Mrs. Fitkin’s yard. There did not
seem to be much else to look at; and af ter a day or two she be gan to tire of
hav ing to sit so still.

But the worst of all was when her brother Tommy told her that papa had
promised to take him down town the next af ter noon to see the pa rade, for
mamma had read to her about it from the news pa per, and there were to be
sol diers in it, and bands of mu sic, and men on horse back all dressed in
splen did uni forms, and, oh, she did want to see it so much!

But of course she couldn’t, for the doc tor would not even let her walk
about the house yet. It did seem too bad.

“I’m aw ful sorry, Anna,” said Tommy, as he and papa started off the next
day, “but I’ll tell you all about it when I get back, just the best I can.”

Papa kissed her good-by, and whis pered a lov ing lit tle mes sage in her
ear, and then they were gone.

Anna tried to be very brave, be cause she knew it would grieve mamma if
she was un happy about it, and of course it couldn’t be helped; but at the
same time she couldn’t help wish ing that she was well and able to go too.

She did not feel at all in ter ested in Mrs. Fitkin’s hens, and there wasn’t
any thing else to watch, ex cept a yel low dog that was ly ing stupidly in the
mid dle of the road.

Anna laid her head against the back of the big easy chair and closed her
eyes.

She was think ing about Tommy and the sol diers and the mu sic, when,
from out in the street, she heard a strange, shrill laugh.
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She sat up very quickly and looked out. And there was the strangest pro- 
ces sion! There were three, four, five, six wag ons com ing up the street, and
on each wagon there were two or three cages, al though at a dis tance they
looked sim ply like big boxes.

Anna called mamma ex cit edly, for in one of the cages on the first wagon
was a gor geous red and blue par rot, which was talk ing and laugh ing by
turns, and ev i dently en joy ing the ride very much. There were sev eral other
cages on this wagon, some of which held ea gles, and oth ers owls, and in
one was a small mon key, which now and then opened its mouth as widely
as pos si ble, and gave the fun ni est long, shrill squeal.

Anna sat up and clapped her hands softly. “Oh, mamma,” she said, “how
funny!”

The other wag ons held larger cages. There were black bears stand ing on
their hind legs, hold ing to the bars at the sides of their cages, and wolves
walk ing back and forth as if they would like to find some way of get ting out
so that they might run off to the woods again. There were foxes, too, and in
one cage was a wild cat. It did not look one bit wild, but like an im mense,
big house cat, with beau ti ful eyes and a coat of silky hair. Anna said she felt
like hug ging it.

In a big cage with a tank in it, which oc cu pied an en tire wagon, there
were sea-li ons, but Anna could not see them very well, for they could not
climb or walk about like other an i mals. But one raised its head, and Anna
was sat is fied with that.

On the last wagon was a large ape, which must have been teased by the
boys and girls, for as soon as it caught sight of Anna at the win dow it be gan
mak ing faces at her. This was the fun ni est sight of all.

She watched the ape un til it was out of sight, and then she turned to
mamma and asked, " Where do you sup pose they came from, and wasn’t it
funny that they came to-day, just when I was wish ing so much to see a pa- 
rade?"

Mamma laughed. “Yes, it was funny,” she said, an swer ing Anna’s last
ques tion first, " but I think I know where they came from. They are the an i- 
mals that have been kept in the park dur ing the sum mer, and now that the
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weather is be com ing colder, they are be ing moved to win ter quar ters. They
are to be kept in some large barns on a stock-farm out side the city."

“Well,” replied Anna, as she leaned back in her chair, “I am so glad they
went past here; and won’t I have some thing to tell Tommy when he comes
home!”
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The Rooster’s Joke

THE OLD PLY MOUTH ROCK ROOSTER had to be tied to a tree,
be cause he was such a fighter, and Myr tle watched with in ter est while her
aun tie fas tened a bit of strap about his an kle, and then a long line from the
strap to the tree.

Af ter that Myr tle was al lowed to feed him with corn and wheat, and
keep his drink ing-cup filled with fresh wa ter. In time she be gan to feel
some what ac quainted with him, and she learned that roost ers have traits of
char ac ter quite as strongly marked as those of peo ple.

One day he had grown tired of walk ing about his tree and tan gling the
line into a suc ces sion of knots, and he ev i dently de ter mined to play a joke
upon the hens that were roam ing about and en joy ing the free dom which he
was de nied, and this is the way he did it, for I am telling you a true story.

He be gan to scratch in the ground very earnestly, and then, throw ing up
his head, he called, “Cluck, cluck, cluck, cluck!” in rapid suc ces sion. This
is rooster lan guage for, “Come, see what I’ve got!”

The hens all came run ning in haste, for the roost ers are the knights of the
poul try yard, and fre quently treat the hens to de li cious morsels of food –
grubs and worms which they dig out of the ground.

Well, when the hens had gath ered ex pec tantly around, that old rooster
turned his back upon them – for he hadn’t a thing for them to eat – and
laughed, “H-a-w, cluck, cluck, cluck, cluck! H-a-w, cluck, cluck, cluck,
cluck!” (“Oh, wasn’t that a good joke! Oh, wasn’t that a good joke!”) just as
plainly as Myr tle her self could have ex pressed it.

And the hens? They walked away with a dis gusted air and be gan to
scratch for them selves.
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The Bird That Sang In The Night

ETHEL WAS ONLY FOUR YEARS OLD, so I am sure that it can not
be thought so very, very strange that she should be afraid when she woke up
in the night and ev ery thing around her was dark and still. But lit tle Ethel
was re ally much trou bled about it.

“I know I ought not to be afraid,” she would say to mamma, “but I am
ev ery time.”

Mamma tried in many ways to teach Ethel that there was noth ing for her
to feel fright ened about in the dark ness, but Ethel still was afraid.

One day mamma and Ethel started off on the rail way train to visit Aunt
Char lotte, who lived sev eral hun dred miles away. They were to be in the
cars two clays and three nights, and it is not sur pris ing that Ethel thought
the jour ney would be quite won der ful.

There were many things to in ter est her the first evening, and it took her a
long time to get to sleep.

“I feel as though I was packed away in a trunk,” she said to mamma,
when she was tucked into the berth in the sleep ing car. Mamma laughed,
and told her she would not mind it in a lit tle while.

At last Ethel fell asleep, and in a short time mamma went to sleep too.

Some time far on in the night Ethel woke.

“Oh, dear, why did I?” she whis pered to her self, and then she felt a jolt- 
ing which grad u ally grew less un til the train stopped quite still.

Ethel re mem bered where she was as soon as she woke up, and as usual
she be gan to feel afraid.

The cars were very quiet. Her win dow was up a lit tle way, and she ven- 
tured to peep out. It was per fectly dark.
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She was go ing to reach for mamma’s hand and waken her, when she
heard a lit tle twit ter just out side the car, and then in the still ness and dark- 
ness a bird be gan to sing.

“Why,” she said to her self, in sud den sur prise, “I didn’t know that birds
sang in the night. I s’pose it woke up and just be gan to sing so’s to get to
sleep again.”

She thought about it for sev eral min utes, and for got to waken mamma.

“The lit tle bird isn’t afraid,” she said to her self, “and it’s all alone in the
woods. I won der if I could sing my self to sleep too.”

So she be gan to hum a song she had learned, very softly, so that she
would not waken the other pas sen gers. And her song grew softer and softer,
un til it ended in a sleepy lit tle mur mur, and ceased al to gether. And Ethel
never was afraid when she wak ened in the night af ter that. She al ways
thought of the lit tle bird in the dark woods, dis turbed by the pass ing train,
and like it, she sang her self to sleep again.
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How Can You Find Peace With
God?

The most im por tant thing to grasp is that no one is made right with God
by the good things he or she might do. Jus ti fi ca tion is by faith only, and that
faith rest ing on what Je sus Christ did. It is by be liev ing and trust ing in His
one-time sub sti tu tion ary death for your sins.

Read your Bible steadily. God works His power in hu man be ings
through His Word. Where the Word is, God the Holy Spirit is al ways
present.

Sug gested Read ing: New Tes ta ment Con ver sions by Pas tor George Ger- 
berd ing

Bene dic tion

Now unto him that is able to keep you from fall ing, and to present
you fault less be fore the pres ence of his glory with ex ceed ing joy, To
the only wise God our Sav ior, be glory and majesty, do min ion and
power, both now and ever. Amen. (Jude 1:24-25)

Ba sic Bib li cal Chris tian ity |
Books to Down load

https://www.lutheranlibrary.org/103-gerberding-new-testament-conversions/
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The Small Cat e chism of Mar tin Luther

The es sen tials of faith have re mained the same for 2000 years. They
are sum ma rized in (1) The Ten Com mand ments, (2) The Lord’s
Prayer, and (3) The Apos tles’ Creed. Fa mil iar ity with each of fers great
pro tec tion against fads and false hoods.

The Way Made Plain by Si mon Pe ter Long

A se ries of lec tures by the beloved Twen ti eth Cen tury Amer i can
pas tor on the ba sis of faith.

Bible Teach ings by Joseph Stump

A primer on the faith in tended for new be liev ers. Rich in Scrip ture.
Chris tian ba sics ex plained from Scrip ture in clear and jar gon-free lan- 
guage. Many ex cel lent Bible stud ies can be made from this book.

Full cat a log avail able at Luther an Li brary.org. Many pa per back edi tions
at Ama zon.

Es sen tial The ol ogy | Books to
Down load

The Augs burg Con fes sion: An In tro duc tion To Its Study And An Ex- 
po si tion Of Its Con tents by Matthias Loy

“Sin cere be liev ers of the truth re vealed in Christ for man’s sal va tion
have no rea son to be ashamed of Luther, whom God sent to bring
again to His peo ple the pre cious truth in Je sus and whose heroic con- 
tention for the faith once de liv ered o the saints led to the es tab lish ment
of the Church of the Augs burg Con fes sion, now gen er ally called the
Evan gel i cal Lutheran Church.”

The Doc trine of Jus ti fi ca tion by Matthias Loy
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“Hu man rea son and in cli na tion are al ways in their nat u ral state
averse to the doc trine of Jus ti fi ca tion by faith. Hence it is no won der
that earth and hell com bine in per sis tent ef forts to ban ish it from the
Church and from the world.”

The Con fes sional Prin ci ple by Theodore Schmauk

Theodore Schmauk’s ex plo ration and de fense of the Chris tian faith
con sists of five parts: His tor i cal In tro duc tion; Part 1: Are Con fes sions
Nec es sary?; Part 2: Con fes sions in the Church; Part 3: Lutheran Con- 
fes sions; and Part 4: The Church in Amer ica.

Sum mary of the Chris tian Faith by Henry Eyster Ja cobs

A Sum mary of the Chris tian Faith has been ap pre ci ated by Chris- 
tians since its orig i nal pub li ca tion for its easy to use ques tion and an- 
swer for mat, its clear or ga ni za tion, and its cov er age of all the es sen- 
tials of the Chris tian faith. Two es says on elec tion and pre des ti na tion
are in cluded, in clud ing Luther’s “Spec u la tions Con cern ing Pre des ti na- 
tion”.

Full cat a log avail able at Luther an Li brary.org. Many pa per back edi tions
at Ama zon.

De vo tional Clas sics | Books to
Down load

Ser mons on the Gospels by Matthias Loy. and Ser mons on the Epis- 
tles by Matthias Loy_

“When you feel your bur den of sin weigh ing heav ily upon you,
only go to Him… Only those who will not ac knowl edge their sin and
feel no need of a Sav ior — only these are re jected. And these are not
re jected be cause the Lord has no pity on them and no de sire to de liver
them from their wretched ness, but only be cause they will not come to
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Him that they might have life. They re ject Him, and there fore stand re- 
jected. But those who come to Him, poor and needy and help less, but
trust ing in His mercy, He will re ceive, to com fort and to save.”

The Great Gospel by Si mon Pe ter Long and The Eter nal Epis tle by
Si mon Pe ter Long

“I want you to un der stand that I have never preached opin ions from
this pul pit; it is not a ques tion of opin ion; I have ab so lutely no right to
stand here and give you my opin ion, for it is not worth any more than
yours; we do not come to church to get opin ions; I claim that I can
back up ev ery ser mon I have preached, with the Word of God, and it is
not my opin ion nor yours, it is the eter nal Word of God, and you will
find it so on the Judg ment day. I have noth ing to take back, and I never
will; God does not want me to.”

True Chris tian ity by John Arndt

The Ser mons of Theophilus Stork: A De vo tional Trea sure
“There are many of us who be lieve; we are con vinced; but our souls

do not take fire at con tact with the truth. Happy he who not only be- 
lieves, but be lieves with fire… This en ergy of be lief, this ar dor of con- 
vic tion, made the com mon places of the Gospel, the old, old story,
seem in his [Stork’s] ut ter ance some thing fresh and ir re sistibly at trac- 
tive. Men lis tened to old truths from his lips as though they were a new
rev e la tion. They were new, for they came out of a heart that new
coined them and stamped its own im press of vi tal ity upon them as they
passed through its ex pe ri ence…” – From the In tro duc tion

Full cat a log avail able at Luther an Li brary.org. Many pa per back edi tions
at Ama zon.
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