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A STORY ABOUT A NUT

READ the other day of two tired
% boys who one autumn day threw

under the branches of a noble wal-
nut-trec.  While they were resting
there a big nut fell between them.
Will Sharp seized it, saying :
«That’s mine; finding is keeping,
vou know, Jack.”

“No it isn't,” replied Jack Slow,
trying to snateh the nut from his
friend’s hand.

I saw the nut before you
did. Give it to me.”
said Will, pushing his playmate away.
it and I'll keep it.”
The boys now struggled with each other, rolling over
one another like two fighting bears, and saying words
which ought never to fall from the lips of cither boys or

. ide 3 Waeer) R "y T O . : | ;
girls. In the midst of the ** serimmage, v big boy known " Hiere s a man trying the impossible fask of running |

< through a canc-brake with a bear at his heels.

. * show him to be in a great fright.
The boys ceased their strugele and told their story.

as ¢ Bully Brag” came and said:
«Ihat's this fight about, ¢h ?”

Bully Bragz heard them through and then said:
« fand me the nut. il settle the trouble for you.”
Will Sharp gave him the nut. Bully took it to a rock,
cracked it, divided the shell into two parts, and, giving

one part to Jack, said, “That's for you because you saw ¢

the nut first.” Then giving the other part to Willy he
said, “ That's for you, Will, because you picked it up. I

shall eat the nut myself to pay me for my trouble in de-

ciding this important quarrel.”’

Bully Brag now walked off munching the nut. Will ¢

and Jack looked after him, then at cach other, and then

looking very flat they walked off in opposite directions

without saying a word.

When T read this story I liked it so well that T said to

mysclf, “I'll write this story for my Advoeate family.

Maybe it will teach my children that there can Le no
protit, but that there may be much loss in a quarrel. And !
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ner, the date when vaeation beging, and hundreds of other
things besides. If it be a sieve it must have something

“in the bottom of it.”

«Q, 1 don’t mean that I can’t remember such things,”

©said Carlos. It would be queer for a fellow to forget
~ when or where he was born,”

“Not if a jillon’s memory were a sieve,” said Aunt

- Sally.  “My opinion, is that your memory only needs to

themselves down upon the grass

have some P, P, wires put into it to make it hold hymns,
texts, rules, and anything else you wish to put in it.”
“What are P. P. wires, aunt ¥ said Carlos.
“The tirst P stands for purpose, the second for prerserer-
*waid Aunt Sally, “T mean to say that my Carlos
can make anything stay in bis memory that he vealiy

ance,

ADVOCATLE.

¢ slip through. I'll be bound it also holds the hour for din- »

wislies to put there it he will but persevere in his cfforts -
to get it into his brain.”

like the P. P.owires; and so T suppose he will keep on
blaming his memory instead of himself.  How many of

Carlos laughed, yawned, and went to sleep. He did not

~my readers are like Cavlos?

“T'1 see you put to sleepina crow's nest first,” .
“Ive got

OUR COUNCIL-CHAMBER.

“You are quite merry this morning, esquire,” observes

Corporal Try to Mr. Forrester, upon whose face the bright

rays of humor shone like sunlight on a flower.

1 was laughing at this picture,” replied the squire.

. of the most awkward situations imaginable.”

maybe some of them will be so tickled by it that they ©

will never forget it, When they grow up it may keep them )

from going to law, lest the lawyers should get their nuts—
their property—and leave them nothing but the shells of
their fortune.”

These were my thoughts about that nut story,

eye Spitfire?

_——————

THE BOY WITH A BAD MEMORY.

“I1'3 no use, I can't learn that bymn anyhow. My

memory is just like a sieve.”

Thus spoke a boy to himsclf one evening as, throwing
his Sunday-school hymn book on the table with a dasl,
lic lolled back on the sofa and curied himself up as if he
meant to take a comfortable snooze.

What ;&
are yours, Master Quarrelsome?  And yours, Miss Black- ¢

At that moment his Aunt Sally entered the room. She \
was very fond of her nephew, but not blind to his faults.

Fixing her merry eyes upon him she said:

«Carlos, do you really think your memory is a sicve?
Wont it hold anything ?”
“Nothing at all, aunt,
Tong as I live. Everything goes through my mind as

water goes through a sieve.”

“Tiow old are you, Carlos 2 asked lis aunt.

“Eleven years, five months, aud three days,” replied
Carlos, wondering what this question had to do with bis
memory,  *“Soon be a man, shall I not ?"

where were you born ¥
“In Hickston.”
‘In what year ?”

“In the year 1853, on the 10th of January.”

sieve that holds water after all, Carlos.”
“What do you mean, Aunt Sally v inquired Carlos,

Llushing like a boy who feels he has been caught napping. °

“1 mean,” rejoined Aunt Sally with a quict laugh, “ that

poor as your mernory is, it holds some things pretty well, ; precious,
It don’t let the date and place of your birth, nor your age <

« Awkward enough,” rejoins the corporal, smiling, ¢ but
luckily for the soundness of his bones, the bear seems

; quite as anxious to run from him as he is to run from the

¢ bear.

I shall never know anything as .

They arc a pair of cowards running away from
each other. I wonder who the fellow is.”

He is a French naturalist who once visited that great ¢

His looks |
1le is cerlainly in one

lover of nature, Audubon, who stands in the back-ground *

armed, and laughing at his companion’s fright.
- Frenehman wished to go through o cane-brake. Audu-

bon accompanied him, and while working their way
through the tall, tangled eane they started a huge hear,

¢ which, luckily, rushed past them instead of at thew.
“If you live long enough you may be; but, Carlos, .

The Frenchman felt himself to be in a tight place, and

+ did not recover his composure until he was fairly out of
- the brake.
T guess he didn’t care about exploring a cane-brake

. " - again,” observed the corporal,
ta, ba, ba,” laughed Aunt Sally. “Your memory is a -

The -

e was like some chil-

dren T have hieard of who are very plucky in the parlor
under the gas-lights, but very much given to faint in the

dark.”

Just so, corporal.  Carpet courage is very cheap stutl,
True courage, such as Audubon possessed, is rare and
It is pure
study Audubon’s life,

gold. I recommend my readers to
It is full of adventure and very in-

- moved his family and “houschold gods” two hundred

o from your letter-hag,

©oxxd, 12 13,
Jesus wept.

" words, put the letters into theiv proper order, and they
will give you one of the swectest truths ever taught to
. mankind: Fy, Tomsun.
© As hares L

© puzzies are always given in the next number, xo that
. these answers from readers always come too late.

" as—the 8t. Lawrenee.—L. 1L W, writes:

- takes your dear paper, and we all Jove it.
“tle brother two years old, named Freddie.
: bt
©ypaper and he said it was himself. We have a baby brother
* two months old, and we all love him dearly.”

caloql

structive.* Here is another pleture showing how he
miles down the Ohio river.—Now, corporal, let us hear

“Iear the answer to my last puzzle tirst.  Here it is:
Ly Jael, Judges v, 17,

3. Samson, Judges xvi, 29,

(2.) Esau, Genesis xxv, 27,
(+.) Urialy, 2 Samuel xi, 21 i
(6.) Whisperers, Prov. xvi, 233
(7.) Eutychus, Acts xx, 9. (8) Paul, Acts
(9.) Tyrannus, Acts xix, 9. The sentence—

(5.) Susanna, Luke viii, 3.
Rom. i, 2.

“llere, too, is another puzzle. Take the following

Ma. Ilers? Nay, mine? No.

“My letters are legion. 1 have read them all with pleas-
ure,and youshall hear oncor two of then. Herels onefrom
a Montreal hoy, who sends me a solution to the puzzle in
verse publisbed some time since. The answers to the
The
Montreal boy has my best wishes, May his Jife be as Jong

“\Weare five brothers and one sister. My oldest brother
I have one lit-
e is very
We showed him the picture of Freddie in your last

Give fat Freddie a kiss for me, Liston, and another for
the corporal. We adopt him for our pet.

“Iere are some simple lines about death. I find them
in one of your exchanges, They tell what a little child
said when her baby brother died:

“¢Tell me, mamma, if I must die
One day, as little baby died;

And look so very pale, and lie
Down in the pithole by its side?

tShall T leave dear papa and you,
And never sce you any more?
Tell me, mamma, if this is true?
I did not know it was before.”

% OTis true, my love, that yow must die;
The God who made you says you must;
And every onc of us shall lie,
Like the dear baby, in the dust,

“¢These hands, and feet, and busy head
Shall waste and crumble quite away;

But though your body shall be dead,
There is a part whicli can’t decay.

“¢That which now thinks within your heart,
And made you ask if you must die,

That is your soul—the better part—
Which God has made to live on high”

* Ree * Life in the Woods: or, the Adventures of Auduben,
B. K. Prkee”
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