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hie told bier 40. look through the wvindow and she wouldse

a beautiful old %vite-haired gefitienian-that was Long-
fellow. When lie went in, hie said,, "Do look out of the

window and bow to that littie girl Who wishes very much

to sce you." .But Longfellow did better than that: hie

hurried to the door and called bier in. When she had

entered, hie chatted kindly a few minutes and then showed

hier the "old dlock on the stairs," the chair made from the

village smithy's chestnut tree, and many curious souvenirs

gathered during foreign residence and travel.

The followirig description of Longfellaw's childl-

ren, frdmr a lietter to "EmÉrily A., written f romn

Nahant, Augutst'i5, 1859," will be of interest. These

are the children alluded ta in stanza three of " The

Children's Hour-Grave Alice and laughing Aile-

gra " (accent on the second syllable), " ând Edith:"
Your let-ter foilowed me down here by the seaside, where

1 arn passing the summer with my three littie girls. Thè

oldest is about your age; but as little'Igirls' ages keep
changing every year, I cari neyer remember exactly just
how old she is. and have. to ask ber mamnua, who has a
better memory than I have. She is a nice girl, and

loves>poetry almiost as much es you dQ>. The second is
Edith, with blue eyes and heautiful golden locks which I
sometimes call bier 'nankeen hair,' to make hier laugh. She
is a very busy littie woman, and wears gray boots. The
youngest is Allegra; which, you know, means merry, gnd
she is the merriest littie thing you ever saw,-always smng-
ing and laughing ail over the bouse. I do not say anything
about the two -boys. They are such noily fellows it is no

*use to talk about them.
Ail teachers rnay not have at hand the story of

the Bishap of Bingen, alluded ta- in the ýscventh

stanza. 'Southey tells it in his poem, " Bishép

*Hatto," and the tale from Brewer's "Handbook"

is that-
During the famine .of 97qo, hie invited the poor to bi3

barn on a certain day, under'the plea of distributiflg corn
to theni; but when the barn was crowded, lie locked the

door and set fire ta the building; for 'which iniquity bie

was biniseif de,.oured by an army of mice and rats.

storleu from NatUral OIstory.
Cat and Squirreýý

There was once a poor cat wboseë kittens had -al

(lied, leaving her very sad. Sa the gamne-keeper

brought from the Wood a'tiny baby squirrel whosc

eyes were nlot vet open, and Who could nêitbcr eat

nor drink alone. The children laidý the bhelpIes's lit-

tic crature by the mother cat and she gave hini ta

drink and licked himn as if he were ber only baby.

She kept bimi Warin by night, and if a dog came

near who might hurt her foster-child, sbe would

put up ber back, bristie ber -1coat 'and fly at the

enemy tili he ran away.
But. wben, the squirrel- grew, bigger and could

run about alone, pussy took hini for walks, showed

him gll abo'ut 'te bouse, and gave bjmn lessanS ii

thec art of catching mnice. First she laid a dead
mlouse before Iiim and instructed hin bow he sbauld

catch hold of it. Then- Ehe brougbt a. balf dead one,

which, could still run. a little, and Master Squirrel

was ta catch it. Finally she brought a live oe, let

it run aw ay and icaught'it -again. AIl this' ber

foster-child was ta imnitate, that he might lern to

get' his own living and shift for himseif i the

world. But the squirrel was most inattentive and

clumsy during these lesàons, for hée cared neither

ta catch nor'eat a mous.e. He could nat even'learn

ta talk in cat langu'age, and: if p.ussy called 'ýmiau,"

be answeréd "mirr" in 'quirrel talk.: The cat did

-her very best for bim, but it: w"~ al no use. She,

was very troubled, tbinking, no doubt, " What .is

ta becorme of' such an ignorant child? }How is lie

ta get on in tbç wor'd? HDW is be ta get his liv-

ing?"
She led the way into the garden, and her aquirrel'

son happed beside ber, tili they came to the nut tre 'e,

bencatb which the mice had a hale. Here the les-

son in mouse catching was tto begin. But the, squir-

rel had bardly set eyce on thc lovely tr 'ee befre -he

had shot up the trunk. Ffon -amang the rustling

branches above he looked down upon his faster-

mother. Pussy could climb, too, for sbe had been

up into the nut tree befère now, stalking sparrows.

Sa she took a run at it and clawed ber way'up the

trunk. Hardly bad she reached Master Squirrel.

thani he j umpcd fron ane, brancb ta another right

up into the thinncst branches in the crown.ý From

there be pceped merrily down upon the world, pick-

ed a nut banging beside him,. cracke d it, ate up the

swcet kernel and tbrew thç sheil dawn ta motber

cat.
That was more than puss couldunderstand. She

climbed down again f romn the trcc, and tbought the

matter over. By and by tbe two lived bappily ta-

gether in the garden, ecd anc took carel of himmself

and -went an bis own way. Thec cat crept àfter the

rn ice below, caught tbemn and atc thcm, wliile the

squirrel rocked higb up amonig the branches and

muncbed nuts. -We each have aur' own lives ta live,

and .everyone must make the best of the gifts he

bas.

A LIt. Bird In an !agWs !yrik.

Once upon a timne there lived in a greatforeat a

yellow wggtail, Who wanted ta build a nest sd as

ta hatch ind rear a broad of young.- But where

was she ta bide ber nest away f rom the many beasti

that prcy upan tic' lives of yaung birds If she

buit it on tbe groutid, cancçaled in soft 1poss or-
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