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MISS GRACE'S HAPLPY THOUGHT.
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*Oh Aunt Lauly !’

It was such an cager, breathless vuice that Mrs. Girtun
looked up in alarm as Grace Douglass came into the hall.
But Naonte and Saidee Litton were behind her and Wil

Douglass brought up the reat, su, tepssutcd as tu the pussy
bility of an accident, Mrs. Girntun stmled at her ward's eager
ace, quite sure that Grace had a lavour toask, and quite suie
also, that the “‘favour ' was tu be alluned to du sumethiog
for somebody else,

“Well, my dear, what isit?”

But Grace's first words came as a very decided surprise.

“ Vou know Satarday s my birthday, Aunue.”

* The oot impusiant day i the year,” added Will,

“And ive been thinking <hat, of you didn't wand, I
should like—*

¢ To celebrate it in 2 manner befitting the oczasion,” put
in Will,

Grace shpped her pretty hand over hus hips.  ** Now do
be quiet, while I tell Auntic. I want tov have a picnic,
Auntie, over in Eades’ wouds, with all the children—all
the little girls that is, that I can gather together in the will-
age. Do say that I may.”

* But there are not more than a half a dozen children,”
said Mrs. Girton, doubifully.

¢ DOh, but Auntie, I mean all the children. You know
the poor little things don't have much fun, and really it'sa
simple affair.  If you'll let Jane Luil a ham and make a
good supply of bread, I'll make a lot of cookies and plain
cake, and buy a few pounds of candy, and that's all we'll
need.”

** Whereas, last year, when she was eighteen, we needed
music and salad and ices and jellies and Chinese lan
terns and a new gown aud uhicr thiings too numerous to
mention,” said Will persuasively.  *“ You see, Aunt Emnly,
this is decidely more economical.”

Mrs. Girton laughed. ¢ Do as you like, my dear; only
Jeave us enough in the house to last over Sunday. Jane
shall boil the ham and bake aii the Lread and cake you
want. Only you must see how tany children there are.
Twenty? Fifty? 1 haven't the dimmest idea myself,

¢ About thinty ; certainly nut muic than tlarty five,” saud
Grace, who had made a rapid calculation. “ In the first
place, thete are Nannie and Saidee, aud I know Mrs. Mer
ton will let her children come. Then thete’s the doctor's
little daughter and a child who is staying at the re ay.”

¢ Six,"” said Will; *“and fu. number seven I st est that
baby at the blacksmith's.”

¢ Four years old? Isn’t that rather young? ™ said Mis.
Girton.

4 Will and she are great {friends,” said Grace, siniling.
** We certainly must have her, and for the rest, 1'l} rua over
and ask Mrs. Merton for a list of names. She knows
everybody.”

“ The very thing, * smd Mrs. Gurton. *‘ Suppose you
go aver there auw.  You will have ume before tea—-unly
she will be sure to want you tu sizy.”

And Mrs. Merton did. ** My dear Grace, how yood of
you! Comec in, the tea bell has jusi rung, ' she began cordi
ally, going furward to meet the youny laly, and drawing
her arn. through her own to lead hier into the house. ** On
& begging expedition you say 2 Well, we'll discuss it at vur
leisure and you can Jay it beforc Mr, Merton.”

‘“Ah,” said that gentleman, ‘‘how lucky itis that 1
slipped a dime into Polly’s charity purse this morning!
Perbaps if the cause is very deservang, I may be induced to
contribule another stray penny. Let us hear whatt s,
Miss Grace, and let me give yuu ome of these sitaw iseriaes.”

*1 ouly want your childien and sume advice this Lme,”
Grace, detathing her plan.,

¢ My childien you shall have, on condittua that you let
me fill a corner in onc of your kampers,” said Mis. Merton,
promptly. ** You can usc curned beef sandwickes I know,
and hard boiled egrgs toc.  Then aoughnuts and some cake,
and, oh ! by the way, what can you gi.c them to drink?
Let me send a big tin of mill. over. I'll sce that some ice
goes with it 1o kecp it cool.  Then you can have—"

But there Grace fauly pur her hands over her cass.
% Dear Mrs. Merton, we have provisjons cnvugh for an
army.”

““You'll need them all ; and, by the way, Jet me suggest
that you tell the children to wear plain calico frocks. It
puts them on sumething resembling eyuality.”™

*I'll remember ; thank youfor thinking of te And now
abont the children 2 1 tuld Auntic that they would number
from thirty to thirnty five.”

Mr. Merion stopped to think. “*Yes; I'Nl write outa
list after tea, so that we sh.'l be sure to remember cvery-
body. Tom, couldn't you spare one of the farm wagguns to
take them all to the picaic ground 2™

** Let them walk over, and in the afternoon I'll send 2
couple of teanis to bring everylbe.» home. Don'tyou think,
Miss Srace, that it would be well to have three or four lads
to help you keep otder and to feich and carry?2 Your
brother will help, I know, and 14 give Rubert a day off.
He's a young fellow who came to us in the spring, and we
all think highly of him. 1Ic's just the one to help you, for
nothing pleascs him better than to gacher a crowd of chil
dren about him. Then there’s the blacksmith’s cldest boy.
You don't know how pleased he would be at being asked to
help you.”

*“The very thing 1" sald Grace. * V'l stop there to-
mortow and ask hiu, and no doubt he can tell me of a
fourth helper.”

Thete was no dificulty in geiting the children.  Perhaps
their mothers found more in getting them teady, for kaday
morning s.~ ~li the clotheshacs i the willage flntenng wal,
faded hittle frocks and pinalsics, which needed all that soap
arnd water could do to make them presentable.  More than
one littlc guest was without shoes :{nd stockings ; but at
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least they ali had cleau faces and famous appetites. I don't
know whether the sun was in. Grace's confidence, but it
really seemed as.if he knew all about it, when his bright red
face peeped over the hills and shot a glance upward to the
clear sky, and another down to the dewy fields about five
o'clock that morning. He faitly smiled all over when he
looked in at Professor Girton's, until the quiet house was
quite tronsfigured with the glow. Not only Mrs. Girton
and Grace were there in the kitchen, but even Will was
lending 2 veady hand. ‘¢ For it takes the hand of a man,
vt at seast of a big Loy, to slice bread enough for Grace's
army,’ said the handsome young fellow of une.and-twenty,
deftly plying his koife while he talked.  Auntie, leave
room in that basket for a few stray oranges. I wanted some
su badly last night that I got five dozen and there are one
or two of them left. Tt stzuck me thatif we tucked them
away, not teo nugly, in the moss around our picnic ground,
the children would take kindly to the new pame. Some-
thing after the farhion of Easter hare you know.”

¢ More provisions 2 said the prolessor, looking in at the
window. ' Grace, I hope you've asked the doctor to join
your company. Those children will certainly have dyspepsia
if they eat half the good things 1 see in those baskets. You
surely don't want to be handed down in the village annals
as the New Yurk girl who made : * the childsen invalds
during the course of her six weeks' s\ y in the wilderness? "

‘* They dun't call it the wilderness,” said Grace, Jaughing.

Will joined in the laugh, * No, indeed. A woman re.
marked to me only yesterday, in a doubtful tone, that per-
haps New York might be bigger ; she's heard tell as how it
was even bigger'n Peckskill, but for her part she thought
folks that wasn’t satisfied with this village wouldn't never
be satisfied with nothing, ’specially since we'd got a town
pump, and Abe Hackett had put such an extra choice lot of
notions into his new store.”

¢ The candy came from Hackett’s. I only hope it may
prove only as bad as it Hooks,” said Grace, eyeing it with
evident concern. ** ‘ Genuine Pans bung-bongs, at eigh.
teen cents a pound,’” she added, with such a perfect imita.
tiun of IZackett’s tone that everybody laughed, though Will
declared that, in his opinion, that candy was no lauphing
matter.

Ten o'clock was the hour chosen for starting, but by half-
past nine every chiid was waiting on Mrs, Giston's lawn.
Grace, in a pretty biue gingham gown, was flying here and
there among them, and her four knights, as \Will langhingly
dublied himself and his companions, were stowing pails 2nd
bashe's in the cart, and answering a ceascless ruund of Jues
tions from the eager little crowd.

‘* March? Of course you may and sing too. What do
you want tosing? "

Somebody suggested “Shoo Fly,” and somebody else
voted for ** Rarberry Allan,” but the choice of the majority
fell upon *‘Oaward, Christian Soldiers,” which almost every-
body p.ofessed to know. It turned out that they held vari-
ous ideas as to time and tune, but as they all sang with right
good will, that mattered little.  Then Grace and her
brother sang songs in which the childien came in on a stir-
ting chorus, and time passed so quickly that there was a
gencral cry of surprise when the picnic ground was reached.
The cz t was there ready to beunloaded, and Grace and two
of her ‘*knights ” took the work in hand, while the other
two lads and Mrs. Merion started round games among the
children. They played hide-and-seck, and ““hete we go
round the mulbersy hush **; and it turned out that the doc
tor’s Ii*tle daughter had brought half a dozen bean bags,
wkich furnished fun for twice as many children.

Four or five little girls wandered out of sipht for a while,
and then onc ot the party came back and held a whispered
consultation with Mrs. Merton. It ended in her going back
with the child, and then Mr. Douglass was called and let
into the secret.  The end of it all was, that when Grace
marshalled her forces and took her place at the head of the
table—or rather, the tablecloth—fuur litile girls came for-
ward carrying 2 wreath of wild flowers, which Will took
and placed vpon his sister’s head. It proved a size toolarge
and came down ovet her shoulders, but M 3. Mezton soon
temcedied the trouble by loosening the ends of the wicath
and twining it, in a long spray, from Grace’s shoulder cross:
wise 10 her waist,

Afier all, the professor was right ; there was more than
even that hungry crowd could eat; and when each litile
gir]l had at last declined another picce of cake, Will
Duuglass stood up and made a funny speech, drinking Miss {
Graces's health in a glass of iced milk, amid much laughter
and clapping of hands on the parst of the children.

Then Hannie and Saideg, who knew what Miss Douglass
could do in the way ol 2 story, begged for one, and Grace
was led away to the foot of alarge oak tree, around which
all the children pathered to listen. Mrs. Merton and the
**kaipkts " meanwhile cleared away the remains of the feast,
and made 2 little parcel fo- cach child to take home to
mamma

There was wmore singing, and a few merry games, and
then Will announced that he had a story tu tell. Tt wasa
shost ove, Lut it scored & great success, and thete were s0
many hints about oranges in it that presently these was
much peeping into bushes and solt patches of moss, followed
by merry shouls as orangeafter orange was found.  Nobody
conld bclicve that it was four o’clock when two of Mr.
Merton's farm wagpon. appearcd, followed by their kind
hearted owner and Prufessor Garton.

And then came the crowning surprise of the day, a cake
and such 2 cake ! It was covered with frosting, had nine-
teen candles around the cdges and bore a pink rosc in the
centre.

Strange to say, it was cut inte exactly thirty-seven pieces.
There were thitty seven children present, ** incluaing Miss
Grace,” Mr. Merton said, and as he passed the cake, he
wazned cach little girl to bite it slowiy and very carelully,
as he was almost sure she would find & big raisin seed ot
sumething clsc in her slice.

The children said, ** Yes, sir; thank you sir,” and bit
into the slices; and at last one Hitle girl cried oat, ** Oh
my !itisn't a raisin seed, ivs—five cents 1’

Sure enough, there wasa bright five cent picce in every

» A
slice. Miss Grace declared that she meant to keep hers al-
ways to remind her of her pleasant birthday })axly; but all
the children said that they couldn't possibly forget the day,
even if they tried,,so that they would not need to.keep the
five-cent pieces very long by way of & souvenir,

Then gwu[l),a(tcr group came up to bid Grace good-by,
and to thank her for * the very best time I ever had in ail
my life, Miss Douglass,” and, at last, a !unn?- little cheer
went u}) us the waggons rolled away with their tired but
ha?py reight, .

*Well, Grace, I think your thought was a happy one. Has
the day Leen a success? ™ asked the professur, smiling down
at her radiant face,

** Indeed it has! I mean to dv it again next year—this,
or something like it. Dan’t you think it’s the best way to
keep birthdays, Uncle John 2"

**To go on a picnic? ” said the professor, laughing,

‘¢ No—not exastly ;-but to do something to make some-

body else plad that one is in the world with a birthday to
keep. And then,” she added, softly, **1 thought about
something else, * when thou makest a feast* " —
. ‘“Ah!” said the professor, ‘* So that was where the
! Happy Thought' came in, wasit? Yes, Grace, it's the
very best way to keep a hinthday. May you live,to keep
many and many more. I’m swie,” he added, genly, * that
somebody will always hove cause to be ¢ glad that you are
in the wurld with a birthday to keep.™™

REALISAL.

It has lately become a fashion to speak of realism, so
called, as if it were 2 recent discovery or invention, like the
telephone or the electric light. Realism 1n literature and
art nas always existed, and, when unaccompanmied by the im-
aginative faculty, has always occupieda secondary place.
Every age has produced writers who have attempted faith-
fally to paint the life of their period, and they have painted
it best who did not seck merely to photograph it.  There
were great warniors ocfore Agamemnon.  There were great
novelists before Gogol, Tourguénefl, Dostolevski and Tol-
stoi, and there were ditty wniters before Zola, whose vaunted
realism is to be questioned, Photography has its limita-
tions, and its perspectiveisinvariably false.  Zola’s pictures
ot French social bife and manners are obviously the grossest
exaggerations.  Sociely, as he reflects i, could fot hald to.
pether a wwelvemonth, Is every poor yurl 1 Pans a cour-
tesan, and s cvery well-vorn margied woman somebody’s
mistress ¢ ks everyt'ung honeycombed wath corrupuon? s
that ail the author can tell us oflus own countsy?  Then he
had better not tell it. The plain fact 1s that Zofa's romances
have been widely read, not because they were truthful, but
becausc they wete nasty.  They had the novelty of beyng
murestartlingly bratal than any other books not taken charge
of by the police. I speak of themn in the past tense, for
their populanty is waning. The minority report of human
decency is agairst at, and will kill it.  The popularity of
m * novelsis a short-bredthed business.  Each century has
1t swn panscular vintage, with a bouquet 0 dshcate as not
to bear transpottation from one cycle to another.  Only the
fittest survives. Contemporary judgment seldom settles the
quesuon. Who would have doubted the immortality of
Richardson, when the blonde and brown lashes of half the
girls in England were heavy with tears over his long-waisted
herownes?  But the Clarissa Harlowe style went oat with
the poke-Lounnet, and has not returned, even 10 a ghostly
fashion, as that did with the Saivauon Army.  We'wonder
at the taste of our great-grandparents, and our great-grand-
children 1n turn will wonder, with nore reasor, at outs.

¢ So runs the world away.”

Meanwhile, Zola’s writings have done vast hurt to all
civilized nations,—barbaric nations were haply spared the
precious Rougon-Macquart family, —and cspecially hurt to
France and French Biterature, which dida’t need hurting.
They have demaralized many a clever French story-teller,
like Maupassant, for cxample, and have left 2 nauseating
flavour in the mouth of mankind. — Oclober Atlantic.

FIRST ENGLISH BOOX ON AMERICA.

It is not generally known that the earliest book printed in

" English which contains the word America—or, as it is

styled, ** Armenica "—was printed at Antwerp by Jan Van
Doesborch.  The vulume bears no date, but according ta
Muller, the eminent Amsterdam bookseller, now dead, **it
is out of question that it has besn printed in the period
1500-9, the time when all the separate editions of Vespuc-
cius were published ; ¥ and certainly the latest date \at
can possibly be assigned 1o it is 1521, The last mentioned
date is therefore usually quoted by cataloguers as a fair, if
not cunclusive, statement of the facts,

The utle of this first English bouk on America runs as
follows : ¢ Of the new'landes and ye people | founde by the
messengers of the kyn | e of portyngale named Emanuel
Of thex dyvers nacyons crystencd ! Of pope Tohn and his
landes and of | the costely keyes and wonders Molo | dyes
that in that lande is | ” &nd following is a kind of pre-
fac: or introductory notice, which explains that ““in the
yeare of our Lorde god M.CCCCNCVI., shd so be, we
with shyppes of Lusscboche sayled oute of Portyngale
through the commaundment of the Kyage Emanucl, So
haue we our voyage. For by fortune ylandes ouer the great
sce with great charge and daunger so hauc we at the laste
sounde oun lordshyp where we sayled well ix.c. mylee by
the cooste of Selandes, that we at ye laste went a lande,
but that lande is not ncwe knowen, for there haue no
masters wryten thereof nor it knowethe, and it is named
Armenica.”  According to the author that land was, at
the time he wrote, ‘*ryght {ull of folke, for they lyue com.
monly iii ¢ ” (by which he mneant 300) ** yere and more, as
with sykenesse they dyenat.™

Mazny other extraordinary ‘statements are to be found in
this excecdingly rare, cunous and cosmographical work,
which 15 aizo the very carlicst printed documcat n the Eng-
lish language relating to what we are wont to call the New
Wontd.~—Ameritan Sookmaker.



