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SATURDÂY.

By Mary E Waterhouse.
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When Sat'day coxies, a' every one's se,
busy.

I tako my dolisan'2 go te gran'ma's
house;

My gran'ma she is always glad te se
me. %

She doesn't say, "Be quiet as a mouse."1

An' my Aunt Mary she bas bakin' biz-
nessMben Sat'day comos, an' lots me belp
lier too.

I scrape the bowl, and love the choc'-late filin',
Au' sometimos bake a littie cake, I do.

Thon, whcn 1'm ail througli hlpin' my
,Aunt Mary,

I run riglit back to wbere my mamma
livos,

An' flnd that she too's been i bakin'
bizness,

Au' al the bowls are full,. an' four
sieves'.

An' whon I wait an' wait until she fin-
ished,

An thon I serape my mamma's bowls,
I do.1

I think there's netlhi' quito like bakin'
biznoss, 1

Mhen Sat'day cornes, an' I ean srape,
dont' you?

BROTHER RÂBEIT AND MISS NA2NCY
An Uncle Remus Story.

By Jool Chandler Harris.

One day, whon Unclo Remus had told
one of the stories that have been ai-
ready set forth, the iittie boy was un-
usualiy tlioughtful. Ho bad asked bis
moéther whether there was over a time
wlien the animais actod and talkod iike
people, and she, without reflecting, bo-
ing a young and an impulsive woman,bad answered most emphaticaily in the
nogative. Now, this itle boy was
shrewder than ho was given credit for
being, and ho knew that neither bis
grandmother nor Uncle Remus would
st great store by wbat bis mother said.
How hoe knew this would be difficuit to
explain, but hoe knew it aIl the sanie.
Therefore, when ho interjected a doubt
as to the truth of the tales, hoe kept the
naine of bis authority to bimself.

"Uncle Remus," said the iittle boy,
"bow do you know that the tales you
tell are true? Coui4n't somebody make
tbem up ?"

The old man looked at the little
chid, and knew who had sown the seeds
of douht in bis mind, and the knowledge
mnade him groan and shako bis liead.
"Maybe you think I done it, honey, but
cf ,you doos, de sooner you fergit it off'n
0' min', de btter fer you, kaze I'd set
ore an' dry up an' blow 'way fo' I

km tell a tale or my own make up; an'
cf dey's anybody deze days what kmn
make umi up, I'd like fer ter snuggle
Up ter 'im, an' ax 'im ter l'ara me bow.'

"Do you roally holiove the animais
couid talk?' asked the child.

"What diffunce do it make what I
b'lieve, honey 1 Ef dey kmn talk in dem
days, or of dey can't, b'iievin' or not
b'lievin' ain't gwinetor he'p matters. 01P
folks what live in dem timos, dey say
de creeturs kmn talk, kaze dey done taik
Nvid am, an' dey tell it tor der ebllun
an' der chillun tell it ter der chillun
rigbt on down tor deze dajys. So den
what you gwinotor do 'bout it-blieve
dem wbat had it fum de ol' folks dat
know'd, o r dom what aint nover bear
nothin' 'tali about t twel dey git it
second ban' fum a 61i' nigger man?

The child perceived that Uncle Remus
was hitting prtty close to home, as
the saying is, and hoe said nothing f'or
a while. "I haven't said that 1 don't
lelieve them," hoieremarked presently.

"Ef you said it, boney, you ain't say
it whar I kmn hear you, but 1 take

notice dat you bol' 'ýo' head on one
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side an' kinder wrinkle yo' face 41p

when I tell dezo taies. Ef you don't
b'lieve uni, tain't no mo'l use fer me
ter telliuui dan 'tis fer me ter fly."'

'My face always wrinkios 'when I
Iaugh, Uncie Remus?'

"Au' when you cry," responded the
old man se promptly that the olnid
laughod, tbough hie hardly knew what
hie was laughing at.

"I'm gwinotor toll yoin one now," re-miarked Uncle Remus, wiping a smilo
from his face 'with the back of hie
hand, "an' you kmn take it er leave
it, des oz you please. Ef you see any-
thing wrong in it anywhar, you kmn
p'int it out ez wo go 'long. I been
tollin' you dat Brer Rabbit wuz a heap
bigger in demi days dan what lie is now.
t look like de fambiy done run ter

sood, an' I bot you dat ninety-nine
thousan' year f um dis ve'y day, de Rab-
bit-tum-a-hash crowd won' be bigger
dan fle'-mices-I bot you dat. He
wa'n't only bigger, but ho wuz mighty
handy 'bout a farm, 'when be tuk a no-
tion, speshuaily ef Mr. Man had any
greens in his truck-patch. WeiI, one
tie, timos wuz se hard dat he hatter
hire out fer his vittlos an' close. He
had de idee dat he wuz gittin' a mighty
hez.p fer de work ho done, an' Mr. Man
tell bis daughtor dat hie wuz gittin' Brér
Rabbit migbty cheap. Dey wuz bofe
satchiflcd, an' when dat's de case, eve'-
body lse ouglitor be satchiflod. _-er
Rabbit kmn hoe tators, an' chop eotton,
an' fetch up breshwood, an' split do
kin'iin', an' do right smart.

"4He say ter hisse'f, Brer Rabbit did,dat- ef lie ain't gitting no money an'
mighty few loze, ho loua' he'd have
a plenty vitties. De fust week er two,
ho ain'et eut up ne shines; he wuz gittin'
usen ter der place. Hie struck ter his
work right straight 'long twel M~r. Man
say hoe one er de bes' han's on de wholeglace, an' lio telil is daughter dat she

tter set 'or cap fer Brer Rabbit. De
gai she toss hier head an' make a mouf,
sheep eyes at 'im.

"Ono fine day, whcn de sun shinin'
mighty bot, Bror Rabbit 'gun ter git
mighty bongry. Ho say hoe want some
wator. Mr. Man say, 'Dar de buckot,
an' yan de spring. Eve'ything flxed so
you kmn git water monstous easy,' Bror
Rabbit git de wator, but stili do wuz
a gnyawin' in his stomach, an' bimeby
hoe say hoe want some bread. Mr. Man
say, 'Tain't been so mighty long senco
you had brokkus, but no mattor 'bout
dat. Yans de house, in de bouse you'Il
fin' my daughter, an' she'l1 gi' you what
bread you want.'

"Wid dat Brer Rabbit put out fer de
house, an' dar hoe fin' de gai. Sho say,
'La Brer Rabbit! you oughter lbe at
work, but stiddor dat bore you is at
de bouse. I hoar pap say dat youor
mighty good workor, but cf dis do way
you doos yo' work, I dunner what make
'im sosso.' i.rer Rabbit say, 'inhoro,
Miss Nàti1cy, kazo yo daddy sont me.'
Miss Nancy 'low, 'Ain't you 'shame or
yos'f for ter talk dat awayY You
know pap aint sont you.' Brer Rabbit
say, cYassum, lho gid,' an' demt hoeamole
one or deze yorlop-si ded smiles. Miss
Nancy kinder bang 'or hoad an' low,
'Stop lookin' at me so brazon.' Bror
Rabbit stood dar wid bis eyos shot, an'
hoe ain't so nothin'. Miss Nancy say,
'le you gone tor sloep? You oughter bo
'shame fer ter drap off dat-a-away whar
dey's ladies'

"'Brer Rabbit make a bow, ho did,
an' Plow, 'You to' mc not tor look at
you, an' cf I ain't ter look at you, I
des oz, weli ter keep my oyos shot.' De
gai sbe giggle an ' say Bror Rabbit
oughtn't to make fun or lber right bie-
fo' hoer face an' eyos. She ax what lier
pap sont 'im fer, an' hoiow dat Mr.
Man sent 'im for a dollar an' a haif,
an' somne read an' butter. Miss Nancy
say she don't b'lieve 'im, an' wid dat
she run down todes de fiel' whcre lier
pa wuz workin' an' bolier at 'imi-Pap!
Oh, pap!' «-Mr. '.%an make answver, 'lleyv?
an' de gai say, '113 you sav what, Brer
Rabbit say vou say?' '.\r. Man lhe bolier
back dat dat's (les w~hat hoe sav, an'
miss Nancy she run back ter de biouse,
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