e X ]

h

]

!
{

Y

i

e N

10

PLEASANT HOURS.

Thirteen at Last.
SulA PRRRY.

T is my birthiday to-day, you ktiow :

The duy s are so long, and the time goes so
slow,

When vue is waiting aa T have been

A whole tung year to bring thirteen,

But here Tam in my teons at last 3

| feel guate ulil as 1 think of the post,
As ook "way down the years and soo
The httle gnd that ouce was mo t

Rut thirteen is quite old, I'm sure,

W it womie people nught eall “ mature 3
Why, all sy shirts huve been let down,
And I'm to have wath iy nextnew gowa

A jucketawaine just like mamma’s,

Yenumed with buttons and braded bars,
And [ ve got sume spletdid grow ieup gloves,
W ith Jomyg shn wristy, that tit like loves.

Y ex, thirteen is quite old--und so—

I suppose | nast let my dollies go.

There's Maud and Alice, and that sweot
dear

With luxen curls, 1 had last year.

It scems a shame to put them away,

Batt uno nust give up childish play

\Vhen oue iy ulutost 1 womnn grown ;

And et and yet—my heart’s like o stone,

And 1 feel like having a real good cry,
When 1 think of bidding my dolls good-bye.
Oh dear, olt desr, I'venlways been told
Life grow so hard as one grew old ¢

Well, nothing, I'm sure, can Lo harder than
this—

To givo my children 2 farewell kiss.

Yes! they are my children, und Jack mnay
laugh,

And all the rest sy teaso and chaff,

] can'’t, I cau’t, and I won't tura away
My Maud and Alice and tlaxen May |
1'd rather go bick and be ouce more
The romping girl I waa before?

I'd ruther have all the tucks put back

In my lengthened gowus, and the childish
sncyuo

In place of the waist, just like mawnmp’s

With protty buttons and braided bars :

I'd rather—yesy, eson my grown-up gloves,
With the long slim wrists, that tit like loves,
1'd rather give up than turn away

From iny dear old dolls -, this Iate day.

For love is better than all the rest,

And one must be true to have tho best ;
So Jack may tease, and the other 8 chaff,
1'll take my way in spste of their laugh.

But ok ! it isn't 80 nice, 1 sce,

‘To grow up big, as I thought 'twould be,

And it's very true, what I've been told,

Tbat life grows hard as one grows old.
—Xmas Wide Awake,
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AUNT DINAHS SEARCH.
An Incidens of the Oharleston Earthguale,
BY 8S8ARAU LEE.

“Qgy, oh, oh!” gasped little Mabel
Emory, as sho opened her eyes, and
found her rosewood half-canopy bed
bounding across the room. *“What's
the matter?”  And she began to cry.

“It’s the end of th’ worl', honey.
The good Lords dune come for th,
judgment day,” said Aunt Dinah, the

- old black matmy ;" and hastily eatch-
; ing the child up, she wrabped her ina

shawl, and rushed out inw the hall,
There they found the famly gathier-
«d 1 terror, Mr. Emory suppurdng
lus mvalid wife, whiic the svhid walls
of the bouse rocked from side w side,

“Papa tnko Mabel——Mabel's so
fraid,” said tio child, holding out her
arms to hor father.

“ Papa has mama, darling.  Won't
you lot mummy take care of yout”

“Yug, T will,” said she, clasping her
aring around the black neck; *but
kiss Mabel once.”

“God grant we may come safoly out
of this!” anid the father, as hc kissed
the dear little upturned fuce.

“ Dod’ll take care of us, papa; you
tole me so your own solf.”

* Bress do chile!” said Aunt Dinah,
holding her close ng they groped their
way through the darkness.

It was the nevorto-beforgotten
mght of August 31, in Charleston, the
beautiful city by the sea. The confu.
sion in the street was terrible; the
shricks of the horror-stricken people,
the rumnble of the upheaving earth, the
thud of falling buildings, made a din
that cannot be described.

“T'o the purk, to the park |” cried a
loud voice; and thither the terrified
people fled.

“ Aunt Dinah, come and help me
& moment,” said Mr. Emory, as his
fainting wife slipped from his grasp.

Aunt Dinah hustily set Mabel on
the ground, while she sprinkled her
mistress’s face from a bettle of cologne
which she had in her pocket.

“Now,” said Mr. Emory, “follow
e, as closely as you can, to the park.”
And with o hasty glance behind he
hurried on.

Aunt Dinzh turned for her charge,
but, to her dismay, no Mabel was to
be seen.  She rushed from one side to
the other, calling, ¢ Mabel, my lawm'!
lioney, chile! wharisyer? Come bnek
to you ole black mammy.”

But the dull crash of the falling
buildings was her only answer; and
the people around, thinking she was
afirtghted at the scene, and not under-
standing her words, bade her be quiet.

duudenlv a thought struck her.
Maght nov tu.. “hild have become ¢ -
fused, and wandered back iuto <he
house thay had justleft § She hurried
to the entrance, and was nbout darting
in when » man caught her ana.
“Don’t you see, aunty, the house is
Just going to fall 3” .

“My chile, my chile! I'se fearced
she's in thar, marster,” she said, wring-
ing her hands, and trying to break
away from him.

“No,"” he said, kindly, “thero’s no
ono in there; I've just been through.”

« Move back, move back!” cried the
crowd.

And with a roar and a groan the
wall fell outward. A great picce of
plaster came down on Aunt Dinal’s
head.  Her bandanna turban kept it
from dving fatal harm, but it stunned
the old woman, and turned her sick
and giddy, and that, with the fright,
dazed her completely.  She lost her
wits, and wandered aiudessly about
the strects calling :

*My law’, my little white dove!
whar 15 yer? Como biack to yer ole
black mammy.” ,

Hundreds of peoplo heard the plain.
tivo ery and shuddercd, clasping their
own dnrlings closer ns the mournful
wail sounded near and then receded in
the distance. .

At lust her wandering steps brought
her to the park, where Mr. Ewmory was
dovoured with anxioty for his child;
yot he dared not leave his wife alone
But at the first sound of the familiae
voice he started up from the iron settee
and rushed towards her crying,
“Where is Mabel, Aunt Dinah{”
Then a3 he cmight sight of the dis.
traught fuce, and saw tha€ her arms,
although pressed close to her breast,
wero empty, he scized her by the
shoulder, and cried, * What's the mat-
ter! Where’s my baby? What have
you done with her?”

“ QO marster ! she's goue,” sobbed the
poor creature. My chile, my little
law’ ! whar is yer? Come to yor ole
mammy.”

That was all he could gather from
her.  “She has lost her mind, and no
wounder,” he groaned. “ But where is
my baby, lost in this terrible city$”

“Henry,"” said his wife, in an agony
of tears, “leave my, and go and look
for her.”

“Will you stay, Aunt Dinah, and
take care of Miss Emily while I go
and search for Mabel 1” said he.

«T los’ her, marster, I'll fine her;”
and she broke away and wandzred on.

“Shall we ever find her” cried the
poor mother.

“God grant it1” was the answer;
“but we must wait for the morning.”

And Mabel! whero was sho?

When the old woman sat the child
on the ground to attend to her fainting
mistress, a second tremble of tho
ground, faint compared to the first but
plainly to be felt, swept over the earth,
causing an accession of terror and a
fresh rush of the multitude out to the
parks and down to the Battery. ’

The frightened littleone, left alone
for the first time in . .ife, shrank
back with terror at the confusion,
and in s second the crowd surged
arcund her, and sho was carried off’ in
their midst; and when Aunt Dinah
looked for her charge she was half-way
down the block, a helpless atom in
that cruel, crushing crowd.

But if her cries fell unheeded upon
tho cars about her, there. was One
who heard and noted the pitiful wail
from thoso buby lips.

“Mabel's so tired! AMabel wants
paps. Where's my munmy1”

It almost seerned as if an invisible
shield surrounded the little one, for,
excapt for her terror, she was untouch-
ed by harm, and when. at the crossing
of the Boulevard, the crowd parted to
the right and left, she was left
alone on the curb. Tired though
the Jittle fect were, there seemed no
place for them to rest: the shricks,
the crashes, the glire tevrified  her
more, and she wandered n. But

‘the One who had kept her unhurt in

the terrible crush of the crowd, guided
her footsteps now, and ou down to the

Battery, where the cool breczes of the
sea blew in to moderato the heat of tho
city, sha wont,

Tho silken shawl had long falien oft}
ond the tiny figure, clad in ler little
white embroidered night-gown, with
yellow curls atresming  down her
shoulders and pattoring bave feet, seem-
ed strangely unsuited to that gloomy
widnight hour in the terrovstricken
city.

" Oh, look! Dick, here’'s an angel
coming,” said a rough stevedore stand.
ing on tl'. wharf, as the bluewyed
baby cameon towards him.  She looked
into tho, kindly face, and, holding out
her arms, said

“TLake Muabol.  Mubel's 8o tired.”

Tenderly, as her own father could
have done, helifted herin his arms ;
and, with a little sigh she nestled her
head on his shoulder, and closed her
oyes.

“Hero, Bill,” snid the other, his
voice choked and his eyes shining,
“ we canmake her bed on this lamber.”

With their flonnel shivts they made
a couch, and there the little one slept.
*Vho can doubt that he hnd given his
angels charge over her?

As the first beam of the morning
sun shone on the water, Aunt Dinah
wandered down to the Battery, still
crying : “My lamnie, my little lammie!
whar i3 yert”

‘That dear voice, which wus the
first sound that Babol had ever learn-
ed to know, penetrated the child’s
aleep, and, opening hor’eyes wide, she
called: “Here's Mabel, mammuy ; here’s
Mabel.”

Quick as a flash the old woman
swooped down upon her nursling,
clasping-ber in her arms as if to make
amends for having ever let her go, and
sobbing and crying, *Bress de Lord,
Lress de Lord.”

“Good-by, men,” said Mabel, putting
up her little mouth to kisa themas she
was borne away n Aunt Dinah’sarms,
“1 tanks ‘oo fur takin’ care o’ Maba]”

“ Here she iz, marster. Didn't 1
tell yerole Dinah log’ her, ole Dinal'd
fine her?" said the delighted nurse us
she put the child into the father's
arios.

Mr. Emory held his darling closely,
and covered her with kisses, while slie
whispered, *“God did take care d’ e,
—didn’t he, papa$”

“I thank him, I thank him!” was
all the father could say. What to
him wore the losses of houses and
m?n:y when his dearest trensures were
safe .
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OOLLECTING DIAMONDS.

Ix ono province of Chims, having
great mineral wealth, the natives are
suid to hare the following mcthod of
collecting swall diamonds: The jewel-
sveker puts on his feet & pair of thick
straw shoes, ar~d walks about in the
sand and  shallow streams. The
diamonds, for the most part, are o
larger than n pin's head, but mgged
in outline, pierco the straw, and there
remain.  The shoes ars collected at

the day’'send, and burned ; after which N

search is wade amongst the ashes for
diamonds.
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