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THE COW IN THE TREE.
BY MRS. A. F. RAFFENSPERGEK.
“ So you think it is too much

trouble, Johnny, to go after the
cow every eveuing and take her
to the nasture every morning,
even though she gives us such
sweet rich wmilk and cream?
Well, it is hard case for a strong
healthy boy of ten years old,who
has nothing else to do! Ibelieve,
though, you do not find it any
grent trouble to drink the milk
and cream, de you? I am afaid
you are lazy, Johuny. Youought
to go and live where the cows
always stay in vne place.”

“ Are there any cows that
always stay in the same place,
wmother 7 ”

“ Yes, indeed, Johnny.”

“ But then I think it would
be as much trouble to carry their
grass ared hay to them as it is
to drive our cow to the pasture.”

“ The cows I am telling you
about neter eat anything at all.
And they can go without drink-
ing water for months at a time.
That is the very kind of a cow
for a lazy boy ; don’t you think
80, Johnny ?”

“ Are you telling the real
sober truth, now, mother?

“ The real wober truth,
Johnuny. And 1 have not told
you half, either. These cows
grow as high as this heuse or
even higher. They live in
South America, and they like
best the rocky sides of the
mountaius, quite high up. They
have very large green heads.”

« Green heads, mother! How
funny.”

* Yes, greea heads,and some-
times their heads are covered
with small beautiful flowers!™

« Just think of our old Daisy
with her head covered with
flowers!”

«If you go tw live where
these cows are fashionable you
will have to get up very eacly,
in the morning to get your milk,
and I am afraid that would not
suit you so well. They have
to be milked a little before
sunrise. The people who live
in that part of South America
1 am telling you about are very
iazy too, but just before sunrise
they all start, men, women, aud
children, with great wouden
bowls in their bands, w get the
milk for their breakfast. Up
they climb awong the rocks till
they come to the placc where
the cows are. Then they make
little holes with their kmves
in the side of the cows, and the
milk comes out in streams tll,
they fill all their bowls.”

« That is awful mean to treat

“Ts it any meaner than it is
for a little boy to hit poor old
Daisy with a greal stick be-
cause she wanted to stop and
eat a few sweet clover heads?

“But I could not wait all day
for Daisy to get to her pusture.”

“I bave not told you the fun-
niest part of the story. You know
how weli you like hot rolis and
biscuits for breakfast. Tt isa great
deal of trouble for Bridget to
make them, and sometimes she

does not like to do it, especially

oh washing days. Now I think
when you go to South America
to live you had better’ take
Bridget along with you. The
cows that grow there have a
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very convenient fashion

I was just reading about these
cows the other day, and I
thought it would be a good ideu
to send you and Bridget there,
where you would have so little
to do. It is the very place for
lazy people. The cows are
Cow-trees, and the rolls 1 told
you of arc the fruit of the trec.
The people call it Bread-Fruit.
You see they do not need to
raise wheat or corn. They do
not have to plough the ground
or sow the seed. They have no
havd work of harvesting, no
threshing wheat or shelling
corn. The boys do not have to
go to mill to get the wheat or
corn ground. Bridget would

-

Jhow happy I feltthen!

{out speaking a word

keeping rolls or biscuits on their the yeast is not good or because

heads. While Bridget is hold-;she has no ‘Dooley’s Baking]

iug the bowls to catch the milk Powder.” All a person would
you could climb up into the need for housekeeping would
head and get a basket of rolls beone ox two Cow-trees. After
for your breakfast. All you you had eflen your breakfast
would have t d with them you could lic down under the
after you went hume would be tree and sleep all day, if you
to "wil them in hot water a few, wished, and your nest day’s
mitutes like apple-dumplings,. bread and milk ‘would be ready

or st them in the hot ashes a for you when you woke up the;

Little while. Then your break- next morning.”
fast of fresh rolls and milk - What is the name of the
would be ready for you.” tree?” °

“ Now, really and
mother, a'n't

that story 2™ . bay to remember.”

the poor old cows in such a cruel
way.

“No, Johnny, it is all trae.  “Well, mother, I wish wo

sealy, o The Palo de Vaca. But it
you making up all is a pretty hard name for a lazy! 3
"junprepored for it I knew I
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Lad two or three Palo de Vacas
growing in our yard."—Jllus.
trated Christian Weelly.

THE FIRST TIME.
SAXE HOLM, IN ST. NICHOLAS.
(Continued.)

1 usually got home from
school, Saturday noons, about
half an hour before dinner.
My mother was always. sitting
then in the sitting-room, at.her
little work-tabhle. 1. gave her,
my report as soon as I came i,
and, after Jooking it over, ghe
laid it on the top of her work-
bagkot. While the dessert was
beirg brought in, my fatiier,
always skid: S

“ Where is my little deughter's
report for this week ?” and my
mother would sty : T

*Bun and bring it, Peggy.”

“Oh, how glowly I used to
walk back {o that dinuner-table
when T had u very. bad report
to show! 1 daresay masny a
soldier marches up toward the
cannon with less fear than I
used,te go to my father’s side,
and lay that little piece of paper
in his hand. When the report
was more than usually good, he
smiled, .and said sometimes: .
~ “Well done, my daughter!
I see you are trying to give
JYour parents pleasure.” Oh,
When
it was bad, he only sighed, liid
it down by his plate, and with-

d o me, went
on eating his dinner. Then I
used to wish the . floor would
open and swallow me up;and I
used o say in my heart, “§’ll
never have arother bad repori
aslong a8 I live—never!™ I
even used tu lie a vake in the
night, and thiuk how pale -and
anhdppy iny father had looked
at the sight of the report,
and resclve that he " should

fnever look so again on wmy
{acconnt. I xémember once that

we hed thez word “parricide ™

Jin .our spelling lesson, and
of never have to worry because;

Miss Caroline told us it meant
the murderer of & parent,
end the thought haunted wie
for days that if I grieved my
father eo that he died T should
be s parvicide. The name
secmed {0 me the most dreadfal
word I ever heard.

I ‘am telling you =il this, so
that you can parfly understand
the strength of the templation
which led me to tell my first lie.
1t wns about oueof these reports,
the véry worst I ever had. 1

I never shall forget the Saturday

whien that report war put into
my hand. 1 was not wholly

had pleved truint threo morn-



