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DAVY AND THE GOBLIN.

BY OMARLES CARBYL.

CHAPTER VIIL—SINBAD THE SAILOR'S
1novae.

“You had no right to tell thoes birds my
name was Gloopitch 1" said Davy angrily.
“That's tho second time you've got it

wrong.” :

"\&oll, it's of no consequencs," said the
Holo-keeper, complacently, _ “I'll make it
somothing elso next time. By they way,
you're not the postman, are you m

“0f courze I'm not,” sald Ey

“I'm glad of that,” sald the Hole-keeper ;
“sostmen are always so dreadfully busy.
Would you mind delivering & letter for
meﬁ" hoadded, lowering hia voice confiden-
tially.

"gh. no,” answered Davy, rather reluc-
taotly ; “‘not if it will be in my way.”

“It's sure to be in ¥om way because it's
so big,” said the Hole.keeper; and taking
the letter out of his pocket, he handed it to
Davy. It certainly was a very latge letter,
curiously folded like a dinner-napkin an
sealod in & great many places with red and
white popperniint drope; and Davy was
much pleased to seo that it was addressed :

C~ute 1 Robinson Crusoe,
Jeran Feranderperandamam. B, G.

“\WWhat docsa B. G. atand for?” said

'
“aldergong’s Geography, of course," said
the Hole-kecper.

“But why do you put fAa¢ on the letier
inquired Davy.

“Becanse you can't find Jeran Ferander-
peraudamam 'anywhere else, stupid,” said
the Holo-keoper, impatiently. *But Ican't
stop to argue about it now,” and ssying
this, he turned into a side-path, and disap-
peared in the wood.

As Dw{ walked monmfullg slong, turn-
ing the big letter over and aover in his
hands, and feeling very confused by the
Hole-keeper's last remark, he presently
saw, lying on the walk before him, a small
book beautifully bound in crimson morocco,
and picking it up, he saw thatit was marki
on tho cover:

PALDERGONG'S STUFFING FOR TEEK STUPILD,

“Perhaps this will tell me where to go,”
he thought asho opened it; but it proved to
be far more confusing than tho Hole-keeper
himeelf had been. The first page washead-
ed *How to frill griddlepigs"; the second
page, * Two ways of frampling crumbles” ;
the third page, ““The best anub for feastie
spralls,” and 8o on, until Davy felt as if he

} were t.king leave of his senses. He was

just about to throw the book down in dis-
gust. when it was sudderly snatched out of
hishaands; and tutuisg hmn{. he saw a
savage glaring at him from the bushes.
_Now "Davy knew perfectly well, as all
little boys should know, that when you
meet a 2avago in the woods you must get
behind a troe as quickly as possible ; buske

did this in such hnste that he found to his | bad

dismay that he and tho savage had chosen
thesamo tree, and iz the next instant the
savago way after him. The treo was a very
hirgo one, and Davy in his fright went
arouad it a number of times so np{dly that
he presently caught sight of the back of the
zavago, and he was surprised to see that he
wasno bigger than a large monkey; and
moreover, that he was gorycounly dressed in
# beantiful biue coat, with brass buttons on
the tail of it, and pink striped trousers. He
had hardly made this discovory, when the
savage suddenly disappeared through a door
ina high paling of logs that began at the
trec and extended in a straight line far out
into tho forest.

It was very puzzliog to Davy when it or-
curred t0 him that, allhough he hz? hera
amund tho trecat leasta dozen tin:s, he
had nover seen this &;liug before. The
door” through which the savage had Jdisap-
peared_also bothered him; for, though it
was uito an ordinary-looking door, it bad
no knob nor latch, nor indeed suy way of
' 1 thas B perceive. Oz;
0Du 8.0 o1 it, in the paling, was & row o
bel -pulls marked : &

Fanaly.

Butehsr.

L adip)
AW T
"

Police,
Candlestick-maker.
gf:dthe duor iteelf was a large knocker,

T ’
Posiman,

After examining all thess, Davy dcclded
that, as he had a letter in charge, he -was
more of & Jostman than anything else, and
he therefore raised the knocker and )
loud!a'. Jmmediately all the bell.pulls be.
gan flying in and out of their own accord,
with a deafening clangor of bélls behind the

ling; and then the door swung slowly

k upon its hinges.

Davy walked through the door.way and
found ‘himeelf in the oddest-locking little
oountry place that could ibly be' ima.
gioed.” There was a little lawn laid out on
which a sort ot soft fur was growing instead
of grass, and hers and there about the
Iawn, in the place of flower-beds,
little footatools, neatly covered with
carpet, were wing out of the fur.
The troes were simply large feather-dusters,
but they seemed, nevertheless, to be grow-
ing in & very thriviog mauner. And on a
little mound at the béck of the lawn, stood
a amall houss built entirely of conch-sbolls
with their pink mouths turned outward.
This gave the house a very cheerful n)ipear-
snce, an if it were constantly on a broad

Tho uvtgo was sitting in the shade of
one of the dusters, complacently reading the
iittle red bock; and as Davy approached,
he saw, to hisastonishmant, that he wasthe
Goblin dressed up like an Ethiopian sero-

er.

$Oh} you dear, delicious old Goblin}”
cried Davy, in an ecatacy of joy at again
finding his travelling-companion. *‘And
were you the savage that was chasing me
just now?”

. Tho Goblinnodded hishead, and exclain
ing, “My, how you did cut and runt”
rolled over and over, kicking his heelsabuut
in a delirium of enjoyment.

“Goblin,” said Davy, gravely, ¢I think
we can bave just as good a time without
any such doings as that. And now tell me
what place this is.”

“Sinbad the Sailor’s house,” said the
Goblin, aitting ~ p'agein,

“Really and traly.t” said the delighwd

“vgully and treally truly,” said the
Goblin, “‘Aud here he comes now 1”,
coming toward them acroes the lawn, Hé
was dressed in & Turkish costume, and wore
a large turban and red morocco ulispon
tarned up at the toes like skaiss; and his
whito beard was so long that av = ery fourtk
step he trod upon it and fell fo. to the
ground. He took no notice whatever of
either Davy or the Goblin, and after falling
down a number of times, took his seat upon
one of the little carpct foot-stools. Taking
off his turhan, he began stirring about in it
with a large wooden apoon. Aa he took off
his turban, Davy saw that his head, which
was perfectly bald, was neatly laid out
{:” ?éack and white squares like & chess-

“He's tho moatabsent-minded story-teller
that ever was born,” eaid the Goblin, point-
ing with his thumb over his shoulderat Sin-

As Davy and the Goblin sat down besido
him, Siobad hutilg put on his turban, and
after scowling at Davy fora moment, said
to the Goblin, *It's no-use tolling Aim any-
thing ; be's as deaf as a trunk.”

“Then tell it to me,” aaid the Coblin,
with fr:at presence of mind,

“All right,” said Sinbad, “I'll give you a
nautical one.”

Hero he rose for a moment, hitched u
his big trousers liko a_sailor, cocked his
turban on one side of his head, and sitting
down again, began :

A capital ahip for an ocean trig.
Was "The Walloping Window-blind*;
No galo that blew dismayed her crew
Or troubled tho captain 8 mind.
The man at the wheel was taught to fecl
Conteinpt for the wildest blew,
And it oft a&p;tred. when the weat! - had cicared,
That he'd been in his bunk Lelow,

*Tho boatewaln's mate was very sedate,
Yet fond of amusement, Lo

And he played ho tch with tho starboard wateh,
While the captain tickled the nrew.

Andtheg we bad was appate~tly
For he st on the arter-rall,

And firod slintes with the captaln’s boor,
1n the toeth of the hooesi= yaie

*“The capt: in wat fu & comirodore’s hat

On toasted pigeand lck{eu\nd
And gutimery bnzd owhd.:{?'

But the otk was Dutch and Leharal ag such §
Porthodkthng‘v:tho e

¥ae s nun ber ot o Lot-aross buns
Prepared wistsugas ond glira

“ A1l na utical pride we lald sside,
And we cast the vessel asbore
On the Gulliby Isles, whore the Pochpooh smlles,
And the Rumblotumbunders roar.
And wo eat on the edge of & sandy ledge
And shot at tho whistling Leo;
" And the cinnarnon.batas wore water-proot hats
As thoy danced in the sounding sea.

“Qn N:Pb bark, from dawn to datk,
We fed, til we all had ﬁ‘rovm

Unoomn;)on}y 'hThnktz—nib cn & Chinese junk
Came by from the zon0.

8he was n{ubby and nuuo}: but wedidn't much care’
And wao cheerily put tasca s

And we left the crew of the junk to chew
The bazk of the rub-gub tree”

(TO BE CONTINUED,)

“Now I Lay Mo Down to Sleep.”

« 1 don't s'pose it makes any differcnco
when poor ones like usdie, do you, Ji cnnie?”’

¢ YWhat makes yon talk liko tha, Dickey ?
Try to go to sleep, and when mother comes
home you can have an orange like what you
wanted yesterday ; that, is, if sho gets the
pay for tho washin’.”

] don't want to go to sleop, 'causo 1
ache s0; and somehow I'd like to know
what there is up in the aky, for I shouldn’t
wonder if I was goin’ there, like Joe Huardy
did when he got run over.”

¢ Oh, Don't, Dickoy, don’t talk like that §
I'll fix the room up 80 it'll look better, and

then you ahall get upan’sit by the window."

Jennis bustled around the scantily-fur.
nished room, trylng with but poor success
to 8o sarrange the few piecea of furniture
that the wretched apartment might seem
more-cheerful to the poor little invalid, who
had been confined to his bed for z0 many
lyag, weary weeks that it seemed as if he
had always been there.

-J4Baln't any good, Jeunie,” he said,
with & faint aigh, while his pale faco grew
more pallid, as an unusually severe spaam
of pain paased through the wasted body.

¢ 1 don't want to sit at the window, but
1 do want you to come-and talk tome.
Don't you know what it was Limpey Jim
said rich people’s childxen tld God when
they wanted to talk'tq. Him ™
" 4T don’t know what'you ihean, Dickey,”
dald Jennie, as she furtively wiped the
tears from her eyes, whilo sho took the
sick boy's poor littlo wasted hand in her
own, * Don’t talk this way till mother
comes back i please don't, Dickey.”

«Bnt don't you you rcmember what Lim-
pey said ? I wonldn’t want to go up to the
sky all alone without lettin' God know 1
was comin’, though perhaps He wouldn't
let me in thers anyway, ‘causo my ciothes
are 8o bad. I know how it commenceéd.”
. o B,ow what commenced, Dickey, dir-
ing ¥
& That what Limpey told about. Itwas.
‘Now I Jay me down to sloep.” That
couldn’t bo for me, could it, Jennie?
‘cause I ache g0, I can’t lay down to sleep.
T wish I knew tho rest of 1t, 'causo perhaps
God could give mo new clotres so’s 1'd look
fit to go whero Ho is, if I only knew how to
tell Him about it. ¢ Now I lay ine down to
sleep.’ P'r'aps God wouldn't mind if that
hain't jest the way it really is, accin's how
I don’t know what the words—now I've got
it, I pray tho Lord my soul to keep." I
hain't jeat sure I know what that means?

P | do you, Jennic?™

t Oh, Dickey, what is tho matter * What
makes you talk so when you know mother
promised us wo should have s goud dinner
with real meat to cat when she camo

¢ Now, listen, Jennic ; "cause it scems as
if it would make me fecl almost wellif I
could only say it.  *Now I lay me down to
sleep ; I pray the Lord my soul to keep. If
¥ should dic boforo I wake '—1y I shonld
g2t to sleep, Jennice, and if I should dio be-
foro I g;ct awake, whero would I bo,
Jeanio?®

“ Y don’t know, Dickey; 1 don’t know.
Perhaps you'd go right up into tho sky.
Cut pleaso don’t die, Dickoy dear, ‘causc
you and mother is all I've got;and what
would I do if you wasn't here?”

¢ Bug nl'iposcn I should die, whore would
Ihe? I don't ache so vory mucgnow; but
Ixish I knowed c}l of it; wouldn't it bo
tough if I was to go up to the sky without

Tetting any one know I waa comin’, I’

13 get throwed out, anyway ; but per’
1 might havea chmoeyw myinp:rlitsz

while if snybody kuowed I..was comin'.
¢ Now I Iay we.down to sleop, I pray tho
Lord my soul to kcoY‘.' Do yons'pose He'd
tako tho tyouble to keep the souls of poor
young ones, like me an’ you, Jennio? If
we wus rich folks and had good clothes, it
wouldn’t make much differenco if I did dle,
‘causa [ ache so dreadfully ail the time."

“Indecd it would mako a diffurence,
Dickoy ; for you'ro tho only brother or aister
I'vo got, an’ what would [ do if I was all
alone hcére when mothor goes to work t”

¢ Waell, I wou't if I can help 1t, though if
I know jest whether God would let mo como
up wnto the eky, it wouldn’t scem 8o bad—
I~—I—down to—sleep—eoul tosleep.”

The words came slowly and falteringly
from the cold lirn ; tho face that had.beon
distorted by pain was wreathed.by. the: fan.
ning of tho angols' wings into smiles; the
pain-racked body was stilled by the pres-
ence of the white-robed visitors, and Dickey
had reslly lain down to sleep. .

To him had come that certainty which
comes to all aa thoy reach the brink of the
dark river, that He does all things well;
and there it was that poor little invalid
Dickey know that in his father’s mansion
neither money nor raimént was needed to
make oven the poorest in this world’s goods
one of the fuvored dwellers,

If be should die! Dickey had bat
awakened to a life of which he had known
nothing, but the glories of which were to
be shown to him. Ab, Xea. poor little
Dickey, poor no longer, had gone home.with
never s doubt to make him afraid.

——

RULES FOR BOYS AND GIRILS,

The person who first sent these rules to
be printed, says truly, “‘if any boy orgirl
thinks it would be bard work to keep so
many of them in mind all the time, just
think, also, what a happy place it would
make of home if you only could,”

1. Shut every door after you, and with-
out slamming it.

2. Never shout, jump or run in the house.

3. Never call to persons up atairsorin
the next room;if youwwish.tospeak to, them,
go quietly wheré theyare.

4. Always speak kindly and politely to
servants, if you would hyn.vo thg:x dbythe
same to you.

5. When told to do, or not to do, a thing,
by either parent, noverask why you sbould,
or should mot do it,

8. Tell of your own faults and niisdoiugs,
not those of your brothers and sisters.

7. Carcfully clean the mud or snow off
your boots before entering tho house.

8. Be prompt every meal hour,

9. Nover sit down at the table, or iv the
parlor, with dirty hands or tumbled bair.

10. Never interrupt any conversation, hut
wait patiently your turn to speak.

11. Never reserve your good manners for
company, but be equally polite at homo and
abroad.

12. Let your firat, last and best friend be
your mother.

If the above rulea uro good for the Jhil-
dren, perbaps their adoption by older per.
sons may be applicable.  No huarm can re.
sult from fullowing them,

Grandma in the Familv,

What a trcasure is **graudma® to tho
happv clild who 18 blessed with one! Ho
knows ho will nover find hier t0o **busy,” as
tho mother often is, to attend to his numer-
ous wants, Sho can always find & button
just the right sizo. She hns always on hand
an unlimited supply of tail for his kite, Sho
has always just the night kind of picce of
string for his top; and she always has timo
to mend his mittens, hu]p him to hunt his
school-books, and hear himn zay ** that line
of hard spelling.”  To hor with all his little
confidences ho gocs, fearing no ridicule, but
suro of such sympathy as no onoe clse ean

ive. To her ho unfolds all his plans and
aims, konowing that her porfoct faith in him
will discover overy clement of success in
them, because they aro his, To hor does
the trembling littlo transgressor go with his
conlession of wrong doing, for sho can ex-
lain to mother, g0 much better than he
could, how he meant to obotzinbut “beforo

he thouglht” he did the very thing forbidden,




