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MY PR 1‘ LllICl\La‘

When I was a litile gitl, my fiather one
day gave me @ voung chicken, It had
lost its mother, and was ronning about in
great distress, chirping loudly, and vainly
trying to find its way over & stone wall
that surrounded the garden. The old hen,
with the rest of the Lrood, had strayed
away across a pasture-lot, to the edge of
a wood, and a hungry hawk had pounced
upon them: At lcast we thought that
nust have happened, for we afterward
found some of her feathers and two or
three dead chickens in that part of the
ficld.  The little one, of whom I am tell.
ing you, was the only one that escaped.
Probably sheghid away, or ran for life,
when the hawk came swooping down, and
at last got back near the house, where she
was found by my facher,

1 was “greatly pleased with my pel. 1
well remember how my father and mother
Iwughed when I tried to cluck like a hen

*to call the chicken to me. 1 hadno bro-
thers or sisters to play with, and this
made me think more of my chicken. It
was something alive, I said, which I could
take care of and love. I soon found an

oil basket in the garrét, which I partly .

filled with feathers, in which my pet
might nestle and think herself safe under
her mother's wings. Mother gave me
plenty of milk-curds and finely cracked
cern to feed her with, and I took a nice
litile china saucer from my playthings to
feed her from ; for T said she should be a
Jittle lady chicken.

Very soon she recovercd entircly from
her fright, and in a few days she began to
arow famously. I named hvr Brown
Betty, as her feathers were dark coloured.
1 used to call her ¢ Bet,” and she soon
Tearned hier name, so that she would run
to me whenever I wanted her,

Most persons think that chickens knew
very little. T have heard them say, * as
s'upid as a hen,” but I learned from play-
ing with Betty that they may be taught
many things, When she was about half
arown, I used to have rare fun in making
hier work for her dinner.  Scimetimes 1
would fasten an car of corn to = string,
and let it hang above her reach, so that
siie must jump up to pick off the kerncls,
She would do this in a very amusing way';
rst, walking round and round it, locking
a¢ it with one eye, then Wwith the other,
and then at me, as if to say, * Ilow can
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I gct at it ?” 'lhen she would commence
Jjumping for it, and very soon pick enough
for breakfast. I wanted very much that
she should learn to play horse with me.
I therefore tied a string around her leg,
to try and Jead ler, but she was &o fright-
ened she flew around in a very ridiculous
way, and made such a squawking, I was
glad to take off the string. It was some
time before she would come near me: again,
and I gave up the idea of tcaching her
that trick.

The following year she had grown to
be one of the handsomest heus on the
place, She was turned out to run with
the othet fowls, but she did not forget me.
She would always run to meet me, and I
usually rewarded her with some crumbs
or kernels of corn.  One day as I was in
an out-building, I heard her well-known
voice, and on looking around, disedvered
that she had made a nest in the same old
basket that was formerly her bed. The
feathefs had been left in it, and it exactly
suited her purpose. I did not disturb
her, and before long she conimenced to
sit. In about three wecks she led off 2
fine brood of chickens, and came march-
ing directly into the house, as though she
wanted me to sce her beautiful family.
They were, of course, properly cared for.

Not long after this she was engaged in
a very curious adventure. She was
seratching for her chickens near a wall at
some distance from the house, when sud-
denly I heard her give a terrible ery; and
as I looked that way, I saw a hawk durt-
ing down, and ran with all my might to
save poor Betty from the fate which had
befallen her mother. I should probably
have been too late, but just as the hawk
was almost upon her, a hungry fox sprang
over the wall; and so frightencd the
hawk, that he darted away as quickly as
he had come. The fox, sceing me, also
took to his heels, and thus poor Botty
was saved.  After that T had her safely
shut in an inclosure-nearer the house, and
she lived to a good old age. Her memo-
&y is onc of the pleasantest recollections
of my childhood, and thic pleasure I have
bad thinking of her has taught me that
kindness, even to animals, will be well
repaid.

TaxinG Mepicine,—If persons who
are obliged to take offensive medicine
would first take a bit of alum iuto the
mouth, they then can take the medicine

with a3 much ease as though it were sugar.

(RECITATION.)
INTRODUCTORY ADDRESS
YOR A SCHOOL EXAMINATION.

The long-expected, hoped-for, and yei
dreaded tinie has come. We who Lave
so often been taught to bLe secn and not
heard, to keep silence in presence of ow'
clders and listen to their sﬂpcnor wisdom,
have now to appear before you and dce'iver
words to instruct the mind, stir the heart,
and win applwse. Can you wonder at
the lively flutter of our palses, the tren-
bling of our tongues, or, it may be, the
failure of out voices? Many a man who
can face the music of roaring cannon and
rattling musketry is struck dumn in pr-s
sence of an audience, and t]mugh our
tongues do not refuse to move, yet yeut
will nieedto exercise charity for our faults
dnd failures.

* Who can claim to be a perf: ¢t orator 3
It is casy to repeat words, but to inspirs
them with living fire, 80 that they shall
melt prejudice, arouse lethargy, stimulate
to action, and burn their way into the
very soul, oh! this is indeed a work de-
manding the highest gifts. We pretend
not to have gained such power, but only
to have entered the course where such tri-
umphs are to be won. We ape learning
to wield the weapon whkich has overthrowhn
states, moved armies, and revolutionized
the world.  Your smiling faces assure us
that these our first cfforts will be regarded

with kind consideration. .

If there be any difierently minded, who
have come to inspect us as they would ex-
amine poultry on sale, solely to discover
blemishes, allow me to say we are not the
only ones on trial at this time. Criticism
in this case is a game in which twe sides
may take part. It requires no little art to
be a good listener. e who laughs when
the sentiment ¢alls for tears; who applauds
where the sense is tame, or who goes to
sleep at any time on such an occasion,
has not learned the first principles of the
business of an audience.

Philosophers tell us that were there no
organs of hearing there could be no sound,
end I think it equally true that there can
be no successful oratory where there is
no sympathy among, the listeners. T
pray you, therefore, be as attentive to your
proper parts as we hope to be to ours, and
I assure you we shall be as kind in our
judgments as you are lenient in your cri-

ticisms.  Let smile respond to smile and



