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DAILY BREAD.

APA, doesn't cverybody have daily
bread ?”

It was night, and Truda was going to bed.
Her father put down his book and took her
on his knce.

" Come to say good night ?”

“Yes, papa, but I want to know something

first. Doesn't cverybody have daily bread ?
Jane says they don’t. It is so easy to get
bread ?”

“Not always. I once knew some little
children who had no bread for ncarly two
days!”

“What did they cat then ; porridge?”

“No; they had nothing to cat but black-
berries.  Shall T tell you all about it? Once
upon a time, two little boys went out for a
walk. Itwasin the Summer time, and they
meant to go to the woods and pick nuts, so
they walked as fast as ever they could.”

* What were sheir names?” asked Truda,
sct'ling herself to listen. Truda liked tales.

“One was called Dick and the other Rohin.
Well, they got to the woods at last, and found
_ that romenody had been there already, and
picked all the nuts.  They did not like that
atalll”

“No! I shouid think not,” said Truda.

“}Jowever, there were plenty of pretty
things in the woods, and they soon forgot the
auts. Robin was foud of flowers, and there
were many that he had never seen before § so
he was delighted.  Dick had his pop-gun with
him, and tried to kill every bird he saw, but
somehow they always flew away before his
shot rcached them. They were very happy
little boys, but aiter a while became very
hungry boys, too.”

*“ Hadn't they brought anything to eat with
them ? Polly and I always take cake when
we go nutting, papa.”

“Yes, they had cake, "but they soon ate
that all up, and then they got hungry again.”

“Then why didn’t they go home?”

“Ah, why indeed! They could not.”

Truda looked puczled. “ Why not.”

“They could not find the way. When they
turned to go back, they went down the wrong
path; and instcad of going home, they went
away from it. Of coursc they did not know
that, but they thought the wood was very
long. Atlast it began to get dark, and then
they were frightened. Dick, being three
years older than Robin, tried to make out
that he did not care, but he did. The woods
were so dark and loncly, and there were such
qucer noiscs, that his courage slowly ocozed
away, and presently there was not a bit left.
The sun had gone down, and the moon had
come instecad ; but they did not like the moon,
it made cverything look so cold and strange.
\When they were too tired to walk they sat
down at the foot of a trce, and Robin began
to cry.”

“Q dear! what did Dick do, papa?”

“He cried too. Then they went to sleep
and forgot all about cverything. I don'teven
think they drecamed.  When the sun came up
the aext morning he found them fast asleep :
he acshed the lxght across Dick’s eyes, and
madc nim open them. Well, all thatday the
two little boys wandered about the wood,

groing further from home all the time.  They
found soine blackberries and picked them,
and that was all the dinner they had that
day.”

“Were they in the wood another night,
papa?” .

“No ; they got out of the wood, and found
themsclves in a field. There was a big stone
wall in front of them, and they tried to climb
over it Dick managed very well, but poor
little Robin tumbled, and hurt his foot so that
he couldn't walk. Dick tried to carry him,
and got him to an old stack in the corner of
a field, and there they had to stay all that
night.”

*“ Poor little boys! Goon papa,” said Truda,
very much intcrested.  “ What did they do
the next morning ?”

“ Robin could not walk, and Dick was
afraid to leave him; so they sat by the hay-
stack and cried—two very forlorn little boys.
They found some more blackberries in the
hedge, and Dick picked all he could reach, and
gave the larger share to Robin because he had
hurt hisfoot. They felt very qucer, and Robin
could not keep awake ; he would go to sleep,
though Dick shook him every now ard then,
and shouted in his car.”

“Where was their father all the time?
Didn’t he luok for them, papa? If I were lost
would you look for me?” said Truda.

“Their father and mother were away from
home, and the scrvant was afraid to tell any
onc that the children were lost, till the day
after. Then she told some men and they
went to look for them, and one of them sent
for the father to come home.”

41 am glad ! now they will be found,”
Truda, contentedly.

“ At last Dick saw somc smoke curling up
among the trees a little way off.  Now Dick
knew that where there was smoke there must
be a fire, and where there was a firc there
must be some one toattend to it. Robinwas
still fast asleep, and he couldn’t wake him;
so lcaving him under the stack, he ran as fast
as he could toward the trees, and there he
found a little cottage. The door was open,
and inside he saw an old woman warming up
some potatocs in a frying-pan. He did not
wait to knock, but walked s'-aight in and
putting his arms round thc little old woman,
burst into tears. She was quite frightened at
first, and could not think what was the mat-
ter; but he soon told her.

“*1'm lost,” he sobbed, ‘and Robin is aslcep
under the stack, and weareso hungry.’ That
was quite enough for th2 kind old woman. She
made him tell her where the stack was, and
went at once and fetched Robin, and then
divided the potatocs between them. They
were not many, and the boys were so hungry
that they were gone directly, and Robin began
to cry for more. The old woman looked
troubled, and said she had not got any more,
whereupon Dick suggested bread and butter.
To his surprise she shook her head, and said
she had not had a bit of bread in the house
for thrce days. He asked her to get some
more potatocs, but she shook her head again;
they had caten the last.”

“Why, papa, the poor old woman must
have been hungry too,” cricd Truda. “Had
she given them her supper 2"

“Yes, every bit of it. 1 do not know what
they would have done if the old woman had
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not remembered that it was nearly time for
the mail-cart to pass. Taking both the littlc:
boys with her, she went down to the road,
and there they stood till the mail-cart came
up. Then she stopped the driver and told
him all about it, and he promised to send
some one for the children, and putting his
hand under the seat he pulled out a loaf of
bread, 'md dropped it into the old woman's
apron.”

“ And did some onc come for the boys "

“Yes, father came for us and brought us
home.”

“ Oh, Papa, it was you; you were Dick, and
uncle Robert was Robin.”

“Yes, and we never could forget the poor
old woman who had been so kind to us.”

“I am so sorry; an old woman asked me
for bread to-day and 1 wouldn't give her any.

“ Why wouldn't you ?”

“1 didn't want to lcave my fairy Tales.
Papa, I am so sorry.”

“Poor old woman! perhaps she will go
supperless to bed, Truda.”

The quick tears sprang into Truda's eyes.
“ 1 will never, never do it again, papal” And
she never did. No poor woman ever asked
her for bread in vain; and many a poor old
woman had a nice supper bought with Truda’s
pocﬁcct-money when she grew older.—Early
Days.

“SOLITUDEY”

MONG the smaller houses on the zoo-
logical grounds is a yellow edifice
which looks much older than the buildings 1
have alrcady mentioned. It is much older
and possesses an historic interest. It was
built by the grandson of William Penn, and
called by him “Solitude,” because - it then
stood, all by itself, out in the wild woods,
miles away from the little city of Philadelphia.
This gentleman, John Penn, was of a poetic
disposition, and wanted somc quiet spot where
he could be free from all noise and disturb-
ance. So he built hishouse here.  The house
now belongs to the city, and is permanently
lcascd by the Zoological Society. And who
do you think have been living there until a
short time ago? Snakes.

Yes, rattlesnakes and black snakes, and
boa-constrictors, and cver so many other
kind of snakes, were lying about there in
cages, and somec of them were formidable
looking fellows; but I have always been
disappointed in the size of boa-constric-
tors. I rvead so much, when a boy,
ahout their swallowing goats and shcep,
—and 1 have cven known an ox to be
mentioned in this conncction (though this
was probably a “stretcher”),—that I want my
boas very large—as thick as barrels, or nail
kegs, at the least.

All the cages are made with glass sides, so
there is no danger in going quite close to the
rattlesnakes, though they may spring their
rattles and dart out their forked little tongues
at you, as they did at me,

All these creatures lead very quite lives,
and as far as noisc is concerned, none of the
recent inhabitants of “ Solitude ™ would have
disturbed John Penn had they lived there in
his time. But they might have made it lively
for him in other ways—~From a * Village of
Wild Beasts,” by Frank R. Stockton, St.
Nicholas for August.



