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. piece to buy her a new gown.
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““la.Bmmea.Queen‘
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How Pi

A small, slender little girl who
looked like & gypsy ; Such was picco-
la. And her black eyes ‘were full of
langhter: her cheeks fresh and red;
her teeth very white; and her hair

dsrk and glossy. Away off oh Sky @r

Island where she lived, some of the
people fancied she was a gypsy in
earnest ; others believed that she had
been born in Italy or Spain; and
three or four said she was nothing

more or less than a little witch. The |

The way of it was, she had been
washed ashore from a shipwreck when
a were baby ; and the kind old sailor,
Captain Jebson, who found her down
" among the rocks and sea-weed, knew
nothing more about ber than her sin-
g!é name, which was worked in color-
ed silk_on her long’ dress. Taking

from under her hand, saw the slate by
and by, and stepping down from her
desk, intercepted it. But her manner
softened very quickly when she had
read -Piccola’'s sentences. Going up
the aisle, she passed the slate back to
| her, and then patted her head and

r two, while Piccola blushed.

“You can be a very gentle little
girl sometimes ; can't you dear?” the
teacher  whispered.  “ Everybody
would love you a great deal if you
were always as thoughtful.”

Piceola kept her eyes on her geogra-
phy. She wished éverybedy did love
her—everybody in the world. As
soon as school was over, she meant to
hurry home and dv another kindness.
It would please her mother (she had
always called the captain's wife her
mether) if she helped her pull up the
weeds in the garden. She wondered,

| smoothed her hair fondly a moment |,

a small stool, and resting her elbows
on her knees, and her chin in her
hands, she told Piecola all she eould
recolleet about that dreadiul might
when the shipwreck happened from
which she, Piccola hesself, was wash-
ed ashore.

“It had been growing dark all day,
you see, child; 'bout the same s it's
béen to-day, maybe,” she said, looking
far away imto the fire before her, as
theugh she found her memory there.
“Most of the men folks thought it

| would be hard on the ships a-coming

this way, from foreign lamds, and It
was, All the hawks were flying for
the land the whole of the afternoon ;
and the wind it kept moaning round”
the eorners and in the chimneys.
Then 'bout dark it began te-set in to
blow so that the house would rock
like a cradle.” o

Out-deor black, heavy shadows

her “tenderly in bis arms, he MTEWﬁﬁwm“ﬂw—'“'Ww the ocean—Gran-

Lrought her home to his wife, and she
had lived with them ever since. The
. great broad ocean, the white sails|
floating away in the distance, the |
wash of the waves on the shore, mll;
at night the bright light in the light-
house, were what Piecola had always

seen. R

So it turned out that Piceola was
kind twiee that day instead of once-
as she had intended in the morning.
And the next day she was up bright
and early to assist her mother with
the breakfast; them she remembered
that one of her schoolmates was sick .
and she carried her a pretty little
boquet before going to school. Finally

She ought to have been-a happy
little girl, llur-'ri.-:lp-: but she was not
Sometimes shé [lﬂulell, and
everything went wrong. She winhed:
she was anywhere except right there |
“It was such a

always,

on that quiet island.
horrid,~ lenesome place " she said.

One summer morning, however, after |
awaking from a pleasant dream, she |
leaneétl out amid the honeysuckle at |

her bed-room window and watched a |
long while the clear, beautiful sky, |
and the sunbeams dancing across the |
She had dreamed that a poor

who |
|

WAVes, |
old woman called granny Jones,
lived in a hut on the, shore, stood at |
the door erying because she was cold |
and hungry. Then she, Piccola, hadr
led her into the warm room and given |
her food, and some of the money out
of her savings-bank on the mantel-
It had

in the afternoen, she went down to
granny Jones's, and helped her gather
drift-wood for her fire. The day fol-
lowing and the day after that she
tended & little baby while its sicls
mother rested, wens twh or three er
rands eheerfully forthe captain, and
was kind more times than she took
the trouble to remember. To do
these trifling services for others soon
began to give her so ufuch pleasure
that befare the week was ended che
did them one afthe another without
stopping to tiink of herself, or that
she was really being kind. And I
suppose that is the reason it all came
about just as it did during the next
two years, and why there happens to
be amy story whatever to tell. Be-
cause she took pains to be kind te her
mother and father, her schoolmates

made old Granny so happy, thatTier
wrinkled face lighted up with pleas- |
ure: and somehow or other, Piccola
herself was so pleased with it all,
that when she awoke, she could not,
forget it at once. While she looked |
out at a peaceful, chegrful morning, |
she thought she should be verry sorry
to leave her home for any other inall |
the world, If she tried mever to be|
cross or ill-tempered, she knew every- |
thing would be ever so much better, |
and she meant to be kind once at|
least every day to somebody, as she
had dreamed she had been to Granny
Joves. It would make her happy
too; she knew it would.

Pretty soon she was called’down to
breakfast, and then shortly afterwards
she put on her jolly little straw hat
and tripped away to school. How
the butterflies flew before her and the
birds sang that morning! Piccola
felt as though she would like to rum,
and shout, and play all day long in
the green fields and woods, rather
than sit in the school house. She
was just bubbling over with fun.
But the teacher shook her head, and
frowned once or twice in & way that
meant Piccola must take care what
she was about. After recess, Piccola
noticed, also, that thelteacher looked
tired and vexed, and that she fre-
quently put her hand up to her head

as though she had a headache. It

was unkind perhaps, to annoy her
She would begin right there, Piccola

said to Lerself, to do what she had
thought of after] dreaming about

- Granny Jones,
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knew, each and all were more
careful to be kind to her. She soon
grew to be the happiest little girl on
the island. Weeks and months, and
even years went by filled with pleas-

ant memories.
But it was when Piceola was two

years older that there took place

| what I wish particularly te relate. It

began one cloudy day in early spring.
Piccola had spent most of the morning
and afternoon down on the shore,

| collecting shells and watching for the

captain's fishing schooner to ceme in
sight. Heand all the other fisher
men of Sky Island had been absent g
long whils at the banks of Newfound-
land, and they were mow expected
back. As night came on, and the sky
grew wilder and wilder with its tum-
bled masses of clouds, Piccola wished
a great deal that he would hurry ; for
she understoed very well that a storm
was coming up.
“ Ay, it's a going to blow little girl,”
said old granny Jones, standing in the
deor of the hut, and shading her eyes
with her hand while she looked out
at sea. “It's a-going to blow great
, I'm thinking."
gu:uo CGiranny Il:shut will they, will
they say ?” Piccola asked.

« Never fear, child ; they'll weather
it out one way or another, in those
beats o theirs. Many and many’s
the gale the captain and his mates
have faced afore you were born.
Come in and warm yourself, and don’t

and-the-teaches,—and every orae else{

ny paused tolook at them a moment,
and Piccola thought she appeared
tronbled. There was the wind, too,
beginning to moan: in the chimmey.
1t made Piccola nervous. i
*“ You see, child,” Granny eontinu

shortly, “1 mever see a storm. rising
but what I think of that night, some-
how. I get to recolleéting just how I
was wokeé up iA' the middle of the
middle of the night by the mneise of
the waves on the rook, and the boom-
ing of the cannon away. off on“the
seh,—the cannon, yeu know, that the
people aboard the ship were fiSing, to

let us find out their distress. 1t made

a great flash of -flames, every time it

was fired, that lit up the sk» But

nobedy could help them muoch, and

befere morning the ship broke-in two

across a great rock, and the people all

went down with it.”

“ All but me, Granny,” Piceola said,

when she had waited a minute for

her to go on.

“ Yes, all but you, The Lord:brought

you safe to land without even a

scratch. And such. a plump little

thing as you wersr 1 newer have

seen.

—Granny told. Picgola, also, how all,
the neighbors came into the captain's

to see hér that morning, and how each

took her up and leoked ot her little |
red cheeks and black eyes,

Piccola saw now, however, that it

was beginning to. rain, and she said

that she must run home. The great
black clouds, which had been casting
their long shadows before them, were

settling over the island, and it sud-
denly grew very dark. She bade
Granny a hasty good bye, drew her
bit of a shaw! yound ler, and hurried
down the shore. : '
When she stopped ‘to take breath
after running some distance along the
hard sand she happened to glance out
on the point to the lighthouse, and
then it occurred to her to wonder
‘why the lamp in its tower was not
lighted. Perhaps Mr. Clinch and his
wife, who lived there, hadn't come
back yet from the mainland. She re-
membered watching them in the
morning go away in their sail-boat.
Maybe they bad been driven some-
where by the wind, and couldn’t re-
turn. What if her father's vessei
should be off there in the dark, and

"

she asked herself, frightened by the
thought. Then she darted ahead to-
ward home as fast as she could run
She would tell her mother.

But before Piceola had gone very
far she took a desperate resolve for a
little girl. Instead of wasting time
to go up the hill to where she lived,
she detérmined to run out to the
light house and light the lamp her-
self the way she had seen Mr. Clinch
do it many times. It was to be sure,

coming darker every moment; but
she kept in mind what might happen

the sailprs were looking for the light 74

raining barder and - harder, and be-

if the light was not there to warn the
sailors where the rocks were. So on
over the stone walk that led to the
tower she hurried a full speed, with
"'t-"hh'lh-'-h(hﬂhhvhl.l_

Then, sfter reaching it, she swung
open the door, and groped her way up
the wmding iron séairs to the room
where the lamp rested in front of the
large reflector. The gale was making
a very a loud noise up there, and for
a few moments Pieeola was frightened
and confused. She recollected, though,
where the matches were kept, and
succeeded seen in lighting a taper,
with which she next set the big wick
of the lamp  ablaze, and sent a daz-
zling brilliant light through the dark-
ness,

It flashed across angry. foaming
waves a mile away. It lit up sails
and rigging of the very vessel Piceola
had been watching for all the after-
neon; and the eld captain, blinking
his eyes in the face of it, quickly
whirled his craft away from the
threatening danger. On the island
Graony Jones watched it a momeat
or ¥wo, and_then dropped her green |
paper curtains, Mrs. Jebson, Piccola's
mother, also saw it the instant it ap~
peared. And as for Piecola; her heart
beat quick with excitement and
pleasure when she saw what she had
done. Jumping down the stairs two
at a time, she rushed into the storm
again towards home. The rain, the
winsd, and the darkness were now, |

was able to contend against. She
had searcely gone a rod before a stout
blast lifted her quite off her foet and |
threw her down bewildered. After |
that she only remembered being dread--
fully frightened, and feeling wet and
ehilly. The :ln!'ting deafening break-
ers she did not-no%ice: nor did she |
hear ‘the many ~wices calling her
name- or see the lanterns moving
hither and thither along the shore.
When her mother, tegether with four

for her everywhere, found her, she-
was lying unconscioss on the ground,
and her clothes were drenched by the
rain.and flying sprag
Al that happened afterwards it
would take some time to tell perhaps;
for she doctor who came in the morn-
ing found that Piceola was going o
hawe a fever, and it was nearly a
month before she weat out again. The
school teacher, Plecola’s school-matos,
old Granny Jonss, the lighthouse
keeper and his wife, the old fishermen
everybody from far and near came to
see her. Many of them watched and
tended her, too, daring the long nights
when she lgy siek } and the kindness
she had been willing to show for all
was now abundantly returned.

“1'd work my bande off fer her,”
said Granny. -

“ She is & dear little girl,” the sehool-
teacher answered, “ We all love her
very much.™

As soon a8 she was able #o sit up
and look eut on the fields and or-
chard, now bursting into new life
again under the warm sunshine, these
many friends came to bring her little
delicacies : and two or three stout
old sailors who had been in the cap-
tain’s vessel that stormy might carried
her about out-door in a chair, so that
she might breathe the fresh air. Just
who it was, though that first thought
of making her May queen on the first
of day of May 1 do net know. Proba-
by it was the school teacher, for it
was she who had the May-pole erect-
ed on the greensward in front of the
school house, and who trimmed the
beautifal bower.

At an early hour all the children in

=
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however, if more than the little girl |°

or fivo others who had been searching |

was still in the air, birds were sing-
ing, everything seemed pure and calm
and complete with joy, while the hap-
py little people trooped along, and
their young voices awoke the still-
ness.

When they -arrived at the green,
Piceols was handed from the carriage
‘and led up into the bower of tangled
shrubs, mosses and flowers, where she
was duly crowned and seated on her
throne. Such a glad merry time as
they had after thas all the day long!
They shouted and danced and sang;
they feasten from a leng table spread
under & great tree; and they played
games and told stories till the reund,
red sun threw his parting rays across
the sea.

“Now," said the teacher, drawing
them all around her, “let me give the
queen’s loyal subjects ariddle to guess.
‘What is it which we all. possess that
would
should lose—that has made Piceola
royal among us—that should make
each and all of us royal toe "

“Kindness,” answered
three.

“ Love,” said some of the others,

“ Both,” replied a bright little girl.
“It's Jove and kindness together that
made Piceola our queen.”

Next they joined hands, and dane-
ed about the May-pole while it grew
dark, singing :

two on

“ Danoe and trip and siag with glee
While the daylight's given thee.”
—8. 8. Times.
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And old and respectabla Ostrich
Was sigzed  with a wish to work crosse
stitoh —
“I oculd cover my.eggs
And ridiculous legs
With rogs end with mats,” said the Os-
trich.

So she went to a friendly red Ileifer,
And purchased some needled nnd zeplyr,
Some canvas andscrash,
And some burlapy for cash.
“ForI don't sell an trust,” said Mise
Heifer.

But when, casually, the old Ostrich, A
Hemarked that she.meant to work.oross-
. Stiteh,

" Made Ter foel St hier style
Was obsolete,—e¢'an for an Ostrieh,

Said Miss Heifor, “My dear Mrs. Qstrieh,
Art embroidery now is the *'boss” stitoh—
If you'll pardon the slang,—
And it gives.me a pang
To hear that yeu mean
stiteh, e

“ My oustomers all follow fashieh,
Why," here she flew into a passion,
* My posision is gone,
Yes, for geod, with the toa,
If they hear you've worked ovess stitch
my erash on 1"

Do you faney this settled the Osirich ?
No! she'd made up her mind to work
cross-atiteh ;
8o she picked up her sophyr
And said “Madsme Haifer,
I may be an old-fashioned Ostrich.

to wonk ereas-

ners,
But I have been instrooted in manners ;
1 will wish you good day,
Bat first lot me say—
(Youn might work it on some of ben-
ners)— ’“;
““ There is something still older than cxean
“ﬂ'll
And you just should have seen the fine
frost which
Bhe put in her manner—
*“*Tis worthy a banner ;
1t is courtesy, ma'am,” said the Ostrich.
8‘.m

On Buch an Eve,

Methinks it were no pain to die

Ou such an eve, when such a sky
O’ercanopies the West,

To gaze my fill on you calm desp,

And like an infaut, fall to sloep

- On earth, my mother's brosst.

There is peace and welcoms in :
Of endless blue R~

-

—elange us for worse if wer =

“And I may not know bow to work ban- %




