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THE STORY OF THE SPARROWS

WE are little English sparrows. We have been two years in
America. We were brought over by Mr. Wakefield's gardener.
He let us loose in the grove; and there we have been ever since.

Mr. Wakefield has built little houses for us, and put them on
the boughs of the trees. We go into these houses when it rains
hard or blows. Once the doors of our houses were all blocked
up with snow.

The winters here are much colder than in England, where we
were born. More snow falls, and thicker ice forms here. But we
like our new home very well.

Many young sparrows have been born to us. They are proud of
being Americans. They think they are cleverer than their parents,
because their parents, you see, are English. Pride is not right, is



it?

There is a bird called the butcher-bird,—a very savage bird,—
that tries to kill us. We have to look out for these butcher-birds.
But they cannot get into our houses: the doors are too small for
them.

There is a little bird called the snow-bird, that comes in winter.
We are not afraid of him. He is afraid of us. We drive him away
when Emily feeds us all. Emily calls us naughty when we do this:
she threatens to punish us for it.

Emily and her folks live not far from our grove. Emily has a
father and mother, a grandfather, a brother Philip, and a baby
sister, whose name is Nelly. Grandfather and Nelly are great
friends. Grandfather brings Nelly in his arms to see Emily and
Philip feed us.

One day, just as it had begun to snow, we thought we would
fly over and make a call on Emily. She saw us from the window,
and came out. Philip came too. They gave us crumbs and seed.
Grandfather brought baby to see us. We did not fly off when
baby said, "Goo!" We were not afraid.

By and by two saucy snow-birds came, and tried to get some
of our seed. We flew at them, and drove them off. But Emily
said, "You naughty sparrows! Let those snow-birds be! They are
as good as you are, any day."

Now, that was not kind in Emily. We think we are better and
handsomer than snow-birds. We were so much offended, that we
all flew away, and left her with her precious snow-birds.



But the next day we were hungry: so we forgave her, and made
her a visit. She was glad enough to see us. So were grandfather
and baby. Those hateful snow-birds kept out of the way.

Old Mr. Sparrow.



THE LITTLE TEACHER

Little Mary is seven years old. She loves "The Nursery." She
has read it for nearly three years; and her mother says she has
learned more from it than she has learned at school.

At first she used to look at the pictures, and ask her brother
Cecil to read to her about them. Oh, how happy they were reading
together! By and by she began to try to read the story she had
just heard; and soon she learned to read to herself very well.

A black man named John has lived with Mary's father many
years. He could not read. Mary felt sorry for John. She thought
he would like to read nice stories too.

One day she said, "Mamma, may I teach John to read?" "Yes,
dear," said her mother, "if you can."

After tea, Mary's mother looked into the kitchen; and what
do you think she saw? John was holding little Mary on his knee,
and she was teaching him to read.

She was pointing to the letters, one by one, and trying patiently
to make him remember his A, B, C; and John, with his eyes fixed
upon the book, was giving close attention to the words of his little
teacher. It was a pretty picture.

Mary did not give up trying until John had learned to read,
though it took a long time, and she had to give him many lessons.
He tried hard to learn; and now he is glad that he can read, and
Mary is glad too.



Anna Holyoke.



CHRISTMAS MORNING

Stockings in the kitchen, hung up in a row;

Santa Claus has filled them,—yes, from top to toe;
Purple, gold, and crimson, paint the fallen snow,
On Christmas Day, so early in the morning.

Earnest little whispers from the cosey bed;

Busy little footsteps pattering overhead;

Down the stairs they wander, to sweet music wed,—
On Christmas Day, so early in the morning.

Dolls and drums and trumpets, what a sight to see!
Whips and tops and tea-sets,—one for you and me;
Blooming in the corner, such a Christmas-tree,—
On Christmas Day, so early in the morning.

Bells up in the steeples; hark! they sweetly tell
How the blessed Saviour loves the children well;
And they sing the glories that long since befell
On Christmas Day, so early in the morning.

Wee, soft, fairy footsteps outside in the hall,
Then the words of baby musically fall, —
"Going to kiss my papa, first one of them all!"
On Christmas Day, so early in the morning.



George Cooper.



KATY'S CHRISTMAS-PRESENTS

Poor Katy Carr was an invalid. She had to lie in bed all the
time; for not long ago she had a bad fall from a swing, and hurt
her spine.

But Katy had brothers and sisters. There was Clover, the little
girl, who, in the picture, is seen looking over the head of the bed,
behind the pillow. There was Elsie, who is seen hugging Katy.

Sister Joanna is the girl with black curls, who stands with
a stocking in her hand. Brother Phil, not yet old enough for
trousers, stands at her side; and that boy with his hand on the
knob of the bedpost is Dorry.

It is Christmas morning; and the children have brought in
presents for poor sick Katy. Observe that nice large chair with a
long-cushioned back, ending in a footstool, and which tips back
so as to be just like a bed: that is a present from Katy's father.

See that little evergreen-tree planted in a red flower-pot: the
boughs are hung with oranges and nuts, and shiny red apples,
and pop-corn balls, and strings of bright berries. These are
all presents from the children. A little silver bell, with "Katy"
engraved on the handle, is among the pretty things.

Then there is a new book, which you may spy out if you will
look sharp. How the children do enjoy seeing dear Katy happy!
They have all had presents themselves; and they will soon show
them to her. They hope she will be well enough to play with them



before spring.

These children used to have rare frolics among themselves.
On St. Valentine's eve, they had many letters, most of which, I
think, must have been written by Katy.

But among them there was one from Little Red Riding Hood,
over whose sad fate Joanna used to cry. As many other children
have heard about Red Riding Hood, they will be glad to have
good news of her. Here is her letter:—

I'send you my picture, dear Johnnie, to show that I'm just
as alive as you, and that you needn't cry over my fate any
more, as you used to do. The wolf didn't hurt me at all that
day; for I kicked and fought and cried, till he dropped me
out of his mouth, and ran away in the woods to hide.
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