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THE PATTER OF LITTLE FEET. 

appeared origi ally in the Cincinnati 

The following beautiful wy s, written by a lady of Cr aw- 
GGa- 

zette, and we are sure all lovers of true poetry will thank 

fordsville, Ind., 

us for re-publishing them: 

Up with the sun at morning, 
Away to the garden he hies, 

To see if the sleepy blossoms 

Have begun to open their eyos; 
Running a race with the wind, 
With a step light and fleet, 

Under my window I hear 
The patter of little feet. 

Now to the brook he wanders, 
In swift and noisclets flizht, 

Splashing the sparkling ripples 
Like a fairy water sprite. 

No sand under fabled river 

Has gleaws like his golden hair; 

No pearly sea shell is fairer 

Than his slender ancles bare; 

Nor the rosiest stem of eoral 

2 That blushes in ocean's bed, 

the flush that follows 

Ouf darling’s airy tread. 

I: sweet a; 

From, a broad window my neighbor 

Looks down on our little cot, 

And watches 

I cannot envy his lot. 

» the *¢ poor man’s blessing, 

le has pictures, books and music, 
Bright fountains and noble'tgees, 

Flowers that blossom in roses, 
Birds from beyond the seas, 

But never does childish lausiiter 
Hiz homeward footsteps greet 

His stat 

To the tread of innocent 

> 

ly halls ne'er echo 

feet. 

This child 

A birdling 

ig our “ speaking picture,’ 

that chatters aid sings, 

Nometimes a 

Our « 

His heart is a charmed casket, 

"Full of all that 

And no harp strings 

As follows 

sleeping cherub— 

ther one has wings; 

charmed and sweet, 

hold 

his tinkling feet. 

| 

{ 

such music 

When the glory of sunset opens 
The highway hy angels trod, 

And seems to unbar the city 

Whose Boeilder and Maker is God, 

portal. 1 Close to the erystal 

I 

The eyes of our other angel— 

see by the gates of pearl 

A twinborn little girL 

And I ask to be taught and directed 
To 

So that I be accounted worthy 

guard bis footsteps aright, 

To walk in the sandals of light; 

And hear amid songs of welcome 

From messengers trusty and flect, | 

On the starry floor &f heaven, 

The patter of little fect. 
TETRIS © FARR ATS ITUT FEE ROTIIEC TT Oe 

ol 

From Ci:ambers’s Jonrnal.. 

THE PRIZE PICTURE. 
My father was a trader and a distiller at Schied: am, 

on the Mans. Without being we althy, we enjoved 
the means of procuring every social comfort. We 
gave an@received visits from a few old friends : we 
went ocensionally to the theatre, and my father had 
his tulip-carden and summer house at a little dis- 
tance from Schie dam, on the hanks of the canal 

which connects the town with the river. 

But my father and mother, whose enly child 1 
was, cherished one dream 8f amb’“ion. in which. 
Sintstoly. my own tastes ledane to partic ipate:— 
they wi nted me to become a puinte ir. “Let me but | 
see a picture hy Franz Linden in the galler vat Rot- | 
terdam,”’ anid my father, “and 1: shall die Thapuy. ” 
So, at fourteen vears of age, I was removed from | 
school, and placed i in the clasess of Messer Kesler, 
an artist livine at Delft. Here T made such progress, 
that by the time I had reached my nineteenth birth 
day, I was transferred to ho atelier of Hans van 
Roos, a descendant of the celebrated family of tha 
name. Van Roos was not more than thirty -eizht or | 
forty, and had alr eady 1 acquired considerable reputa- 
tion as a printer of portraits and sacred subjects 
There was an altar piece of hig in one of our Bnest 
churches ; his works had occupied the place of honor | 
for the last six years at the annual exhibition ; and | 
for portraiture he numbere among his patrons most 
of the wealthy merchants and bureomasters of the 
sit Indeed, there could be no question that my 
wster was rapidly acquiring a fortune equal to his 

pepulity. 
Still, he was not ¢ cheerful man. Tt was whis- 
id hy the people that he had met with a disap- 

pointme nt early in life—that he had loved, was | 
accepted, and, on the eve of marriage, was re nected 
by the lady for a more we althy suitor. The story, 
however, was founded mere ly on c njecture , if not 
originating in pure fable ; for no one in Rot! erdam 
kne w the history of his youth. He eame from Fries- 
land, in the north of Holland, when a very young 
man : be had alw ays been the same gloomy, palli d. 
labor-loviag citizen. Ie was a rigid Calvinist ; he 
was sparing of domestic expenditure, and liberal to 
the poor ; this every one could tell you, and no one 
knew more. 
The number of his pupils was limited to six. Ile | 

kept us continually at work, and scarce ly permitty d 
us to exchance a word with each rege during the | 
day. Standing among us so silently, with the light 
from aliove shining down upon his alli d face, and 
contrasting with the gombre folds of his long black 
dressine-zown, he looked almost like some stern old 

picture himself. To tell the truth, we were all #faid 
of him : uot that he was hars! h, not that he assumed 

any OV erbearing vcs on the contrary, he was 
stately, malent, ind 11 gidly polite ; and that was 

more impress None of us resided in his house 

for he lived in the deevest 2 

- 

far 

eclosion. 1 had a second 
a | of offal x 

floor in a neighboring ~ treet, and two of my follow- 
We hose. students ocenpicd rooms in the same 

‘al one, col Iversing in unfreque nt wi JIN Pers, 

away, ¢ 

‘ment, and said that [ deserved a oood positi 

ve 

- . = 
iy Sy 

$i , brie 3 A 
iL Lah ol oo . Pe 

- 

Our Quer 

We ud ay 

noand Constitution, 
| 

WOODSTOCK, SATURDAY, JUNE 

in shining gold letters in the middle! I ran dow | felt somewhat disineli | the burgomaster, Von Gael. It was an eventful n : visit for me. On that eve nid 1 first le: arned to love. | the staircase and bought a catalogue, that my eyes my nerves, but still more 
b Few people, T think, would at that time have de- | might be gladdened hy the confirmation of this joy ; | so I followed him up fron 
| nied the personal attractions of Gertrude Von Gael: and there, sure enoueh, was printed at the com- structure, without once d 
yet I do not know that it was so much her features | mencement :—¢ Annual Prize Paintinge—View in! At last we reached the 
as her soft voice and gentle womanly grace that so Rotterdam, No, 12—Franz Linden.”” 1 could have posed, there was not ever 
completely fase inated me. Though so young, she wept for delight. I was never tired of looking at | tist to assume a sitting Pe 
performed the honors of her father’s yrinee ly tah 
with self-possession and good-breeding. 

f ning, she sang some sweet German songs to her ow 
| simple accompaniment. We talked of hooks and « 
| poetry : T found her well read in English, Frene 
‘and German literature. 
| discovered both judgment and enthusiasm. 

As we took our leave at night, the burgomaste 

p 

» 

i 

often. [I fancie d that Gertrude’s blue « 

ened when he said it, and I felt the ecolorrush quickl 
to my brow as I bowed and thanked him. 
“ Franz,’ 

the street, 

Jose Just twenty-two, 

| judith at the question. 
“ You will not be dependent on your brush, 

| boy,”’ continued my father, as he leaned npon 
| arin and looked back at the lofty 
Hust left, 
| cessful, and it will be my pride to leave you a res 
| pectable income at my death.’ 

\ I'inclined my head in silence, and wondered wha 
would come next. 

“ Burgomaster von Gael is one of my oldes 
friends,” said my father. 

I | have often heard you speak 
| rep lied. 

“And he is rich.” 
“ So I should =u 

“ how old are you i 

SIT, 

| 

| 

of him, sir,” 

os 
PrPose. 

““ Gertrude will have a fine fortune,” said my 
| father, as if thinking aloud. 

I howed again, but this time rather nervously. 
¢¢ Marry her, Franz.”’ 

I dr ypped his arin and = 

adit | [% te red 
ys 

tarted hack. 
¢ I b four Yiey ¢s Sir! —marry the Fraulen 

| 
| 
| yon Gael! 

“And pray, SIF, W ‘hy not 7” said my father cartly, | 

stopping short in his walk and le: aning both hands 
upon the top of his walking- stick. 

[ made no reply. 

“Try her, Franz.” 
"Mm I 1 

edly, as he resumed my arm. “If IT am not ve 

as myself ; and as 
” 

Won. 

where my father was to sleep for the night. As he 

old fashioned mansion, built of red bri 

Boompies. In front lay the broad shining river, 
{ crowded with merchant vessels, from whose ma 
 Sotierod the flags of all the trading nations in the 
world. Tall trees thick with foliage, lined the quays 

81 

and cast a pleasant shade, th rough which the s aha | 
ckered brightly apon the spacious drawing- 

a3 
1a lieht 

rooms of Gertrade’s home. 

Here, night after night, when the studies of t! 
day were past, I used to sit with her beside the open 
window, and watch the ! SY Pas: sing crowd bene o_. 
the rippling river, and the rising moon that tip; e 
the masts and city spires with silver. Here, listen- 
ing to the accents of a distant ballad sincer, 
the far murmer of voices from the shipping, we read 
together {from the pages of our favorite poets, and 

In fhe eve- 

We spoke of art, and she | | 

shook me warmly by the hand. and told me to come 

eyes bri: zht- | 

* said my father, when we were once in | 

my 

1 

y mansion we had | 
“1 have been neither wasteful nor unsue 

? 34 

sald my {father zood-humor- | 

: ‘ EY 1s 
much mistaken, the burgomeister would he as pleased | 

for the fraulein—women are easily 

We had reached hy this time the door of the inn | 

ck, and situa- 
ted upon the famous line of houses known as the 

EM 

vi She could not endure the 

or to! 

le | my picture ; 

in every possible light, and forgot ail but my hay 
piness. : 
“A very charming little painting, sir, 

voice at my elbow. 

“It was an elderly | 
cles and an umbrella. 

ingly : *¢ Do you think so!’ 
«I do, sir,” said the old gentleman. 

amateur—IL am very fond of pic tures. 

| that you are also an admirer of art?” 
I bowed. 
¢ Very nice little painting indeed ; 

n 

of 

h| | 
bb J 

said 

Tr 

I presam Yy 

| ve—Try niece; 

* I replied, rather sur-! he continued, as he wiped his glasses, and adjusted 
y hem with the air of a connoisseur.  ** Water ver 

fii, colors pure, sky tram: sparent, perspective ad 
mirable. I'll hay it.” 

“ Will you?” * 1 exclaimed Joyfully. 
you, sir !’’ 

it Te Oh,” said the old gentleman, tarnme sudden 
| upon me and smiling kindly, ‘¢ 80 you arc the artist, 

x’ 

t are you? Happy to make your acquaintance, Messer 
| Linden. You are a very young man to paint such | with the voice and eve 

t | a picture as that. 1 congratulate you, sir—an Jee he cried. as he seized 
| LI'L buy it.” clasp—¢ fool, to tras | 

Ihe 
Lid So we exchanged cards, shook hands, 

the best friends in the world. I was burni tn with 
| impatience to see Gertrude, and tell her all my goo 
fortune 3 bat my new patron took my arm, and sai 

pany ; and I was even forced to comply. 

| the next best situation to mine : it was my 
work, the Conversion of bt. Paul. While we wer 

admiring it, and 1 was telling him of my studies 

the atelier of the painter, a man started {rom before 
1 | 

us, and elided away, bat not before I had ree enised 

110C- | the pale countenance of Van Roos. There was sor 

something that stopped my breath and made me 
. Why not. sir?’ 1 peated my father very enor-= shudder. What was ic? 1 scarcely knew ; but the | whole weleht upon 

COL ally. ““« What coule | you wish for bette r? Tl ¢ clare of his dark cyes and the TLIERY ring passion Oi —he fell ! 
voune lady is handso es sha duc ated, rich. Now. | his lip haunted me for the rest of the day, andecame | T dw pped upon n 

| Franz, if I thoneht vy ie ul been such a fool as to | back again in my dreams. 1 said nothing of it to | of silence seemed to 
| form anv other atta ee ment without’ —— | Gertrude that aiternoon, but it had sobered b iy rap- upon my brow. 11 

‘ ob, sir, you do me injustice!” I eried. ¢ In- | turous exultation most clivctuall i POsILIVe by | bel Ww, I crawled to 
deed, T know no one—have seen no other lady. But | dreaded, the next day, to return to the studio ; hut, | looked over—a shay 

| <add vou think that—that she would have me. 1?’ | to my sarp rise y DIY master rece ived me as Le never | m: thle pavement, 
TU 
Ve had rece Jd 11 ¢ » before. 

i his hand to me. 

“ Welcome, Franz Linden.” he 
| am proud to call you my pupil.” 
{  Thé hand was cold voice 
smite was passionless, 

| said SING J 

the was 

» 

(red to have her portrait painted—to console him for 
| - 

hier absence, he said, when I should be so wicked as 
| to I recommended my old er away from him. 
master, profits tutelage I had recently left: and Van 

take |] 

oladly have performed ; byt portraiture was not my 
line. I coun I | paint a k, spotted mileh? cow, or 
a drove of sheep, far hetter than the fair skin and 
aolden curls of my darling Gertrude, 

artist from the first, In 
tvain I reasoned with and strove to persuade her—all 
was of no use ; and she used to say, 

y such conversation, that she wished the portrait 
twere finished, and that she could 
liking hin than—than she could sep loving we. 
So our arguments always ended with a Kiss, 

Dut this portrait to ok long time. Van Roos 

A) 

Slee 

0 
« 

a ~ 

counted the first pale stars that trembled into light. | was in general a rapid painter ; vet Gertrude’s like- 
It was a hap P y time. Dut there came al last a | ness P irocressed at a vero slow pace, and, like Pene- 

as we sat 

and list- 

time still h appier, when, one still evening 

ening to the beating of each other's hearts 
Gertrude that IT loved her : and she, 
her fair head, silently upon my +1 

vith shoulder v 

ever. Just as mv father had perdicted, the hureo- 
master showe one rymark of satisfaction, and readil y | 
‘sanctioned our beta othal, specifying but one eondi- 
dition. and this was that our marriage 

It was a long time to wait: hut I should by that 
time, perhaps, have made a name in my pr fession. 
I intended soon to send a picture to the annual ex- 
hibition=and who could tell what I 3 
in three years to s show Ger 

night not do 
trude how dearly I loved Law 

her! 
| And so our happy youth rolled on, and the quaint ! 
cold dial in Messer von Gael's tulip garden told the | ¢ 
| passage of our golden hours. In the meantime, 
worked gedul ously at my picture ; 1 labored upon i 
all the winter ; and when the spring-time came, 
gent it in, w ith no small anxie ty as to its probable 
position upon the walls of the aallery. 
view in one of the streets in Rotterdam. There we re | 
the hizh old houses with their rables and ¢ arved | 
door-ws ve, and the red st mlioht olittering on the | 

i 
S 

i 

bright winking panes of the upper windows—the 
canal flowing down the centre of the streets, crossed | 
hy its white "drawbr idge, with a barge just passing | ft 
mderneath—the green trees spreading a long eve. 

‘ning shadow across the yellow paving of the “road- 
way, and the spires of the Church of St. Tawren ce, 
rising high beyond against the clear warm skv. 
When it was quite finished, and ahont, 

ven Hans van Roos nodded a cold encourace- 
mn. Ie 

had himsel£ prepared a painting this vear, on a more 
ambitious scale and a larger canvas than usual. It 
- 5 ny fered subject, and represented the conversion 

. Paul. His pupils admired it warmly, and 
none mose than myself. We all prononneed it to 
be his master-piece, and the artist was evidently of 
our opinion. 

The dav of exhibitio m eame af last. 
slept the previous nicht ; vd the early morning 
found me, with a number of ot vatine 
impatiently before the vet unopened door. Whe 
| arrived, | it wanted an hour to the time, hut 
the day seemed to elapse before we heard the heavy 
holts give way inside, and then forced our way 

[ had se arcely 

he P students 
, 

1 |) 

stro gling throne oh the narrow barriers. 1 liad flown 
up the « lirease, and wos myself in the § fiv=t room, 
anid the bright, wall of paintines and oilt frames. 
I had foroatten to purcha Sen cataloonie at the en- 
trance, and T had not patience to go hack 
| strode round and round 

for it ; 
he anarty 37h the apartment, looking 

850 

used to meet at night in each other's chambers, and eagerly y 5 my pictore : it was nowhere to he seen, 
make ezcursions to the exhi hitions and theatres: and 5° I passed on to the next ; here my search was 

gometimes on a summer's evening, we would hire a 1 4! ally unsusces sful. * 
pleasure boat, and row for a mile or two down the ‘Tt must be in this room,” T said to myself, 

river. We were merry enough then. and not quite where's tl the best works are placed! Well, if it 
&o silent, T promise you, as in the gloomy studio of he hu o-Ak: r 80 high, or in ever so dark a corner, it 
fans von Roos. Is, go atl CVI - honor to have one's pictare 1n 

In the meantime T was ambitious and anxious to | the thira room > 
olean every benefit from my master’s structions, | But, though I' spoke RO bravely, it was with a 
i improved rapidly, and mv painting 1 goon excelled “pgp yop Ive ntured in, [ could noi really hope 

those of the other five. My taste did not incline to 07 2 £00d place, among the magnates of the art. 
ga. re vl subjects, like th at of Van Ri YOR, hut rath r to hot hile i = ari 8 th 5 othe a th rE h: ul he sy 
the familiar rural style of Berehem and Paul Po rE ity that my picture might rc ya tolerab! 

It was my creat delight to wander along ti pe rich | We og) FRE : 
pasture lands, to watch the amber sunset, the her (ls the house bad formerly heen the mansion of a 
xoine home to the dairy, (! lazy wind will od Ty AIS or ap wealt! who had I tit, with 

the calm clear waters of the eanals, scarcely r raffle od » a UCM Of pestittises, for the parpos 
by the passage of the public trechshuyt. in de) of es pen ye mony ry nt to I lemish art, | Che 

ing scenes of this nature— a nis aos, edi i meray 
I space over the magnificently carved chimney 

The slow canal, the yellow-biossomed vale, ‘assigned, as the place of honor, to the best paintine. 
The willow -tuft d bank, the gliding ail— The prevint r of this pietare alwavs received a cf lv 

[ was s singnlarly fortanate. My master never praised prize {or ress he was likewize indebted to the mu- 
me by word or Took : but when my father came up nificenee of the founder. To this spot my eyes wer: 
one day from Schiedamn to visit me, he drew him nator As r turned as T entered the door. Was | 
aside and told him, in a voice inaudible to the’ rest, | dreaming? [ stood still—1 turned hot and cold by 
that «¢ Messer Franz would be a credit to they pro- turns—I ran forward. It was no delusion! The 
feseion ;? which so delighted the good distiller, that was my picture, mv own picture, in its little modest 
be straichtway took me out with him for thet day, frame, installed in the chief plac e of all the oallery! 
and, alte oiving me fifteen gold pieces as a teqtimo- | And — ), WAS the official card stuoe 'k in the 
By 6 bis satisfaction, took me to dine with his friend | corner, with the words, + Prize Painting,” printed 

: \ 

fr
 

=
 

in answer, laid! 

a | 
sweet confidence, as she were content =o to rest for 

8 houl 1 not | t 
take place till T had attained my twenty-fifth year. 

I | 

It was al 

to he sent | 

half 
| 

10 e's web, seemed never to be cn nple ted, One 

morning I happened to be in the room—a rare event 
at that tune, for I was hard at work upon my new 
landscape ; a 
come my 
longer the same nian. 

late master. Ie séemed to be no 

There was a light in his eye, 

and a vibration in his voice, that 1 had never oh- 
served Defore ; and when he rose to take leave, there 
“was a studied courtesy in his bow and manner that 
ok me quite hy surprise, 

Stifl, 1 never Susplc ted the truth, and still the 
portrait was as far as ever from being finished. 

It all came out at last ; and one morning Hans 
van Roos made a formal offer of his hand and hedrt: 

| of course he was immediately refuse. 
¢ But as kindly as was po Fible, dear Franz,’ 

she, when sl 

i= your friend, and because 

over 

[40] 

? said 
ie told tite in the eve nine ; ¢ beeause he 

he 
le ply.  And—and vou dair’t know how dre: adlully 
white he turned, and how he tried to restrain his | 

tears. 1 pitied him, Franz ; and, i: deed, [ was very 
And the eentle creature cole . scarcely keep 

“sn 

SOrTY. 

from wee) ing her: seid as she tol d nme. 

IT did not see Van Roos for some months after this 

disclosure ; 
ning in front of the stadthouse, and to my surprise, 

| for the second tine in his life, he held out his hand. 

“A good day to you, Messer Linden,” said 

«I hear that you are on the high road to fame and 
rétune.”’ gle 

Al I have heen very prosperous, Messer Van Roos”? 

| T replied, taking the profiered hand—¢* more pros- 
| perous, perth: aps than my merits deserve. IT never 

| 
{ 

1} 

forget that I owe my present proficiency to the hours | 
spent in vour atelier” 
3 Yao . "1d a 

A peenliar expression flitte s face. 

«If 1 thought that,” said é liaustily, 
should esteem myszelf particalarly happy. 

v 
hi 
ad l over 

he 3 Pott 
b 4 

he uttered the beoinning and end of this sentence—- 
| 80 mueh hurry and passion in the first half, such 
deliberate politeness in the last; that I started back 
‘and looked him {ull in the face ; he was 

] 4 

marble statue. and impenetrable as o 
¢ I too have been fortunate, he said, after a mo- | 

'ment’s pause. ¢ Ilave you seen the new chure h 
bh) 

wy 
1A) late ly built Ln the east end of the Harine r-viliet 

I replied ti hat I had observed it in passing, but i 

not heen inside. 
| 

¢ T have been intrusted,’ 

| perintendence of the interior decorations 

version of St. Paul 7” is purchased for the altar- 

pices, and 1 am now engorged in painting a series of 

unon the ceiling. Will vou come in one 

opinion on them 2”? 

flattered, Ls appointed 

“ with the su- 

My «+d 

he said, 
‘an 
Jak= 

J 
«a 

frescoes i 

day and vive me your 
ir wil, 

] ny sell muen 

to visit fa in the church on the following morning. 

He was waiting for me at the door when 1 arrived, 
| with the heavy keys in his hand. We passed in, 

lock. 
against intruders,’ he 

conc nto the church 

and I do not choose 

the 

» turned the key in the 

secure myself 

smiling: «¢ People will 

if IT leave the doors unfastened ; 

to carry like a sign-painter, in 

and h 
3 

“ 
said, 

wa ys 

on my art, ne- 
sence of everv blockhead that chooses to stand and 
{ J 

stare at me 

It was surp risine in what a disagreeable manner 

this man sh«wed his teeth whe in he smile
d. 

I'he Cilureh was aocviud V i Ihe nasoine M11 ne, 

built in that Italian style whieh initates the antique, 
{ u - N Ph Wal ! 12 ovine ] 

and re Les grace ana ndg licence to tn hg rub * 

anctity of the Gothic order \ wo ol elegant 

Corinthian colami DPOT | the roof on each side 

1 3 | 3 He, 
of the nave tdine and ds ‘ive ¢ eS W 

Fal caddy (Nn pied ils pp iii station 2 nit ai ti 

to the left of the ratled spa where the MNINION 

] 1 i 1 : ad : 

table was woke, 50m a lolly SCaloldinge was crecy- 

ed, th: SCeI «l [rom wher i (1, «ill Lt 1 Con 

in contact with the roof and above Wied sery- 

ed the yet unfinlshed sketeh of @ masterly fresco. — 

Tl " y ] ] . ’ 'hree or four more, already completed, were sta- 

i 1 | ’ } . ot ’ ks 
tioned at regular intervals, and some others wera 

merely outlined in charcoal upon their intended 
pile, 

“«« Will vou not eome 
9 

up with me asked the 
. 

1 ’ " pater, when I had expressed my admiration suffi 
ciently Or are you alraid of wang sady | { 

I walked from one side to the other— 
I retreated—I advanced closer to it—I looked at it, 

gentleman, with gold specta- | ing, “to let “yourself do 
“I colored up; and said Lalter- 

“1 am an 

“Qh, thank | 

L 

and became 

that he must make the tour of the rooms in ny com- 

We stopped before a large painting that occupied 
A & N 

master’s 

In 

thing in the expression of his face that shocked me, 

He advanced, and extended | 

harsh—the 

My companions crowded 
round and eonzratulated me : and in the warm tones 

Roos was summoned to fuliil a task that IT would | 

at che end of 

no more help dis- | 

nd I was struck by the change that had | 

seemed to feel i 80 | 

at last 1 met him accidentally one mor- | 

he. | 

There was so oad a difierence in the wa y in which | 

as smiling | 

| er 0 

of the vegetable world 
| seed, linseed, cotton s 
pre vel out of them, 

cakes, wh ich hoth in t! 

Of oil which they 5 cll e 

fod, for which t hey hay 

It a ffor Is Ad CUTIOUS i 

adulteratine practices 

' blackness are 

while lying on his back. 
myself on this lofty coucl 
above the level of his loo 

‘and descended immediately 
a I waited till he re Joined n 

| ¢ How dangerous it mu 

I= 

perch!’ 

“| used to think so at 
[ am row quite accustome 
approaching close to the 

| 4¢ ey falling f from thig 
¢ Horrible '’ erie 
“ I wonder how hirh 
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