THE NEW ZEALAND GRAFHIC.

523

- Aeif he wers likel{ to forget that he gave me the pack-
-mge, or that I had taken it. Feel the weight of that "
The notes were folded in an oblong bondle wrap in
heavy foolscap, and again in meveral thicknessas of brown
paper. The whole was put lnto & case of black oilcloth.
Mre Hampden, like Jarret, shot the door. ‘It is very
-cumbrous,” ahe said. * They are afraid of dampness, [ sup-
Wait, I can uan it
The chief tressure of her wardrobs was a crépe shawl,
brought to her by a sailor nnele. [t was kept wrapped in
Chinese silk paper. She rwn upstairs, and brooght down
this A
' ovi:ocr]ever you ave, Sarah '
deftness while she folded the notes in the light, tough web,
and tied them in asheet of the brown paper, replacing them
in the oil-cloth case,
* You ¢an hang it by a strap to your shonlder under your
coat, Ralph.’ o
He made & wry face. ‘It wouldn't do to put it in the
sack ! There, thera! Don't lectura ma, I'll not let it go out
of my sight once. £20001 Why, here is the pot of gold !
« I eould boy that houee now.’
* Do not talk so idly, Ralph,
ou !'
¥ Any one wonld know T am not a thief,’ be eaid, ?luiat]y.
*Let us have dinner, The atage-coach will scon be here.”
The meal was hnrried and quiet. The journey was aa
much as a voyags to Europe is now. All the u?ﬁhm“m

If any one should hear

were on the watch to see the departure. Mr Hampden had
not left the table when the great red coach, with its four
white horses and its many-caped driver, dashed sround the
- corner and stopped at the door.
Mr Hampden ran upstaire to get a forgotten parcel, fol-
Jowed by his wife and Carey. When they came down again,
Mys Hampden bronght the package out of the parloar,
=Y on wonld actnally have forgotten it,” she said, repr‘ovmgly,
‘bat for me. Promise me, Ralph, you will not let it ge out
-of your sipght again '
ﬁe kissed her, laughing.
with me, Sarah.’ .,
Carey was under his feet, Kent and Si were dashing
madly in and out, clamouring for leave to ride on the boot
. aa far as the toll-gate. :
* How many passengers, boys ¥ asked Mr Hampden.
¢ Three, sir. A lady, a clergyman, and a blind man. The
- driver says there’a not one to Pulden but yourself.! i
¢ All aboard  The bugle blew, the horses strained their
huge flankes, the neighbonrs waved their hands, Mr Hamp-
- den kissed hie hand from the coach roof—there was a gieat
clond of dust nnd they were gone.
¢ Giod send him home safely,” murmared Mrs Hampden, as
-she wiped away her tears. *Bat oh !—that money
(TO BE CONTINTED.

* Poasess your soul in patience

THE THREE FIRST MEN.

THERE are few stories of a legendary natere that are not
related in severa) different forms. This one appears in two
- or three.

Whean the Great Spirit created the world, He Arst made
three men, all of the same cvlour. Then he led them toa
pool of water, and bade them jump in and bathe. One of
them obeying et once, leaped ik in advance of his fellows,

. and came out clean and white,
The others hesitated, but one svon followed the first.
When he went in the water had become somsewhat stained,
- and he came ont copper-coloured.
Then the third man went in. By that time the water of
>the pool had beeome black, and he was consequently black
when be had bathed. .

Thus it happene that there are white men, red men and
black men in the world. .

Then the Great Spirit laid down three packages belore
the three men which contained their future fate. Out of
pity for the black man, He permitted hin: to have his first

- ciroice of the parcels. .

The black man, without besitation, took the largest of
the parcels ; the red man, whose turn was pext, toolg ;he
next largeat parcel, and the white man got the remaining

. one, which was very emall.
Then the men opened their packagea. That of the black
man was found to contain shovels and other implements of
.labounr ; the red man's contained bows and arrows ; and the
white man’s small parcel consisted of pens, ink, and tools for
i fine, light work,
From that time on, each man made use of the tools he had
« chusen.

A CELEBRATED DOG.

. A CELERRITY amongst English dogs, the well knowa * Rail.
way Jack,’ died recently, aged ihirteen, % the liouse of hia
master, Mr Moore, Mayfield, Suesex, Mr Moore wae for

imapny years station-master at Lewes, and his dog was known
far and wide ma a coostant traveller by rail. He began

‘when quite young by taking ebort trips on the L.B. &od

live; then he went up asd dowa to town, and

- eventunlly extended hin travels south as far as Exeter, and
north to Edinburgh and Glasgow. Once, I believe, he weat
to Paris, but he always funnd his way back to Lewes,

A favoarite stopping-place was Nurwood Junction Station
where he had many ﬁ'iandu acoght the officials; and it
was at Norwood, sume years ago, that poor Jack met with

' the bad accident which entailed the loss of one of his fore
legn, Un that jon—I had the ac t from one of the

.purters—Jack ior the first time, tried to reach the dowan
platform for Lewes by croesing the line. Ti was his habit

‘to go down the stairs and through the snbway like an ordi-

.mary traveller ; but on this cecesion he was fuolhardy, took
the short cat, was caught by » passing traio and badly hurt.
The porter alew told me thatl Jack was never known to take

-a wrong train. How he knew the right one was & mystery ;
but when, juet to test his knowledge, he was put into vne

+not bonad }or Lewes, he gsed to jump out again, wagging
bis tail as though to eay, ' You can't take ne in.’ A

The late Lady Brassey introduced *Jack® to the Prince
and Princess of Wales at Eastbuorne, and from Her Hoyal
Highness he received s pretty collar with an inscription,
He had oo less than thres collars and a silver medsl. At
+Cowes he was introdoced to Prioce and Princess Edward of
Saxe-Weimar, and wherever he went he was a favousite;
bin mianners were so gentle, and he was 8o bright snd io-
telligent. Since his accident he never made & juuroey

-slove.

He stood Ly, praising ber
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LITTLE PEOPLE'S LETTERS.

SOLUTIONS OF PUZZLE STORY NO. 2.

DEAR Covsix KarTe,—The master's breakfast was al-
ready on the table fur him when tha dog came in and smelt
& nice smell. He looked all ronnd to see where it came
from. At last he jumped npon & chair near tha table. He
saw a mire chap thers (1), so he saM to himself, *that looks
nice ;' (2) so he jumped on $o the table. (3) He took it out
of the dish and began eating it. (4) He has finished eatin,
it, and the master calls out, ' Pup, what are you doing?
(5) The master seizes him and heats him, and tﬂe r dog
cries loudly.——FRANK VICKERMAN. Union Bank, Hass.
ings.

. DEAR Cousix KaTe,—Mr Peggy folt very hungry, so he
jumped apon & chair which was near to look what was on
the table. He saw a chop, glass, kniia and fork, and table-
nakin ring, but he thought the chop looked more temptin,
than anything else, and o he 1i{umped on to_the table, an
went close to the plate and took the chop off the plate and
began to eat it. Then he heard someone coming, and in a
short time bis master came into the room, and saw Mr Peggy
eating hin breakfast, and so he took him by the neck and
smacked his head, and put him outside in the eold rain.—
KATHLEEN. Christchurch.

The following is from a very little boy:—Drar Couvsix
KATE,—This ia the answer to the pnzzle: (1) Bob sees a
chop ; (2) hetakea it ; {3) hagoes to sleap ; (4) he wakes up;
(6) he geta whipped. —H.

Drar Covusiy KATE,—A man was une day eating a chop
when ke went out to get something. His little dog thab
was sitting by him saw him go vut, and directly he was
gone he got on the chair and saw the chop, and got on the
table to get at it. He gets it and eats it up with great de-
light. He has finished, and is looking very contented when
his master comes in, and is very angry at having his chop
taken, and catches hold of the dog by the back of the neck,
and gives him a box on the ears for takiog bis chop. I am
only fuast twelve and hope Iam not too old. —GEORGE BROAD.
Nelson,

[No, you are not too old. —Cousiy KaTe ]

Dear CousiN KATE,—I have never tried to answer any
of your puzzles before, so I do not expeet this one will be
cotrect.  (tnce upon A lime a gentleman had a dear little
poppy dog. Oane day when he was sitting at breakfast
with the dog by his side, he thonght he wuul§ like to go out
for a few minates and look &t the smow. - When he was
away the dog saw m chop that was lying on his maater’s
plate. He first jumped on to his master's chair, then he
put his pawns on the table, then he jumped right on té the
table and walked up to the plate, theo he touk the chop off
the plate and ate it up. He now sat down on the table and
waited for his master. When his wmaster came in again to
finish his breakfast it was all eaten up. He was very
angry, and seizing the dog by its neck, gave it m good slap
and threw it out of the door. —WILHELMINA, aged 10.

THE RESCUE OF CLARISSA.
—_—
{BY WiILL FHILIP HOOFER.)

CLEAN, wafe, shining beach where each
wave, s it rolled in, seemed to try to outdo
the other waves in gently smoothing the
bright sand.

A big, pood-oatnred Newfoundland dog,
with a wooden pail io his mouth. and trot.
ting by his side m sweet little girl.

*My gracious me, Kover,’ said Amy—his
name was ooly Hover, but she always called
hin * My gracious me, Hover’—*it’s Incky
we dido't bring Amanda; the wind wounld

snar] her curle, and if she got sand in her shoes it wonld

make her cross,’

The bemch was io full view from the summer cottage
where Amy’s mother and Awanda could see the litvle girl
at Boy moement, .

After digging, with Rover’s earnest help, a big hole, and

iling up the sand so as to moke s kind of B throne, Amy

gan to gather treasures to place wround it.  Rover was
equally interested io this, and vied with her in finding the
biggest shells, and these were arranged mround the throne
with emoeoth pebbler and bits of seaweed ; but the seaweed
wha what Rover moat liked huuting for, and he was not
contented with draguiog op the pieces which werae nlreml[y
on the shore, but invieted on ewimnmiog io the beautiful,
cuol, preen waves after bits of floating weed; while Amy,
wild with joy, danced up and down wseizing the pieces aa
soon as they were out of the wet, and urging IRover on ta
renewed efforts.

Snddenly he swam further out than usual, and seemed to
be after & mysterious nbject bobbing up aod down in the
waves in & st comical way, It alnost seemed alive, and
Amy fancied she could nes it give ni(imailu of distresa; then
rowme wave, larger than veual, would for a momeat entirely
conceal it

Bus Hover was not to be daunted, and on he nwam;
finslly he turned and went round in a circle, then she knew
he mnst be examining it. Suwidenly he went atraight at it,
then & big wave with s roar splashed over hitu, and both he
and the mysterivns object disappeared. But water has no
terrors for s Newfoundiand doy, and, & monient later,
Huver, with something in his nwuth, loamed up over the
breaker, aod quickiy reached the shallow waler, whare he
stood for ao iowtast, prood s a king, while Ay, on seeiog

what he beld, dropped her pail and shovel in amacement.

And what do you snppose it was *

A great, big, yellow-haired doll!  Yes, a veal doll; clothed
in what was once a beautiful gown.

With & ery of astonishment Aniy rushed for the treasurs
and pressed her, sll drippinyg wet, In her warm wrms. The
paor dolly's eyes were cicsed anil she seemed very cold.

Then Amy remembered the rules she had beard about how
to revive people who were nearly drowned. Firab she laid
the doll down on the hot sand, and gently patted her back,
while & lot of water came out of her mouth.

Next, sho guickly took off nome of her wet clathes, which,
even in her excitement, she naticed were very rich and
fashionable. Thew, alier giving her n gentle rabbing, she
remembered the pictures of rolling a half-drowned person
over a barrel, so she seized her littls wooden pail and Legan
rolling the doll on it. Suddenly she heard a very faiut,
queer voice saying :

*Twlinkle, twinkle, little star,
How—1—won -det—what—you—areI*

My gracious me,’ aluost yelled Amy, holding the doll
at arm's length, 'How 1 wonder wgnt you are! My
Amanda can say papa and mamma, but [ mever before
heard a poetry doll.’ And even Hover, who hud been niost
interpatedly watching Amy's efforts, gave a surprised bark.

But in & mement Amy was working with renewed energy
over the wet doll, whose eyes were now wide open, and again
the strange voice apoke, saying :

* Bireak, break, Lreak,
Uk thy cold, grey alones, O seal'

* Poor dolly,’ said Amy, alnoat crying with aympatiy and
excitement. *&he must be out of bher head and ‘don’s
yet know she i3 saved from the ocean.’ And Rover, who
seemed equally anxious, licked the dolly's cold, wet face.

Amy realized the next thing was o wrap her up warmly,
and let her reat ; so placing her little cape softly around her,
ahe hugged the doll in her armus, and seated herself in the
pile of hot sand.

It was & warm morning, and the hard work had made Amy
feel a good deal tired slso. Sha found it very comfortable
to sit quietly, bolding the rescued doll, with Rover lying at
her side.

SBuddealy the strange little voica began again, and Amy
eould hear every word :

*Onee 1 was s young girl, a young girl, & young gicl ;
Once Il wasa :‘(’mnggg%rrl. rlnr:itr tl:cﬁ.“nh [hu)n—‘ & gitl

“0, what thet ' eried Amy, anxions to hear all sbont it,
* Do tell me, what then

There was & long silence ; even Rover crawled a little
ne;a‘.imr. Then the doll in & distioce, though husky, voice
said :

* They do these things so diferently in Paris.’

¢ Oh dear,' said Amy, feeling afrajd she had not exactly
followed the rules for veviving a drowning person, * Oh desr,
what things '

‘ Does sea water discolony an imported Freneh gown Y
murmured the doll, rolling np its big china blue eyes to
Amy's anxions face.

ow Amy was a sensible little girl, who had been well
bronght up, and she was sorprised that any doll, at least
any doll u? education, should begin to worry the very firsg
thing about dress; sond there was Rover with his ears up,
heariag every word, sad the doll had begunr to talk of her
gown, befoie expressing voe word of thanks to him for sav-
ing her life,

Amy was 8o afraid his feelings would be hurt that she
felu annoyed with the doll, and she answered rather sharply ;

¢ There are a good many things in this world of more im-
portance than dress!” Then, in a kiodlier tone, she con-
tioued, * Do tell ns how you happeoed to be drowning all by
yourself, out in the ocean T

* Because I couldn’s swim,” said the doll,

* Bat how came you to fall in the water ¥

“1didn't fall in, I was washed overboard. Yuou see we
were all on a picnic in a lovely yacht, I bad just been
making inyeelf entertaining. | aro never seasick, not even
when 1 went to Paris—'

* What I' said Amy, furgetting how rude 1t was to inter-
rupt, * Have you been to Paris W

‘Indead I have. Why haven't yon aver heard of Clarissa
Clarion? I'm the famious talking doll. Why, we, myself
and our set,’ continued Miss Clarion, in her vainness men-
tioning herself first,  made & deal of talk in 1aris,”

+ [ should think eo,' said Amy.

*Uh, [ don'v mean that wr talked a preat deal, but that

opla talked & great deal of us; we wera copsidered so
interasting. We were everywhere received with great
honour, and were one of the aights of the great Exposition.

*Oh, I've seen Ficbures of the boildings,” eried Ay, all
intereat. * Du tell meall abuat it, Miss Clarion. But'lirst,
how did you get washed overboard ¥

* Weil, [ was over-bured with the conipany of some very
common dolls, who could ooly say mammna, snd after having
amused the party with my recitations of ** Twinkle,
twinkle,” ete., I was restiag on one side of the yacht, the
sea wra pretty rough aod there wasa f.;uuxi breeze. Sud.
denly n big putf of wiod struck us, and 1 heard the captain
ery, ' Heada from under,” and, aniidst ehrieks from the
girls, everyone rushed from my side ns the biy boum swung
uvver. Then the boat seemed to turn and Lip way over on
my wide, nnd, almpst the sane instant, a big wave warhed
over me, sud [ was thrown viclently from my eeat, amidnt
the willeat excitement, and mnkedv through aod throogh ;
and, before anyone could reach g, I was setzed by anuther
great wave—'

L (b, cried Amy, 'how awful t*

¢ Yes,' criad the dull, getting very nutch excvited. ' He-
fore [ could say ** twinkle,” another big wave like & moun-
tain swept down urou me.  Seizing we in jts grasp, 1 waa
whirled into the midst of the rayging vcean.'

VYith a shriek, Awmy sprang up—it seemad as if she too
could feel the great wave saizing her, as if tho culd ocean
was already mround her. And something iras pulling st
her nnd she divd feel the cold wave —the tide hail quietly
caome in while she way wrapped up in 1larissn's story, and
liover, dear old ltover, was pulling at her dress to meke her

et np.
& Tin:':u and time nfain. little Amy wonld inke Miss Clarissa
to & quiet nonk amd try te indoce her 1o finish the atury of
being washed overbosrd, or to tell of her arin trip sl the
great Exponitinn, but nothing more thao poetry could she
ever get from the doll's lips.

However, Amy atill belicves that xoue time, sfter the
effecta of the accilent have wurn away, Clarissa will agaio
resarue her story —and perhaps whe will,



