: have borne the heat and confinement better.
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(From the Satarday Evening Post.] !

SCHOOL LIFE.

'e forty vears ago; I was a little girl|
thﬁ;:nd ugw}:‘. am a’ngnfd wo nan,still Loften |
find myseIf thinking of the old school house,
and the mer y playmates who thought much
more of piay th n of study. _

Oue warm afiernoen in Summer [ will never
forget. It had been not only a warm, but a |
hot day; indeed, the “weatber had been op-
pressive tor a week past, and now it was Fii-
day alternoon. We all felt tired and cross,
both teaclier and pupils. Nothing funny bad
occurred all day to amuse us, or we could

Our chort ‘play spell’ was o.er for the a'ter-
poon. I belirve 1t is called ‘rece:s’ now-a-
days, but it was *play spel?’ then.

Iu one hour more we might expect to be re-
leased, not to return to our prisen for two
whole days. Delighttul thouglt. llad we
been Told that this was our last day of school
we would have rejoiced at the tidings.  Alas,
one of «ur thougliess group did indeed return
po more. :

Our teacher was one of those stiff, unsym-
pathizing bei-gs who w0 strangely mistake
their vocation when they become teachers.

We could not love hiwm, but we did fear
hi a. ! :

This was the only school in the vill ge,a*d
all the ehiliren w o went to school at all at- ’
tended « ur school. Poor little bare-footed
boys and girls who walked two miles every
moining, vrought their dinner-baskets witl
them, and oh, what nice green apples they
sometimes had hid away fer some of us who
were not so firtunate as to have ‘heapsof ap-

les at home.”

We all sat in one room, big and I'ttle,young
and old, aud some were men and wowen

faces at us, and at the teacher when his back

4

was turned. We wondered what bis punish-
m+nt was to be, and whether it wou'd a.e
place that dar. We were all very uahappy,
and scarcely dared t» raise our hands to wipe
tiie perspiration from our faces., At linith
the lessous were all finisbed aud the lecture
began., | do not intend to repeat it, tut wil!
leave you to imagine all tue cruel things that
could be said by an offended teacher.

The denunciat ous eaped upou the head of
tLat ‘cruel boy? were direadful. DBuat 1 fear
we thought the teacher full as cruel as the
boy, for we did not love hiin, and we did love
our fun-loving compaunion. At length, he
ended with, “Anl now, sir, put yourseif n
the place of that fly! Toink what it suff:red!
How would you like torave a sharp mnstru-
ment thrast through yo r body? Thiuk of
that, sir, and sleep thig night it you canl!”

Slowly ant in order we took down our hats
and bonuets, piled up our bLooks and slates,
walked to the door, made our usual formal
obeisance, and made our escape [tom that ter-
rible eye.

Ounce clear of the doer and all order was
lost; we shouted, jumped and. ran, quite for-

dollars~- so I told Mr. Dodd to hitch up the !send you.
buggy and take
trouble
you don’t accept my offer,
is bavin’ the buggy got up I’il make out a lis*
of things I want, and I do wish you wouldn’t
let Mr. Dodd forget them.,
a dollar’s wor b of thinge,

generons you are.

getting the hear of the day that had so great-
ly depress d us, and the frowuns that had
caused us to tremble,

Harmon was wilder than ever—he had es-
caped so muech better than he expected.
“Sleep,” said he, ““well, I rather guess 1 shall
if Ididstick a fly. Ha! ha" aud he bounded
over the fence 1o find a bail he hLid at neon
under a pile of Lo rds. They we:e boards
torn from some o d building aud full of nais
As Harmon sprang care essly over the fence
he gave a terrific scream, and we all gathered
about him.

Poor fellow, his puni hment had now come
in earnest. He was unable to draw up his

rowl.

The it B.C el at in front, rieht (it through and through,
The liitle A-BGelaey. o nthg i:nh{é'r_: nail astickivg through the top of th-

under the coid, stern eye of
Next to them the spelling class, and so on to
the very highest, and those who owned copy
books sat facing the wall, along which stoud
the high wri ing desks, Oune window ouly on
that side gave light for us to write by, and on
a dark day, there wouid generally be consid-
erable ‘scrouziug’ to get near it. Manya
sly trick, many @ funny picture, and many a

gmothered lau:h came off at that desk—for
you see, our backs were toward the ‘m ster.

A greasy pucket of water sat on a be ch
in the middle of the room, and continually
did the old ¢ipper tinkle ag inst i s side as .t

was thrown down with what water remained
init aft r drinking. By the time the water
became low in the pail, it was preity well
mixed after washing s0 miny pairs of lips,
and then what a scufile to see who might go
out zfter more. Even 'Le larges girls would
sometimes go up and demurely ask the master
if they might not go after fresh water, and
what a loug time they tarried at the spring.

But on thi+ Auwgust afterncon the bucket
was diy, and no one was allowed to refil it.
Bome poor little fellows on the front seat
were rubbing their knuckles in their eyes,and
sniffling loudly.

“Silence, a!i! TFirst class prepare to read,”
gaid our teache-, and about a dozen of the
highest ¢ ass stood up with our ‘English |
Readers? open in our hands. ;

“QOyheisance,”” and at the word, a low bow
and decp cu tsey followed. ‘“‘Begin,” and I
led off with—-

¢ Tue dew was falling fas!,” ete., ete.

This was « favo it lesson of mine, and 1
read it off glibly, with all the sing-song tone
of a first-rate reader in a couniry school.

My one verse endred, and the word of com-
mand was arain given, ‘Next,” and another
verse was read, We were under good mili-
tary ruls—n thing was done withecut an or-
der. We had advanced as far as where ‘lit-
tle Barbary’ was telling the little lamb how
her father had brought it home, ete., when
buz, buz, sounded over our heads and a mon-
strous hois~ fly came thumping against our
polemn. teacher’s nose.

A broad grin from the whole class, and a
dirk frown from our teacher, then a stalely
‘Proceed,’ and another verse was read., Bat
the reader’s voice tvembled, for again came
the fly in th: teacher’s face. le raised his
hand to strike it, but the fly was gcone; “take

your seats,” said he in a voice of thunder,
that made us trewble, ard the | ttle ones ery.
It was soon discovered that the fly was let
out or drawn in by some other will than its
own, and every eye was soon turned on the
‘bad boy’ of our class, a wild mischievous
fellow, Harmon Bates. e was l~oking very
demure, with his hands bebind him, and the
poor fly was by this time bumping against
{he window, drawing after it a thread several
yards in lepgth, yet it was Harmon who bad
managed to catel the fly during ‘recess,’ and
tying a long thread tg apin, bad thrust the
pic through the body of'the fly, and then hid
¢ in his pocket wun'il an opportunily
gshould off'r when it could be let out at the
snaster. It was a cruel act, no doubt, but
Harmon was so though less, and would do
anything for fun.

e knew now thatalong lecture awaited us;
thatnot only Ha mon,but all of us,mustremain
to listen to it, and were 8o tired already.

Several litt'e girls were crying, some be-

cause the poor fly was in misery, and some |

because they wan ed to go home. “Harmon,
go release that fly. Now, take yourstand
on the dunce block, your proper place.”

He was obeyed.

There was very little sm'ling now in the
school room. The lessons went on as usual,
our class had only to spell, and there we all

right foot, for a long, rus:y nail had pierced
We cou d see the
foot b -
tween the toea. A \ast one of he larger boys
guc.eeded in drawing away the beard, nail
and all, We did not call the teacher, who
was still in the :choo! house. W~ thought he
would feel rather pleased at the time, but |
think we did bim injustice there., We fell
pleased to sre that the foot dii not bleed; only

Mr. Martifi you’re boarding at our horse,
and I feel a kind of friendship for you. It
w 1l cos you a dolldr to go down on tue stage
and a dollar to come back—there will be two

yu down. Oh, no, it’s no |
Mr. Martin I shall be insulted if
While Mr. Dodd

1 only want about

You will get them? O", Mr. Martin, how
I don’t know that it would

a few molassed. and tell
Mrs. Ray’a right off.

There, Mrs., Ray! I’ve just been to the
kitc'ien to tell Judy 1o getsowne provisions and
I reckon it will more than well
pay what I owe you. But never mina! {’m
a charitab.e woman, and beieve in givin’ to
the poor. You know the Bille says il’s
lendin’ to the Lord. |

Bill to take ’e;n to

Catching €nipe in Bags—How to do it,
In one of his sketches of “Egypt’—which

be right fo me to accept it, and yet you might |

feel insulted it I didv’t. I kuow 1’m apt to

be that way.
Let me see!

five yards of tlinncl for the baby;
comb for Juley Frances and Floreuce Ellensy a |
bottle o lemon syrup, some white sugar, and
t -0 boxes of sardines. There, | believe that’s |
all I wanil Yes, tiere’s one other little thing

I’d like to have—a black silk apron and a pair |
of kid ¢loves. Here itis, Mr. Ma tin, I Lope
yowll get a go d wife 1hat will appreciate |
you. A man thav’s so generous oughtto have

means So.therno Ill nois—Hazel Greene, Esq.,
give the following account of a enipe hunt:
The Egyptians have a custom of “taking

: A pair of shoes for little | the green ones a smping,”—id est, sniping
Tuomas Jeﬂtrﬂnn;a ctlico dress for myamf;'

a round il

those who are from the East, and who are not
posted with reference to all the things prac-
tised within the American Egypt. No matter
how well a man may be educated, or how
great may be his accomplishments, or how
polished his manners—he is a gre n cne iu
their estimation, uuless he know all about the
ways of the woods. The Euyptiins have a
custom of sniping them,did we say? Very
well, sniping them is the word; and now we

a good wife ant I hope you wiil get one, will commence inarou: dabout way,totell you
Well, yon are all ready to start, Mr., Dodd!, | how it 18 done. '

[ hope you won’t forget to brinz some candy
for tbe echildren, and a head-bandkerchief lor
Judy. Itsee. s like townis so far off that
when a body goes they ou ht to get every-

Now, do, pray, don’ct forget ’em? There,
Tom, run a ter your father and tell ’emn to
stop a minute. Jerewmiah, husband, dow’t for-
get o buy a set of chess-men. Mr. Maitin
p'ays, aud I want to learn.

‘1I’d rather you would!

I’d rather you |
| would forget anyth 1g else thar that, and the

“A five evening this,” said a native, burgt-
ing into our presence,

“VEI‘P-’,

““Nice night for snipes, I kinder think.”

thing they want. Sece here, Mr. Dodd, don’t| “Snipe! Are they plentiful in this region?”
foiget o get me apair of five shoes, No. 745, |  “Plenty! Golly I'd tell a man they was!
I can’t do without ’em, no way in the worid. f Why Sir, no longer ago nor last week, ine

and two other f. liers, we weunt out and cotch
four bag-fulls.” :
“Caught them! Why how upon the earth
did you manage it?” said we, looking forwiard
to a new item for Wilke’s Spirit.
“Yes cotch emjand we done it easy enough

sa dines—two boxes--y.u might get three.

Oh, 1 forgot, Mr. Martin said he would get
them Just forget what I ha:esaid about the
sardines, Mr. Martin, I was thinkin® about
Mr. Dodd gettin® ‘em. ;
Cowe in the Louse, children,
burnin? you bl ck.

Fiorence Ellen, rur out and tell your pa to

The sun iz

one or two drops of black blood ovzed out ot
the wound.

Harmon laughed as roon as he go* over his
first fright, and l.mped away tohis bome, ouly

sadly.

anhind enough to say *‘4t was good enough
for h m.”?

Children are bappy, careless creatures, and
[ think we played just as hard ¢n Saturday, as
if Harmon had been with us. We had hea d
e aid not sleep well, and we cou'd not expect
him to play wiih that sore foot, but Irec¢ollect
seeing 'Emn on Sa.urday sitting in tne d or,
mak'ng a windmill. s foot was done up iv
a large cloth, and he laughingly told me that
ne bad given all Lis bread and mlK to his fout
that evening, and that he meaunt to have sowe-
thing better for his supper.
We did not see him, or hear {rom Lim o
Sunday, and on Monday be was not a school.
On taking my usual seat in the school on
Monday, the first thing I noticed was the pin
with the string tied to it lying on my de:k |

—

a short dis ance, bul it must bave pa ned him

Did we all think of the fl;? Not imme-
diately, but when wecame torelate it, the 1l ,
the lecture, the accident—it all seemed to fit
together like a made up story, and some were

ret a Child’s History, You neéd one at
school. Juley Frances, sit right down and
tem mv new dress. M.s. Ray wasn’t able ta
nuish it; she was taken sick and had to send
it hbome. I waunt you to hiem it. I wantto
lie down and try to get a little rest,

Fioreuce Eilen, fan me until I g-t to sleep.

This 18 an awtul bot weather for this time
of year. Grainger Willlams ake that cryin’
child out of here, If there is anytlhunz that’s
aearyin’ to a lovin’ wother it is a squallin’
child, Go out and tell Judy to get me 4 good
dinner to-day the best the place can atlord,
I' 11 her to cook m* some bacou and cabbage,
and make some corn breacd for you childien.
"o goiw’ to raise my childrea up hardy and
healthy, G ve’e¢m 7 od wholesome {ood, and
t.en they’ll grow up some accouut,

Go out of here, cuildren,

Fiorence E-len, fan me a lit!le harder, I'll
so n drop ofi' to sleep
Dear we; it’s two o’clock. How | ng Pve

slept, Go tell Judy to bring my diuner in
quick. 1%in nearly starved. Heie’s that baby
again!  Positivel, Vi goin’ to wean her,

sie’s a world of troubl.! "I'ake Ler out Lo the
kitchhen and {eed her.

Harr et, there’s a leg of this chicken gone!

took it up and with a emile handed it 1o Louisa
sates, Harwon’s s ste 3 1fel® frightened wheun
glie threw it from hrr and burst iuto tears.
About the middle of the forenoon Louisa was
called out of school; ber brotlher was worse,
Our school was very orderly aml quiet that
morning, and our teacher seemed Kkinder than
usual. He punished 1o one, and spoke softly,
wbhen he diu speak at all. We could not study,
but we could be quiet.
Al noon it was known all over the village

We were to!d in the afternoon thatihiere would
be no more scheol that week  Our teacher
spent the night with his now uncouscious
pupil, and at daybreak poor Harmon died iu
fiis arms.
It was a sad funera'; the scholars walked in
procession with the teacher at their head, and
we all loved him better for the tears that fell
from his eyes as he took a lastlook at our lost
playlellow.

I think we uaderstood each other better
after that, fewer tricks were played upon our

\

teacher, and he was more forziving.

This 1s a plain statementof facts. No doubt
many will remember, as I do, that wa'm sum-
mer day, and its sad ending. Wearescatiered
far and wide, and know each other no mor-,
but we do not forget our school aays and the
playmales of our y uth, AUNT ALICE,

Susan M;fi;;lu. Dodd.

You’re goin’to town to-day, Mr. Marti:!
Well, just wit a rew minutes until I get some
money from Mr, I'odd., 1 want to s'nt £r
a few things. Mr. Dodd just step in this
room, I want to have a few minutes private
conversation, see here, Jeremiah Dodd, I want
yoi1 to hitch up that buggy and take Mr.
Martin to town. I’li get the worth of it—
vou’ll see! 1 mean to make out a list of
things that T want, and Mr. Martin is such a
putty-headed spendthrift that he will get
them for me. DBesides, you have to go to
town one day this week, and you had just as
well go now as any time.. Here, give me your
purse, and when you get to tcwn tell Mr. Mar-
t n you forgot it, ana make bim pay for your

sat watching Harmon, whe stood making |

dinaer aud your horse’s diuner,

Grainger ook !
Grainger Williams come hee to me!l Doan’t

vou kuow it’s the same as stealin? to take a
cliicken leg out of a dishful whien PPm asleep,
Sit down there, «ir, until I’ done my dinner,
and then if 1 dov’t punish you for it, ‘twill be
someth ng strange to me, Did 1 tuink 1°d live

o bhave a chiuld of mibhe « thiet) s dis'ressin’
to a wmother of i1cfined feeln s! Hand me
chat jelly, Harrie'; aud get that turkey-wing
aud tan we while 1 eat, 1’8 loo warm to en-

that poor Harmon Bates was dying of Jockjaw [joy anything to-day. Pul auother lump of

ice nto tlus milk.

Granger Williams, is it possible you’re
tryin? 1o slip oftf? 7To think what a bad boy
you have beci? Dov’t you kiow its very
wicked to stei? llarviet, did you carry Mr.
Martin®s soap back to his room that 1 used?
D:d you pour some water into his cologne
bottle so hie won’t miss what I took?

There—take these dish 8 away. Lock up
that jelly, and then go get me a switch, |
must o my duty and whip Granger Williams. |
Il won’t raise up a child to steal!

Yonder is Mig. Ray. et these things out
of the way quick. She’s walked good two
miles, and 1 expect she’s hungry. Put’es
out of the way. I aint able to be feadin’
up other people Good evenin,” Mr-. Rdjl"
Good eveniug; its a warm day, ain’t it??

Hand Mrs. Ray sowe water, Harriet, She
looks faintly.

You haven’t eaten anything to-day? I'm
agtonighed! But you know the Lord will
provide for the widow and the orphan. It
seems hard to believe when starvalion slares
you in the face?

Yes, I know it doeg; but we are commanded
to watch and pray; so you must do,

Harriet, look in the closet and get me that
bundle of work Lcut out, I want to get Mrs,
Rav to do some sewing for me. Yes, yes,
| know 1 havu’c paid you for what you have
done, Let me see—I owe you three dollars
and a half, dou’t I?

Here, Judy, get some of that mouldy meal
and some of that black flour that Mr. Dodd is
going (o send back, and get one of them rusty
pieces of bacon, and go out in the orchard and
get a few of them apples—the sourest ones,

| you’d drive guails into a net.

Drove them into the bags, sir—drove same as
Four or fire'of
us going out o cateh a lot to-night. See how
it’s done, if you feel like going with vs.”

Of ¢ urse we felt like going; hvw could we
feel otherwise?

A little after dusk found us on our way to
the snipe swamp, all anxious for the sport.
Our company was made up as follows, 8ix
Egyptians; John Anderson Augustus Javer,
from New York City, now visiting an Egyp-
tian relative; Hazel Greene, Esy., Author'of
“A Tour of the American Egypt,” and two
empty s2cks.

“Here’s the place—keep still,”” said the
Eg: ptians, when we had reached the edge of
2 marsh, about (wo miles from the village.
“Now you two fellers what don't know how
to drive, you hold open the bags, while we a8
knows goes into the swawmp and diives ’emn
out,”?
| The “two fellers” referred to were John
Anderson Augustus Javer, from New. Yoik
city, and your narrator. Of course we were
wiuling to assist in the sport as much as we
could, and so they stationed us at favorable
points, about one hundred yards apart, inh-
structed us how to hold the sacks open with
their expanded mou bs near the ground, avd
desired us to remain immoveable and sileut,
and to keep constantly pufiing away with Ii Lt
cigars, in order that the fire would show ard
attract the snipe into the sacks. We coniess
that after having taken several philosophical
views of the matter, we did not exactly like
what was going on; but we held the bag,
nevertheless.

Having arranged us to their entire 1 king,
the gix Exyptians struck out on their drive.
Away into Lhe swamp went they, hissing and
shewing, and shaking bushes with a right
good will for a few minutes, then all became
silent, And silence rei ned awfully gupiewme
for at least half an hour—not a leal rusiled,
not an over-hanging brauch scraped agaiust
its fellows, and—

¢The ticking of my watch, boys
Was ail the scuond 1 beard,”?

Pretty soon I'hrard a voice, “Hello, Greenc !>

‘“Aye, aye, 8ir.”

“Cau_ht any snipe ye(???

This was from John Anderson Augustus
Javer. To make sure we got up ant ghook
the bag, af.er which we felt warrauted in
replying:

““No! Nary snipe; bu' I think the contempt-
ible snipes have caught us.”

Anl eo they had—leastwise, such was our
¢ nelusion on coming together and holding a
council of war. We were indeed sdld, and
with fee'ings none the best in the world, we
slung our sacks up into the fork of a sapling,
and rotled out for home. "It is needless to add
that we found the six Egyptians already
there, and that they laughed heartily while
we dghn’t, not being able, ourgelves, to seo
where the laugh came in,

!
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EcovoMicar SucGGEsTIONS. —A elergyman
who enjoys the substantial benefits of a farn,
was slightly taken down by his Irish ploush-
man who was sitting at his plow in a potato
teld; resting his horse. The revirend gentle-
m ih; being a great economist, said, wi.h great
seriousness, .

“Patrick, wouldn® it be a good p'an f ¢
you to have a sub-sythe here, and be bhubbing
a few bushes along the fence while the borse
is resting??’

Pat, with quite as serious a countenance ag
the divine wore himself, replied:

“Sir, wouldn’t it be well for you to bave a
tub of potatoes in the pulpit, and when th y
are singing to peel ’em to be ready for the

The reverend

itha‘t’l no account—and pour some water over

)

pot??? ‘
entleman laugh eartil
sad Wit TR 8 e Dty



