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CHATTERBOX.

No. XXVIIL

A TOURNEY TO THE END OF

THE WORLD.
Translated from the French.

WAS nine years old, possessed of a
stout pair of legs, an obstinate temper,
and sixpence. I have forgotten now
what crime I had committed, whether
I had stolen my mother’s jam, or
teased my little sister till she cried.
‘Whatever it was, it must have been
something bad, for my father tied
me by one leg to the table and gave
v me a caning.’

My punishment over, I burst away from himin a
great rage, and said,—

¢T'll go away, and never come back any more!”’

‘Off with you!’ said my father: ¢you grow more
mischievous every day. We shall be quite thankful
to be rid of you.

¢ Good-hye !’ said I.

‘Good-bye !” returned my father.

I fully expected that some one would try to prevent
my going out. But no; my father made a sign to the
servants, and the door was flung open. I went out,
feeling rather silly. At the end of the street I
turned round to see if any one was running after me.
Not a creature! For a moment I was seized with a
desire to retrace my steps, but shame prevented my
doing so.

‘All right !’ T said to myself. ‘I shall seethe world
now. Theyll ery at home when they find I do not
come back ; perhaps they'll be as angry with them-
selves as they are now with me. "Well, it serves them
right; they should learn not to punish me. Besides,
it is pleasant to be quite at liberty. For a long time
I have wished to see what there is on the other side
of that mountain over there, where the sun goes to
bed. Ishould be very glad to see the sun go to bed.
I should like to see how he does it.’

At the end of the village stood my nurse’s cottage.
I went in. There sat Fanny, my foster-sister, sewing
away, mite that she was, beside the cradle of her baby
brother. As soon as she saw me she threw down
her work and ran to put her arms round my neck.

¢ Will you come with me?’ I asked her.

¢Of course !’ said she. ‘But where to? Into the
wood P’

¢ Farther than that, Fanny.

¢ As far as the pool where the willows are P’

‘Much farther than that! I am going on a
journey.’

¢ All by yourself P’

¢ Not if you come with me.’

¢ But, said Fanny, ‘if T am to come with you, you
must tell me where we are going.’

‘To the end of the world. I think, I answered,
‘that it must be over there, behind that mountain,
where the sun goes to bed.’

¢ And whenwe get there ?’

‘ When we get there we'll stop, and never come
back any more.’

Fanny looked at me very sorrowfully.

¢ What will my mother do ?’ asked she.

¢ Oh, very well,’ I said, ‘if you love your mother

better than you do me, stay at home!
Good-bye.

And off T went. Scarcely had I gone fifty yards
when Fanny, as red as any cherry, overtook me,
Poor little soul, how she had been running!

¢ Well, said I, ¢ you are coming, after all?’

¢ Oh, no,’ she answered, with tearsin her eyes: ‘my
mother would whip me ; and, besides, my little brother
is asleep, and I must not leave him. Suppose he were
to a.wall{)e and find nobody there? I love you very
much, but I will not go with you.’

¢ Then why did you run after me?’

She was silent a minute, and then, ‘See, she
said, take that;’ and she held out her hand, sobbing.
¢1 thought,’ she said, ¢ that perhaps you had not any
money, so I've brought you all I had. It will be
usefu{ to you on yvbur journey.’

I looked. It was a halfpenny. This proof of
Fanny’s love touched me deeply. I took my sixpenco
out of my pocket.

¢ Lool here, good little sister, Isaid: ¢ your mother
is poor, and as for me, my parents are rich. Tale
this sixpence, and buy yourself a new frock with it.”

¢ And your journey ?’

¢ Ah, to be sure, my journey! Do you know, I feel
rather tired just now. Will you sit down here, on
the grass?’

¢1 should like to, very much, if you will promise to
come home with me.

I led the way to a clump of trees a little way back
from the road.

‘You are crying, said Fanny to me, presently:
¢ what is making you unhappy ?’

¢1 wished so to take you with me to the end of the
world.’

¢ We'll go when we are quite, quite grown up,’ she
replied.

When I reached home that evening my father
caned me again, but I did not deserve it. You can
ask Fanny if I did. AL G

I am going.

PLAIN LANGUAGE.

SOME people are much given to the choice of long
and unusual words in speaking. This habit often
leads to mistakes, and sometimes brings the speaker
into ridicule. The moral of saying what you mean,in
words which your hearer can easily understand, is
borne on the face of the following true story.

A certain officer in a large ship was strangely
fond of long words. Coming on deck one morning,
he wished to order a light aloft to be put out.

¢ Main-top !’ he cried in his affected tones,

“Sorr?’ was the answer.

¢ Bxtinguish that luminary.

‘Sorr 2’

¢ Extinguish that luminary.’

¢ Sorr ?’

But just then the bluff old master came on decl.
Seeing what was wanted he called out,—

¢ Main-top !’

¢Sorr !’

¢ Dowse that glim!’

¢ Ay, ay, sir, was the ready reply, and the light
was soon out, A.R. B.




