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THE BIOGRAPHY OF A BUBBLE.
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HE papa who writes this biography of a bubble never wrote a biography before in all his life. This is his first printed work. Perhaps some old person will criticise it severely.

"Why use such big words as 'biography' and 'criticise'?" this old person may ask. "Are you not writing for little people? Is not your subject a poor little bubble that could not have lived longer than three or four seconds?"

To which this papa replies: "Old person, do not meddle. This papa knows what he is about. The little folks understand very well that a 'biography' is a story of a life; that to 'criticise' is to find fault; and that a 'critic' is a fault-finder."

So all critics will please get out of the way, and leave this papa alone while he writes the biography of a bubble.

This bubble was born just as the clock struck four, on the afternoon of the 13th of January, 1873. Its name was "Diamond."

"Why, how could a bubble have a name?"

Now, you just be quiet and patient, and in good time you shall learn all. Papa had promised his little daughter Grace, that one of these days he would blow some bubbles for her amusement.

Grace reminded him several times of his promise; but papa was always too busy to attend to it. At last Grace said, "When will one of these days come?"—"It shall come now," said papa.

So he got a pipe, and a bowl of soap-suds; and Grace stood at his knee while he blew bubbles. Grace was delighted. "Name them," said she; for papa had named her kittens, and she thought he could name the bubbles.

The first one's name was "Sparkle." It was a very big bubble; but it did not live long. The name of the second was "Glory." I think it might have lived a second longer than it did, if Grace had not touched it with her finger.

The third bubble floated up almost to the ceiling. Its name was "Napoleon." It rose as bravely as if it had no fear of breaking. It expired of old age, after reaching the term of ten seconds and a half.

At last, just as the clock struck four, little "Diamond" appeared. She was a delicate little thing, and bright with all the colors of the rainbow. She was not proud like the other bubbles. She did not try to mount. Perhaps papa's breath made her go as she did.

Grace admired "Diamond" very much. "Why, see, papa! She is coming to kiss me," said the little girl;—"she is on my cheek."

Yes, little "Diamond" ended her life on the cheek of innocence. What better end could she have had? Was it not much better than mounting to the cold, white ceiling, and living to a dull old age, like the big bubble whose name was Napoleon?

Grace's Papa.
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JACK'S MENAGERIE.

"This is our grand menagerie,

Beneath the crooked cherry-tree.

The exhibition now begins:

Admittance, only thirteen pins;

And if the pins you cannot borrow,

Why, then, we'll trust you till to-morrow.

Don't be afraid to walk inside:

The animals are safely tied.



"This is the elephant on the right:

Don't meddle with him, or he'll bite.

(He's Rover, Neddie's dog, you know.

I wish he wouldn't fidget so!

He doesn't think it fun to play

Wild beast, and be chained up all day.)

We'll feed him, pretty soon, with meat;

Though grass is what he ought to eat.



"In that box are the kangaroos:

Go near and pat them if you choose;

(They're very much like Susie's rabbits,

With just a change of name and habits.)

You'll find them lively as a top:

See, when I poke them, how they hop.

They are not fierce; but, oh! take care:

We now approach the grizzly bear.



"See her long claws, and only hear

Her awful growl when I go near!

We found her lying on a rug,

And just escaped her fearful hug.

It took some time to get her caged:

She's terrible when she's enraged.

(You think, perhaps, it's Mabel's cat,

But don't you be too sure of that!)



"Here is the ostrich in her pen

(It's Ernest's little bantam-hen):

She came from Africa, of course,

And runs as fast as any horse;

And up above there is a bird

Of whom you all have often heard,—

The eagle ('That is not,' says Mary,

'A pretty name for my canary')."



Just at this point, I grieve to say,

The elephant broke quite away,

O'erthrew the grizzly bear in rage,

Upset the eagle in his cage,

Flew at the kangaroos, and then

Attacked the ostrich in her pen.

Thus ended Jack's menagerie

Beneath the crooked cherry tree!
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