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PREFACE.

To the young friends of Tom and Mary, who
were told that the third volume ofered for their
pernzal, would comwplete the “Bunny Hoor Sio-
T'fl!l." ab apology is duc for the pecessity which
will compel the veading of o foorth book.  That
iz, if they would follow themn throwgh their wan-
derings sud adventorea in the Sonth, hack tn tha
sweet, slinple bome where their Efe's morniup,
with ite sunny hourg, dawned.

Fiction has a fairy land, beavtlfal ab tines o
Lhe fancizs whick wander through it, but offering
ov foumdation on which the smallest foot can
stund, Truth is a3 wide a3 the oniverse, firm a3
2 monntain, renl g2 God himeelf, and iz = mice
of untold weslth to 21l whe will delve for it. Lo
thiz little book, I oifer you a shace of the golden
prafips which Mary gathered in her fimt flight
from the home nest, pledping you, in o short time,
“pick and cheice” from Tom's more valosble

hourd.
Yours, in full eympathy,

Hamnisnuso, July, 1567,

N. B
(&)
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git ronsed up, git aweke, we's a-trebelin,
don you know?!'" Giving Marv's head a
most annecessary jerk 38 she adjoated her
eap to its proper pHR 0, J-:Jiplfmg her arm
through the handle of the lanch-basket,
and taling in bor other band the hird-cage,
which was bor epeeial charge, she followed
consin Madge and Mary oot of the epr,
grombling as the poor il fluttered =a
littke unpeastly, “DHe gfill wid vou. Die
yaller mite more tronble to rao than all de
children L cver rae”

It was nino o'elock,  All doy thers had
fallen a cold drizzhing rain, and now the
night was dark aud chilly, Aa they stood
for an instant npon the platfocm, they would
not have known just what to do, bat for Lhe
approach of a laree mow, holding above Lie
hegd a lantern, Heecpuizing counsin Madee
o the mistresz of the Little purty, he asked
to see their ticlkels, examived them, took
the checks, and giving her hia arm, led the
way to the boat-zide,

“ Lot me carry the umbeella, Maum Sarsh,”
gaid Mary; * ses, my hands are empty, and
yours are full.
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“Now jiz git along wid wou, chile; I
goess [ toted thinga afore yom war born,
and whar's de sense in gwine trabelin if yon
don't got wsed o bein’ diseomfortable. Buat
diz # & heathenish road, an' T wish we wos
dMIH

After passing the ears at the depaot, their
ronte lay over cinder pathe and seross
various railrond trecks, while the flickering
rays from the swinging lantern only male
the objects near them daeler and more
myaterions-logking, It in & short tine they
resched the lake-side, and ztepped wpon the
stecraxe of the new steamboat TWater Walfl
Mury, who wad oow wide awake, began to
look arcutd ber wilh (be kecnest coricsify.
Her eyes, like little ferrets, ran inte every
pock of the curions place, and in one min-
nte she had decided that the vpper deck,
upan which ehe ztood, had no other use
than to be a big storebouse for the lagzuze
of the numerous passengers. Maum Barab,
to whom o steamboat waa pa great s novelty
as to Mary, and who waa ha moch exeited
a4 hef young naraling, had areived at the



