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JOSIAH IN NEW YORK;

O,

A COUPON FROM THE FRESH AIR FUND.

CHAI'TER 1.
THE SHINDLE FARM.

Ox this particular day an almanac would not
have been needed to prove to the visitor at the
Shindle Farm that winter was near at hand.

The wide-spreading trees lending from the road
to the low-studded honse, which made np in
breadth what it Incked in height, lad abeady
put on their antwimnal deess of crimson, gold, and
Lrown, embroidered here and there with green left
over from the last summer’s wardrole.  The enor-
mous barn was crowded to overflowing with
froits of the harvest. Mows were lheaped high
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with sweet-scented hay, anid the corn-bins filled
almost to bursting.  The granaries seemed to groan
under their heavy burdens, and the sleek cattle,
noting the lack of grass in the pastures, lnoked
into the building now and then with an air of
satisfaction because of the ample supply of food
housed for their especial benefit.

The broad fields. so lately beautified with waving
grass, golden grain, and nodding plumes of vege-
tables, were waiting for the mantle of snow with
which they were to be covered until spring should
come again.

The yellow pumpkins, dotting the brown earth
like nuggets of gold. were all that remained
uncared for among the varied fruits of Farmer
Shindle’s industry.

The barn-yard fowls were fat, and looked so con-
tented that it seemed certain they could have no
forebodings of the Thanksgiving soon to come,
while the sheep were comparing their new wool
coats as if prond of the perfect-fitting garments.

In the roomy kitchen, whose wallserubbed floor
coutrasted vividly with the bright brick hearth,
were festoons of apples threaded on strings, like



