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NOTE BY THE EDITOR.

Trrs little book aims to teach chil-
dren something about the structure
of their own bodies. The medium
by which it teaches valuable facts is
a simple but charming little story, in
which children’s duties are beauti-
fully illustrated. It belongs to a
class of juvenile books which ought
to be greatly multiplied, and which
every friend of a better literature

for children should liberally sustain.
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Note by the Editor.

Three volumes are related to each

other in the following order: »

1. Targs wrrn Axy Duprey.
2. Moze Tarks wire Any Denrey.
8. Auy Duprex's AmusEMENTS.
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TALKS WITH AMY DUDLEY.

CHAPTER L
AMY'S QUESTION.

« Mana,? said little Amy Dudley,
“purse says that I have grown all
this great piece since last year!
How much have you grown (i

«1” said Mre Dudley, langhing,
«(Q, it is a great many years since
I grew at all People of my age
have something else to do. They
leave that to little children.”

Amy only laughed, for she had a

sort of idea that her mamma Was




vith Amy Dudley.

partly j Then she went to
take a gmnl look of herself in a
large glass which came down to the
floor, and returned, saying, as if a
new thought had struck her,

“ Mamma, what makes people grow
at all?”

“Ah Awy,” replied her mother,
“that iz a good question to ask, and
I am glad you thought of it. But

try first whether you cannot find

out yourse

Amy did try. She was used to
Ler mamma’s way of steaching her,
and already began to feel that it
was very pleasant afterward when
she had found out any thing all by
herself. She thought for a long time;

.




but it was of no use, and at last her
mamma, seeing that the little girl
had puzzled enough over this diffi-
culty, helped her by saying,

«T yemember that one day when
I went into the nursery, somebody
was saying that she liked tea and
toast better than hread and milk;
now I wonder if you can remember
who that somebody was, and what
nurse said in answer.”

“Q, I know, mamma; that was
me” cried Amy, “and nurse said
that tea and toast were not good
for little people, and that bread and
milk would make us grow much bet-
ter, What did she mean? Wasu't

it only fun?”
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“ Not at all” r(‘p}ie«l her mamma,
“ Nurse was quite right. She meant
what she said, Tea and toast would
make you grow ; but bread and milk
will make you grow much faster.”

“But how can they make me
grow—any of them, mamma? I can’t
think.”

“Do you think you would grow
if you didn’t eat at all, Amy?”
asked Mrs. Dudley.

“No,” because I should die,” re-
turned Amy. “I know that.”

“But why would you die? Do
you understand why?”

“No, I don’t; but I know nurse
told~me once of two poor little chil-

dren who gpt lost in a wood, and
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conldn’t find any thing to eat; and
che said that when their papa found
them at last they were quite dead.
Wasn't it dreadful, mamma ?”

“Yes, it was indeed, my little
Amy; but you haven't explained to
me at all how it was”

« Because 1 can’t, mamma,” an-
swered Amy.

«Then we shall have lots of things
to talk about for a long time to
come; shall we not?” rejoined her
mamma; “and now 1 will tell you
what T think will be a good plan.
While it is too hot for you to go
out after dinner, you shall put off
your second walk till nearer tea time;

and then every day that you get
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your lessons learned quite perfectly
before dinner you shall come down
to me for a little chat in the after
noon; only you needn't tell Georgie,
for that will be the time for him to
get his sleep; and besides, he will
not understand what we shall talk
about,”

Amy thought this proposal per-
feetly delightful; nor did she let out
the secret all that day. Tt was so
charming to have one, and made
her feel quite an important person.

Next morning, when the short
lessons which her mamma gave her
every day after hreakfast were over,
Amy and Georgie were taken by

their nurse to a heautiful shady

i




15

Talks w Amy Du

field where they were very fond of
playmng.

Generally when they came there
{he children immediately ran straight
across to the most distant corner,
where was a nice mossy bank which
was often covered with flowers; for,

like most children, they both loved

picking nosegays. 3ut on this morn-
ing Georgie alone set off running; and
Amy did not seem to care about
it, but walked slowly along until
Georgie was quite out of hearing.
Then going close to her murse, and
taking hold of her hand, she said,

& Nurse, if I tell you a secret, will
you promise not to tell 27

«Tf it's a seeret 1 think you ought
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not to tell me, Miss Amy,” answered
nurse.

“0 yes, I may, nurse; it's only a
secret from Georgie,” she said; and
then the little girl related the new
arrangement, and ended by saying,

“Bo don’t let us stay out long
to-day, please, for fear my lessons
shouldn’t be done, and then I should
lose the story.”

“T don’t expeet that your mamma
means you to have too much time,
my dear,” was nurse’s answer. “You f
know that she says you have a habit
of dawdling over them which she
wants you to cure. At any rate
wd must get a nice lot of flowers

for her to-day, for you know she




Talks with Amy Dudley. 17

expected some the last time we
came here, and then we quite for-
got them.”

Amy had not thought of this; bub
she quite agreed that dear mamma
must not be «lisupp«i»intf-d again; S0
she and nurse ran after Georgie as
fast as they could, and they found
the little man with his hasket already
half filled.

There was some pink, and some
blue, and some white flowers on the
bank ; and nurse said that they must
have all grown up and come ont in
about a week, for she knew that it
was not longer than that since they
had almost cleared it.

Aud Amy thought to herself,
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“How is it that flowers grow
when they don’t eat any thing? Tl
ask mamma”

They went home when it was
time; and both children ran eagerly

to present their nos and were

quite satisfied with the admiration

which mamma bestowed on them,
They had the pleasure of seeing them
put into two vases full of water; and
Georgie pointed out all the greatest
“booties,” and told just where each
one had been found,

Then, when all that business was
over, Georgie was dismissed to have
a game of play, and Amy to learn
}J"I‘ ].1.‘«\5““5.

They were not very long ones, as
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you may be sure, for Amy was only
six years old.

When she was very quick they
usually took her about Lalf an hour;
but on most days in the week she
found so many things to do between
the words, or figures, or stitches, that
she had made herself believe them
to be very long.

However, on this day the little girl
intended to sit in a corner with her
back to every one, and not to stir
until she had quite finished.

She got out all her things very
quickly and sat down; but, unfor-
tunately, before two words of spell-

ing were perfect there came a boy

with an organ into the garden, and
)
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on the organ a monkey; and when
she heard Georgie's eries of pleasure
she could not help taking just one
little peep, which, though it was
meant only to hinder her for a mo-
ment, really occupied several minutes,

After this she went on again for
awhile; until Georgie’s kitten eame
into the room, and, after performing
a great many gambols, at last got
itself so entangled in some cotton
which it had unwound, that although

nurse was in the room, Amy felt as

if she must go and help to set the

little creature free.
Then Georgie got a picture-hook,
and seemed to be much interested

in showing nurse . the pictures, and
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having her explain them to him.

It was & book that Amy knew all
about, for her mamma had often
shown it to her; so, when nurse
seemed to be puzzled over one pic-
ture, she thonght again that she must
just go and help them out.

At Jast the dinner was brought in,
and it was only by setting hard to
work that she was able to lay down
the last book just as she was called
to table.

Mrs. Dudley came in to see her
children while they were at dinner.
She walked round the nursery, picked
up one or two things, and then went
down again to see a visitor.

When they had quite finished
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nurse washed their hands and faces,
and when she had laid Georgie in
the erib Amy asked her to hear her
lessons,

They were not very perfect, but
she managed to stumble through
them somehow, and as nurse did nof
say that they must be learned again,

she put the books into the closet and

ran down stairs in high spirits.

“The story, dear mamma! Now
for the story, please ! ” eried the little
girl, as she hounded into the room
where her mamma was sitting at
work.

“What story?” asked Mrs. Dud.
ley, who seemed at that moment to

be thinking shout something so
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deeply that the child’s entrance
would scarcely have been noticed
but for her merry, ringing little
voice.

“The story that you said I was to
have when all my lessons were done,
ma,” answered Amy. “They are
done mnow, and I've said them to
nurse,”

& When did you say them, Amy?”
asked her mamma,

“Just now, ma, after I had done
my dinner.”

“That was not what I meant,
Amy. Iintended them to be learned
and said before dinner, that you

might come down to me quite fresh.

However, T wont say any thing about
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that to-day, as you did not under-
stand me; but now I want you to
tell me what this is”

Amy colored, and said:

“Iow did you get it, mamma?
It's my handkerchief that I am hem-
ming; but I thought it was in my
closet,”

“1 picked it up, Amy, while you
were at dinner,” said her mamma;
“it was on the floor; and the little
bit that I set you to hem is not done,
How is that ?”

%0, mamma, I forgot; T mean I

hadn’t time, for the dinner came just

when my hymn was done, and there

was no time left.”

“Then I'm afraid there can be no
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If Amy can’t be

time for my story.
quick, mamma eannot spend time in
amusing her. She must wait until
to-morrow.”

« () mamma! only just this once, 1
will be so quick to-morrow,” eried
Amy, looking very much disap-
pointed. * Please, please do tell it
now.”

And the little coaxer began kiss-
ing her mamma’s hand very vehe-
mently.

If Mrs. Dudley had only loved her
little

Joved his cat, she would no doubt

¢l in the way that Georgie

have yielded; but she Joved her a

.t deal better than to do that,

aud knew that it was much more for
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her happiness to feel that mamma
always meant what she said than

that she should never have a disap-

pointment, So Amy had to wait

until the next day in spite of all her

coaxing,
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CHAPTER IL

A OHAT WITH MAMMA.

Noxr day Mrs. Dudley again ¥ isited

the nursery while the children were
at dinner, and found Ther little
daughter seated at the top of the
table trying hard to carve a chicken,
while Gip and a friend of his were
watching the npvr:alinn with great
intere

&«Nurse said I might carve, mam-
ma,” said Amy, with an air of great
importance. Mamma looked rather
amused, and Georgie cried out:

* S¢e Frontispiece,
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“Me sure the ducks and chickens
don’t like us to eat their cousin, Me
saw them out of the window making
such a noise,”

Mrs. Dudley wondered to herself
whether the grand treat had inter
fered with the lessons; but she said
nothing* and in less than an hour
after she was pleased to see Amy
march in with her work in her hand,
and a face which plainly said that its
owner expected this time to get what
she wanted.

“ Nurse has heard me my spelli
and counting, ma” said the little

maiden, “and she says they will do

very nicely ; and here’s my work.”

“That will do very mnicely too,”
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gaid her mamma, after she had
Jooked at it; *but, Amy, do you
know that since you came 10 me
try

}'c.itvl't(n.\‘ 1 have been

member whether T re: ly promised

you a story, but I can't. I helieve

that what I really promised was, that
we would have a little chat.”

«] thought chat was the same
thing,” answered Amy, lifting up
her little face and looking with her
blue eyes straight into her mamma’s
brown ones. “O, do let it be the
same!”

4 Well, we must see what we cal
do,” said Mrs. Dudley, smiling. “So
swhat shall the chat or the story be

about?”
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“1 want you to tell me, mamma,”
said the child, roguishly.

“Then will you tell me one in re-
turn when youn get to be a big girl ¢?
asked mamma, stroking back her lit
tle girl's hair from the blue eyes info
which it was straying,

“Perhaps” said Amy, laughing;
“welll see about it, mamma.”

“And have you found out how it

is that bread and milk make you

grow larger, Amy?” asked M
Dudley.

“ No, mamma, 1 haven’t ; but I've

found out something else. Can you
guess what it is2”
“No, indeed; I must get you to

tell me,” said her mamma.
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“T4 is that flowers grow without

eating any thing at all” cried the

child, with the air of a person who
has made a grand discovery.

“Not without drinking, though,”
answered her mother, looking rather
amused.

# Drinking, mamma!” cried Amy.
“Why they have got no mouths!”

“Nevertheless they drink,” replied
Mrs. Dudley.

“How can they!” said Amy,
earnestly.

“Do you not water your rose-tree
every day ?” said her mamma.

“Yes, to wash it clean; it makes
it look fresh. It gets all faded when
1 forget.”
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“Because it is so thirsty,” re-
turned Mre, Dudley. “I think thag
if the rosetree had a voice it would
ery out about it when you neglect

it. I should, T know, if I were a

rosetree; for 1 don't like being

thirsty at all.”

“Mamma, you are laughing at me,
I know,” said Amy.

“No, I am not, indeed. The rose-
tree has really not one mouth onlyy
but a great many. You eannot see
them because they are all under
ground. They are at the ends of all
the roots. I will show you some day
how the ends have little spongy
things d to them which suck up

the food of the plants. So the water
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which sinks into the e th, when you
pour it over the flowers, can get into
these litfle spongy mouths you see,
and go up into the plants.”

« How funny, mamma !”  cried

Amy. “Why that is just as if

we drank with our feet! But we
couldn’t live if we had only water
and nothing to eat: could we?

% No,” gaid her mother; “but you
see it is mot only water that the
plants and trees get, for you must re-
member that the water goes through
the mold ; and it gets a g
of goodness out of that. We might
eall it wmold broth, and it must be
very strong stuff] as it feeds all those

great oaks, and elms, and fir-trees
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that ean stand so firmly and so up-
right, even when the wind blows
quite violently.

“T shouldn’t like mold brothy
mamma,” said Amy, making a grest
face.

“No, I dare say not, any more
than the trees and plants would
like meat, and bread, and butter”

“They couldn’t bite that sort of
food,” said Amy, laughing, “T think
the trees are like babies; they only
drink; they can't eat.”

“And yet some trees are Very
old,” answered her mother, “I haye
seen & good many that are more

than a hundred years old.”

“0 how very old!" exclaimed
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Amy. “Do you think, mamma, that

I could grow strong and tall, as
the trees do, if I had only milk
or broth to drink, and nothing to
eat?"

“No,” said her mother, “you
would do better on milk than on
broth; but now that you are not a
baby you want food to eat as well
a8 to drink to make you strong and
tall. God has made both yon and
the tree in such a way that you
both want food. Neither of you
¢ould live without it; but you are
not made alike, and so you want dif-
ferent kinds of food.”

“And eows and sheep, mamma;”

said Amy, “they eat too; but they
.




don't have what I do, nor what the
trees have; they eat grass. And
that wouldn't make us strong, would
it?”

“«Us? Who do you mean by
us?” asked her mother,

“«Me and the trees, mamma,” re-

ied Amy.

; meither you nor your greem

friends)” retwrned her mamma, be-

cause you haven't, either of you,

stomachs like the cows and sheep.”

« Have the trees got stomachs at
all1” as as if another won-
derful discovery was aboul to be
made.

¢They have got what answers the

same purpose,” returned her m sther
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% But they eat with their feet;

and the sheep eat with their heads;

and I take up things with my hands
and put them into my mouth. So
I've got what the trees haven’t got,
and what the sheep haven't got.
I've got hands,” cried Amy.

“You cannot quite call the roots
of the trees feet,” said her mamma,
laughing, “for they cannot walk with
them.”

“No, they can only stand; I
ghouldn’t like to be always stand-
ing in one place” said Amy, draw-
ing a deep breath, and looking as if
the very thought tired her. “How
dreadful it must be!”

“And yet the trees don't look




very unhappy, do they?” remarked
her mother quietly.

Amy seemed very much amused
at this idea, and said,

“No, because they have got no
faces. O I am so glad that P'm not
a sheep or a tree; Ive got lots of
things that they haven't got, either
of them.”

“Indeed you have”

avely. “God has

made the trees in a wonderfill way:

and he has made the sheep so that
they can eat, and drink, and enjoy
themselves, and he ve happy in
the green fields, But he

to my little girl a great deal more

than he has given to either trees or
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beasts, and he cares a great deal
more for her,”

Amy looked up into her mamma’s
face, and then her own face began
to look serious too; but she did not
say any ‘thing.

So Mrs. Dudley asked,

“Which are You most like, a
sheep or a tree?”

“0, a sheep, mamma; I didn’t
know that I was a bit like a tree,
until you told me that we both had

to eat—drink, T mean.”

“And are you like a sheep 2"
continued Mrs, Dudley.

“ Not much, mamma; but we both
have faces and ] too; and we

both ean walk about and run, D




you know yesterday I saw a little
lamb running so fast after its mother,
and erying ‘ma, ma,’ just like a little
baby.”

“That was because the little lamb

loved its mamma, I suppose; and

you love me a little bit, don’t you,
Amy?” said her mother,

“Yes, mamma; only not a little
bit, but a very large bit,” answered
Amy, jumping on her mother's lap,
and kissing her o many times that
Mrs. Dudley eried out that she
should be smothered with love.

When this little affectionate fit
had pasced, and the child was seated

quietly on her stool again, Mrs, Dud-




Talks y Dndley. 43
“8o you are like a lamb in three
things, you say. 1 think I could
soon find you a fourth. You can
eat, and run about, and love your
mamma, and what else? Guess”
“«Ah, I know,” cried Amy, after
a minute. “We can both sleep.”
« That's right” answered her

mother; “and now for one more

question. What can you do that

the sheep cannot ¢”

«(Q lots of things” answered
Amy. “I ecan work; and I edn
do lots of things with my hands
which they can't, because they
haven’t got any. And I can talk,
and they can’t—"

3

¢ Qan't they?” interrupted her
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mother. “I thought you said that
the lamb was calling out ‘ma;’ and
I fancy that the big sheep answered
‘baa,’ didn't it 2”

“Yes, I think it did,” returned
Amy, clapping her hands and laugh.
ing. “That was meant for baby;
I suppose, How funny ! But they
don’t say any other words, I think;
and I can say lots and lots”

“And you are glad of it, because
you have such lots to say,” rejoined
her mother, smiling. * What makes

you want to say so much ¢”

“I don't know,” answered Amy

“perhaps because lots of things come
into my head. O, I know” she

added, in great glee at having found
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it out; “it's because I #hink: and
the sheep do not.”

“At any rate you think about a
great many things that the sheep do

not know any thing ahout, or care

any thing about,” said her mamma,

“ What does my Amy think about
when she has lain down in her
littlo bed, and before she goes to
sleep?”

“Sometimes 1 think about God,
mamn aid Amy in a lower voice,
“and about his being in the room
though I ean't sée him; and some-
times I think about heaven, and
wonder what the angels are like.”

“Then if you can think about

such things, of which the sheep
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know nothing at all, what must you
have which they have not "

“ 0, I know now, mamma,” replied
the little girl eagerly. “I have got a

soul that cannot die. It will always

go on living, wont it? And that’s

why God loves me better than he does
the sheep and trees. I know you told
me about that a long time ago.”
“Yes,” said Mrs. Dudley. “And
so you have two things that want
feeding—your body, which wants
bread and milk, and meat, and other
things to keep it alive and make it
grow; and your soul, which must
have food teo, Do you remember
that verse we were talking about

two or three Sundays ago—how
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Jesus answered the devil when he
was fempting him— Man shall not
live by bread alone, but by every
word of God 2'®
“Yes” said Amy, thoughtfully;
“and didn't you say that our souls
must eat the words of God by think-
ing about them very often, and by
asking Jesus to make them do us
good 27
“BSomething like that, I believe
I said, my chiltl, and I hope that
every day you will learn to love
that food better and hetter, Tt is

time now for you to go hack to

nurse; and I must be going out.”
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CHAPTER IIL
AMY’S DISAPPOINTME

Toe next day came, and our little
friend got through all her morning

work most bravely. She sat in her
corner on her own little chair, with
her books and slate on another
chair, and with the curtain drawn
all around her so that she might
not see any body or any thing that
might tempt her to be idle. And
she felt very snug in this small house
of her own, and would not come

out of it until all her lessons were

quitu ]wl'fm't; no, not even when
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Georgie called to her to come and

look at him riding on the new rock-
ing-horse which his unele had given
him only that morning.

Jut a sad disappointment was in
store for Amy; for just as nurse had ,
finished brushing her hair after din-
ner, and she was preparing to run
down stairs to her mamma, a car-
riagé was heard to drive up the
garden; and there came first a lond
rat-tat-tat at the door, and then the
sound of several voices, among which
the little listener at the top of the
stairs soon made out one to be that
of an old lady, who, when she came
to visit Mrs. Dudley, always stayed

for the whole afternoon. 8o it was




50 Tali Amy Dudley.
clear that there could be no story,
and no chat either, for that day;
and poor Amy returned to the nurs-
ery half crying, and told nurse that
she had worked hard all for nothing.
“O! not for nothing” the good
nurse said, “for at any rate the les-
sons are all done, and you can do
what you like Now I wonder
whether you would like to help me.
Just see what a heap of lace I have
got to get ironed this afternoon. I
was thinking that it would be neyer

done before tea time; but if yon

wouldi’t mind pulling some of it out

for me, Miss Amy, why it would be
done in half the time; and your lit-

tle fingers would untwist this nar-
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row stuff ever so much better than
mine.”

Of course Amy liked to do it.
She always liked to be useful, as all
nice little girls do; and while they
were both at work she told nurse
what she and her mamma had talked
about the day before, And nurse
said she only wished that she had
such a nice mamma, and hoped that
Amy would often repeat what they
talked about to her, as she had done
that day.

So the time passed ; and the little
girl forgot her disappointment, and

told her mamma the next day that

perhaps it was a good thing that she

could not come down, because pocr
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nurse would have been so tired if she
had not been there to help her.

“Well, Amy,” said Mrs. Dudley,
“and have you found out any thing
since the day-before yesterday ¢”

“No, mamma, nothing at all: T
couldn’t,” answered the child.

“What! nothing about Zow the
food which we eat makes us grow,
Amy, in all this time?” returned her
mamma in a tone of surprise.

“No, mamma, I forgot that,” said
Amy. And then she added, laugh-
i “Do the bread and milk, and
meat, and potatoes, and puddings,

and pies, get inside me and stuff me

out?! Do they get into my arms

and make them fat, and down into
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80 that they get longer—too
long for my frocks? How funny to
be all br and butter, and meat,
and pudding, inside] [t seems just
like your pin-cushion, ouly Pm not
stufled with wooel 17

Now Amy’s brother, Willy, who
was older than herself, happened to
be learning his lessons for school in
the same room ; and when he heard
this he burst out laughing, and
said :

“O! its not like that, is i,
mamma 7

“Not exactly,” answered his
mother, “or else I'm afraid that we

should have the same thing happen-

ing to Amy that happened to that
4 A




poor cushion which was stuffed too
Jull”

Willy laughed again, and going
up to his sister began to turn her
round and round, saying:

« (Clome, let us see whether your fat
arms and cheeks show any signs of
eracking to let the bread and butter
out yet.”

Amy laughed too; but Willy,

after he had finished his examina

tion, turned to his mamma, and
said :
«T don't understand the rights of
it, though. How is it, mamma?”
“«Tt would he easier to ms you
understand, Willy, than your little

sigter; but as 1 am talking to her to
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day, I must only explain as much as
she can understand. Tell me, Amy,
does your bread and butter go down
your throat just as it goes into your
mouth 77

“0O no, mamma,” eried Amy, “I
should be choked if+it did.”

“Your mouth is a wet place, isn’t
it, Amy?” continued Mrs, Dudley,
“and so it gets moistened there; and
then you chew it all up, and it gets
changed from bread and butter into
4 sort of pap before it goes down
your throat.”

“Nurse calls that the red lane,”

said Amy; “and she says it has a

trap-door at the top of it.”

“So it has” said her mother;
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«and when the food has got through
the trap-door, and down this red
lane, I must tell you that it does not
get into a dry place -even then ; but
it meets with a sort of juice which
melts it up still more, so that it looks
Jess like bread and butter than
ever.”

«Am I juicy, like a pear, mam-

aid A

, looking very much

; you have got several kinds

Y

of juice inside you, and one which i8

a bright red color,” answered her

of
mother. “1 wonder if you can tell
me the name of that.”

The little
Willy broke in with:

rirl looked puzzled, and
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“Blood, of course; isn't it, dear
mamma ?

“«0 Willy!” exclaimed Amy,
“now that's not fair! 7 wanted to
guess; and you always tell. Don't
let him tell, mamma.®

“Willy,” said his mother, “you
had hettef take your lessons into
the next room; you cannot possibly
Jearn them while we are talking, I
am sure.”

Willy obeyed rather unwillingly,
but to the great relief of his little

sister, who instantly jumped on her

mother's lap and said:

“ Now, go on telling me, please,
g g Y y
ma.”

“Really, my child, T hardly know
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how to make you understand; but
you remember I told you just now
that when the pap gets into your
stomach it is melted up still more by
a juice which it finds there, This is
called the gastric juice. Now let us

suppose that this dissolving is going

on just now inside you, and mean-
time talk a little about the red juice
which Willy told us was called
blood. This does not run about all

loose in your little body. It goes in

little blue pipes, called veins. See,
here is one in your arm.”

“0 yes, I know; and T've got

some in my legs" said Amy.

“You have these little pipes all

over you, my dear; and inside them
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runs the red blood. It comes out of
your heart, which you can feel here
going beat, beat, beat, pit-a-patter
pat, all day long; and it travels all
over you, up into your head, and
down into your feet, and at last it
comes back again to the heart; and
if that little heart were to stop beat-
ing, and the blood were to stop run-

ning throngh the blue veing, my little

girl would die. The Bible says this

blood is the life of every creature;
and one reason why it is so, is be-
cause the blood takes the food all
over the body.”

“What, the bread and meat?”
said Amy, in astonishment.

“Yes; but then you must recollect
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| that most of the food is first quite
i dissolved.”

“How can it get into the pipes?” |
asked Amy.

“O! there are little places called
{ vessels, which have a thin skin too,
and into which blood goes  also.
Some of the vessels are elose to the
stomaeh, and so when the food has
| become thin it e ily gets through

the skin, first into the vessels and

[ then into the veins, and so it is car- 1

ried all over the body.® ‘

| “But how does that make me l
f
grow bigger, mamma? "

. dear, be-

' “It makes you bj
!

I cause while it is traveling about it

({ gets changed into flesh, fat, and
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bones and blood, and left hehind, a
little here and a little there, to add
on to your own flesh, and fat, and
bones, and blood ; and so, you see,
you grow.”

“How curious ! " said Amy ; “ but
you eat, mamma, and yet you say
you don't grow.”

“O! T am wearing out,” said her

mother, ¢

so you see I want some-
thing to make up for what is worn
away.

Little Amy looked for a minute as

if she thought her mamma ias

laughing at her; but when she found
that she was quite in earnest, she
said :

“And so my bread and buiter




turns into e, mamma, and whits

milk turns into »¢d blood. How

funny it seems!” [
| “It is very wonderful,” replied her
}
i mamma. “Don’t you think, Amy,

that God must be very great and
very wise to be able to make our
| bodies in such a wonderful manner,
i and to make us grow in such a won

derful mann

too ! Could you ever
have thought of such a plan?”

“No, I don’t think any one could,

N except &rod,” said Amy,
! And here they were interrupted
|

for that day.
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CHAPTER TIV.

THE PICTURES,
Axy was generally very well con-
tented with her bread and milk,
thongh sometimes, when she and
Georgie came in from & run in the
garden, the smell of the coffee in the
breakfast-room was so tempting as

they passed, that they thought it

would be very nice when they were
old enough to have breakfast with
papa and mamma.

But on the morning after the last
talk, there was something in the

nursery which pleased Amy so much




that Georgie had eaten her bread
and milk, as well as his own, before
she was inclined to sit down: and
then nurse had only cold milk lefg,

of bread

and she gave Amy a pi

to soak in it herself That soms thing
was a long strip of paper hanging
frem the top of the nursery cupboard,
and covered with pictures, There

was first & man with two horses

plowing; next a girl milking a cow;
then a baker putting bread into an
oven; lower down a man sowing
seed ; then a windmill; and, lastly,
a picture which neither she or nurse
could make out.

Amy wondered who could have

put it there, and nurse looked
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knowing about it, but would not
tell.

In the afternoon, however, the
mystery was cleared up by her
mamma saying,

“ Well, my little maid, and which
picture am I to begin telling you
about to-day? Which did you like
best 2"

« O, mamma, then it was you who
put them up. Numrse would only
shake her head avhen I asked her.”

“ Perhaps Willy told her not to
tell. I dare say he did, for it was
he who put them up for me.”

“T like the cow best, mamma,”
gaid Amy. “It is such a dear red

cow, and has such a kind face. I




Talks

liked the girl foo; and I think she
: has nice rosy cheeks, though I can |
I only see a piece of one”
“Who told you that milkmaids
! ought to have rosy cheeks?” asked

“Now, as it
nk that one has;

Lier mother, laug

happens, T don't

eant for a rveal girl, and

i not a fancy one, and I knew her

well =ome years ago. Would you

like to hear something about her?”
“0O yes, that T should, mamma,”

eried Amy, clapping her hands;

1d that will be a story really,

tit2”
“ Yo

| girl's name was Patty Pegwell, and

Wor

and a true one too. The

a very nice girl she was. Her father
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died when she was quite little, and
left his wife with six children to
bring up. Some of them were sickly
ones too, and only one or two able
to earn any thing; so poor Mrs, Peg-
well had a hard struggle, The town
allowed her only a trifle, and she
had 16 money of her own but what
she could earn by washing. She
was a very good laundress,

“Now I must tell you that the
cottage in which this family lived

belonged to Patty’s father, and

a little ¢

len and field. They had
been very well off when he was
alive, for he had worked hard and
saved enough to buy the land and

build a cottage on it. During the
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last two years, too, he had kept
cows; and he did this partly that
his children might have plenty of
milk to drink, for he thought that
if any thing would make them grow
up strong, that would.”

“Mamma,” interrapted Amy, “I
can't think why milk does children
so much good. Why will not tea
and coffee do as well 27

“That is not easy to explain to
little folks like you,” replied her
mother; “but as babies live upon

it without any other food, we might
be quite sure that it is good for ™
children even if we did not know:
why. But milk is good for grown

people too; and do you know, Amy, -
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that even a man could live for a
good while on nothing but milk, if
he had enough of it.”

“How much would he want?”
asked Amy,

“Deo you know how much a pint
is?” said her mamma.

“Yes; that jug that has the
milk in it at tea time holds a pint,
mamma, when it is quite, quite
full up to the top. Nurse told
me so,”

“ Well, Amy, a man would want
six of such jugs full every day.”

“O what a great deal, ma! I
shouldn’t like to drink so much,
and have nothing to eat.”

“I dare say nof, my dear; but
5
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remember that it would not be easy
to think of any other one thing
which would keep a person alive.
If a man had meat, he must have
water too; and so” with bread or
potatoes. But I must go on with
my story. When Patty’s father was
dead his cows had to be sold, be
cause he had been ill a long time,
and they had to buy things which
they could not pay for. So the
money which was given for the
cows went to pay these debts, that
is, the money he owed; and now
there was no more milk to sell, nor
cheese or butter either, and the sickly
children had to do with a very little

¢kim milk because it was so dear.
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So, then, your friend, the young
milkmaid in the picture, began to
wish very much that she could any

how earn money enough to buy back
that same red cow with the kind
face,

“The man who had taken her
instead of the money which was
owing to him was not really a hard
man, though he could not do with-
out his money; and he said that
Patty should have her back as soon
as she could bring him twentyfive
dollars.”

“Twenty-five dollars!” eried Amy.
“What a great deal of money! How
could she ever get so much?”

“At first she thought as you do,




74 Zalks with Amy Dudley.

that she must give up the idea of
such a thing; but Patty was not a
girl who often gave up any thing,
So after thinking a good deal more,
another idea came into her head.
It would be impossible to earn the
money at home, that was plain,
becanse as long as she was there
all she could earn must go to buy
food, But then Patty thought,
““What if T could get a placel
Then I should only have to buy my
clothes; and I wouldn’t spend much
on them, I know; so I should save

up and soon have the money.’ :

“Well, as soon as Patty thought
of this, she asked her mother if she
would spare her, and when she
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found she might go, she set to work
to look for a place. She told some
young ladies who had been kind to
them what she wanted and why she
wanted it; and after a little while
they not only found her a very good
place, but gave her so many of their
old clothes that it was very lit-
tle that Patty had to spend on
herself.

“8o it came about that, in a little

more than a year, Patty had bought.

the cow back, and was at home again
helping her mother.

“She soon learned, too, to be a
very great help in the washing and
ironing, so that Mrs. Pegwell was
able to take in more work.
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“ And twice every day Patty went

| to milk her dear cow. She got quite

fond of it, and used to talk to it as if

the cow could understand; and you

can’t think how happy she felt to see

the little ones enjoying great bowls

of bread and milk, such as you and

It Georgie have, and getting quite fat
| upon it,

“Sometimes they used to sell the

milk that was over, and sometimes

they m‘ade butter and cheese of it,

t0o.”

“O mamma!” said Amy, “do tell
| me how they make butter and
cheese | ”

“Not today, dear,” replied her

.

\
:
|
W either to eat themselves or to sell
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mother; “but to-morrow, if you are

a very good girl, we will walk over

to Mrs. Maitland’s farm, and ask her

to show us how it is done.”
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CHAPTER V.

VISIT TO THE FARM.

You may be sure that little Amy
was very pleased to go with her
mamma to see how butter was made.
She had heen to Mrs. Maitland’s
farm more than once; and she re-
membered that at the last time a
very rosy-cheeked apple was given to
her as she was coming away. But
still she was a little afraid that
Mrs. Maitland would think her

very silly for not knowing how
to make butter as well as her own
little girls.
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Her mamma told her, however,
that if she looked into her heart she
would soon find that it was only
pride that made her think of such a
thing, and just becanse she did not
like it to be thought that the little
Maitlands knew any thing which she
did not.

Aniy was obliged to confess that
this was true, and she felt a little bit
ashamed ; but her mamma said, very
kindly :

«1 knew it was pride, my dear
child, because I have a proud heart
myself, and I know that your heart

must be like mine.”

Amy seemed rather concerned at

this, and said:
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“O mamma! you are not proud, I
know ; you are very good.”

“No, Amy,” Mrs. Dudley an-
swered. “I want to be good, it is
true, and T try to keep down the
proud thoughts, and I ask Jesus to
make me hamble; but every one of
us has by nature a wicked, proud
heart, and my Amy’s mamma had
one until the Holy Spirit changed
it; and Amy has one too; so I want
her to begin, while she is little, to
fight against it, and not to let it have
its own way, and to scek to have it
made new. That is why I showed
you a little bit of pride peeping out

when you never thought of it.”

Amy looked up into her mamma’s
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face with a bright, loving smile, and

at that moment they stopped at the

door of The farm-house,

Mrs. Maitland was very pleased to
see them, and soon took the little
girl into her dairy.

It was a nice, cool-looking place,
and so clean that Amy looked round
her, wondering what it was that
made it so very delightful.

There were pails full of milk, and
pans full of cream; and Mrs. Mait-
land showed little Miss, as she called
her, how they first let the milk stand
until all the eream had settled on the
top, and then skimmed that off and
put it into the churn.

Amy tasted the cream, and then
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t)'.
she tasted the milk from which it
had heen taken, and she thought
that she liked the cream best. Then

Mrs. Maitland put two or three

b large strawberries into a little cup
of eream Ilnll I)llt some sugar over
them; and she gave them to her lit-

i g

tle visitor, who pronounced them
“ delicious.”

Mrs. Maitland told her that the
cream was the best part of the milk ;
and she told her, too, that after she
had churned a little while she should
look into the churn, and then she
would see the butter coming. Amy
had, of course, never seen a churn
before. It was a sort of wooden bar-

rel, with a round lid at the top, and

i-—
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in this 1id there was a hole. A kind
of stick, with a flat thing at the end
of it, went through this hole; and
when it was turned round and round
very quickly, of course it stirred and
shook the milk. Amy was allowed
to turn it herself a little, hut she
could not do it so well as Mrs.
Maitland.

After a little while Mrs, Maitland
told her to peep in, and there, true
enough, were small lumps of butter

coming. And then she clapped her

hands with pleasure, and hegged to
wait and see it finished.

It was very nice to see the great
Tumps come, and then to sce them
taken out and squeezed into a proper
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pat, and after all to take it home to
show nurse,

Amy thought she had never had
such a treat; and now she longed to
see a cheese made.

But Mrs, Maitland did not make
cheeses; and so the little girl was
obliged to he content with hearing
her mamma deseribe how they are
made in different places. They talked
about that as they went home.

“When I was a girl,” Mrs. Dudley
said, “T was taken to see a beautiful
country called Switzerland, and 1~
stayed for a week at a place named
Neufchatel, where they make a kind
of cheese that I liked very much. Tt

is eaten pretty new, and not kept as
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most cheeses are. I remember seeing

some made.”

«Q1 then you can tell me about
it, mamma,” said Amy, holding tight
Dy her mother’s hand while she gave

two or three jumps.

“Yes, I can,” returned her mamma,
smiling.

«Tirst of all they made about
eight quarts of milk hot; then they
got two spoonfuls of rennet and pub
into it; after which they added a
Jittle cream, and let it stand for
three quarters of an hour.”

«What is rennet, mamma?”

« Ah, Amy, I thought you would
ask me that! Well, do you recollect
about the gastric juice inside you?”
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“Yes, mamma, I do,” said Amy.
«1t melts up the bread and butter,
and all the rest of the things that I
eat,”

' “Quite right, Amy; and now I
J must tell you that-a calf has the
| same sort of juice in its stomach; so
‘ when a ecalf is killed its stomach is
taken out and dried, and then it is
called rennet.”
“ And what is it put into the milk
for?” asked Amy.
“Tt turns it to curds,” answered R~
her mother, “You have seen curds
‘ in your pudding sometimes. Well,
it is the eurd that turns to cheese;

go when the curd has formed they

! take it out without breaking it, and
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put it into amold full of holes and cov-
ered with a linen cloth. They change
this cloth very often as the milk
drains into it; and when the cheese
can be moved without breaking they
make it up into the shape they wish,
and then cut it into long strips,
which they wrap up in thin paper.”

“] should like to make a cheese
very much, mamma,” said Amy.

“Would you?” replied Mrs Dnd-
ley. “Then shall T tell you next
something about English ones?”

“ Please, mamma,” said the little
girl; “and then when I am grown
up I can try.”

«You have looked at the map of

England two or three times, and said
6
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over the counties after me, haven’t
you? So you can recollect that on
the west, or left-hand side, there are
the twelve counties of Wales, Well,
up close by the north or top of
Wales is the English county of
Cheshire. There they make some of
the very hest cheeses; and they are
sent about to a great many places,
because many people like them. Do
you recollect, when I was buying
cheese the other day, the man took
some out of one with a scoop and
gave it you to taste, and you said it
was very good ? That was Cheshire
cheese. It was made in something
the same way as Neufchatel cheese ;
only that the curds are pressed very
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much until they become drier and
harder, and then the cheese is kept
for a good while. People like old
Cheshire cheese. Then if you were
to draw your finger down the map
from Cheshire a good way, you
would come to Gloucester and Ched-
dar. They make cheese at both
these places, and also at Stilton. I
don't think yom would much like
Stilton cheese, for I remember it
used to bite my tongue when 1 was
your age; and besides, people eat it
when it is so old that it turns green
and is quite decayed.”

“0 how filthy!” eried Amy.

And her mamma said,

¢ dare say you would like cream
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cheese better, That is quite sof,
and has a sourish taste. Perhaps
we may have some soon, and then
: you shall try a little piece. Our
American cheese is as good as any
[ that is made in England.”
[ By this time Mrs. Dudley and

| her little girl had arrived at home,

| and Amy ran up to tell nurse what
| she had seen and learned, and to
4 show the butter which she had
helped to make,
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CHAPTER VI

A SICK BED,

For many days after the visit to
Mrs, Maitland’s farm Mrs, Dudley
had visitors, and could not have her
little girl to teach in the afternoons,
and directly after they went away
Amy became very poorly. At first
she seemed rather sick, and could
not take her food as usual, and her
mamma gave her some medicine, and
thought she would soon be well
again. But the next day she was

worse, and complained of a headache,

and of being very hot. ' She was
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obliged to lie in bed all day long,
and neither Willy nor Georgie could
go into her room, because the doctor
said that they might catch the same
illness if they did.

But Amy did not feel inclined to
play; she could only toss about in
Ler little bed and wish that her
head did not ache, and that she
could go out again and get flowers
1 in the nice cool woods. And the
} next day she was no hetter, nor the
‘ next, nor the next: and though her
! kind mamma and nurse used, by

turns, to stay with her all day long,
yet the poor little girl felt very
miserable; and thought she had

| never beén so unhappy before.

|\ 2
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For neither mamma nor nurse
could make her well, nor the Doctor
cither. It was only God who could
do that. He only had the power to
make the things which they gave
her do her the good which they
were meant to do.

And so her mamma used to pray
very often, and very earnestly, that
he would take away the fever and
make her darling well ‘agnin; and
che used to tell Amy to ask him
too, just in her own little words and
way, by speaking in her heart even
when she was too tired to talk out
loud. And because Amy wanted to

get well again she did often try to

pray. R
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It was not then as it had often
been, when she said her morning
and evening prayers without think-
ing to whom she was speaking, or
what she was saying; for now she
asked just as really as she often
asked her papa and mamma for any
thing that she wanted.

And God heard her prayer though
she was only a little child, and
though she had often been a nanghty
child too, and knew that she did not
deserve to be made well; and soon
the fever went away and the head-
ache also, and to every body's great

joy little Amy began to get better.,

But she was very weak and very
thin, and had to lie still in her bed;
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and her mamma knew that it must
be a good while before it would be
safe for her to play with the other
children again. So, like a kind
mamma as she was, she began to
think how she could amuse her
little girl who Ccould not amuse her-
gelf And then it seemed to her
that one of the best things that she
could do would be to go on with
those mice talks which they had
lately begun.

R0 she asked Amy whether she
remembered the pictures which she
lad once found hung up in her

nursery. Of course she did remem-

ber them quite well, and now, as
che had heard about milk and what
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was made of it, she thought that it
would be very nice to know about
bread.

‘ So the pietures were sent for, and
Amy thought that the one which
they were going to talk about would
be that which had the baker in it,
putting the bread into the oven;
but Mrs. Dudley said, “O no; we
must first find out what bread is
made of.”

“0, I never thought of that,” said
Amy. “What is it made of, ma?”

“Do you mean to say you do not
know, my little duncey?” answered
her mother. “Now I am almast
sure that I have told you myself

two or three times”

! IR .
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«Q but it was when I was quite
small” returned the little invalid;
“I don't forget now.”

%] hope you will not again, in-
deed,” replied Mrs, Dudley, kissing
the white lips that were held up to
her face, “Just think how ashamed
7 should be now if some stranger
were to ask you what hread is made
of, and you could not telll”

Amy laughed and said,

“Does the stuff come from a shop,
mamma?”

“ Tt comes from the fields, Amy,
first of all. You walked through
‘cne quite full of it last summer with

me, and it was ripe then, and almost

gold-colored. The wind was blow-
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ing ‘the whole field full; and it
looked white in some places, and
yellow in others, just as the breeze

passed over it. I remember that

l
you thought it looked very pretty,
and that you picked one piece fo
eat.”

“ (O mamma! was it grain?” cried
Amy, as she suddenly recollected
this nice walk.

L “Yes, it was grain,” answered her
" mother; “but there are two or three
| kinds of grain, so it is better to say
wheat. That is what we make our
best bread of; but there are plenty
of fields of barley, and oats, and rye,
and corn too, near here; and you

must try to learn to know all the
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different kinds of grain this sum-
mer, You have tasted some of them
already. And when Georgie was
quite a baby, he used sometimes to
be fed with barley gruel; I think
you will recollect that. Ah, and
you and he were having mutton
Dbroth for dinner lately with barley
in it.”

“Yes, 1 know,” returned Amy;
« those nice little white balls.”

“They make malt of barley too,”

added her mother; ®and malt is one

thing used in making beer. Then
1 you had porridge for breakfast when
n you were staying at Uncle Stuart’s,
T believe, and that was made of oats.

We feed horses a great deal on oats;
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and in some countries they make
bread of rye; so you see that most

kinds of grain ave very useful. But )
now we are going to talk about
wheat, because it is of that that we

make bread in this country. And

bread is one of our best kinds of

food. The Bible speaks of ‘the staff

of bread! What do you think that
means?”

“T don't know,” said Amy. “Old

Thomas leans upon his staff, but he

doesn’t eat it.”

would fall without it,” replied Mrs.
Dudley, smiling; “and bread sup-
ports our life when we eat it. It

and we may say

(=t}

keeps us strong

i “No, but it supports him; he
|




Talks with Amy Dudley. 101

that it holds up our hodies just as
Thomas's stick holds him up. If we
cannot have both meat and bread, it
is better for us to have only bread
than only meat. So now I want you
to learn what you can about wheat.
First, how does it get all over the
fields 27

“Does it grow of itself like grass,
mamma?” asked Amy, “or do peo-
ple have to put the seeds in, as I put
in the seeds for my mignonnette?”

«(Q, they have to sow the seeds,
my dear!”

«What a long time it must take!”
returned Amy.

“Yes, a great many men work at

it for a good while late in the au-
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tumn, my child. See, here is a pic-
ture of a man at work.”
| “ What a funny way he is dressed!”
remarked Amy.

“Yes, T don’t think he can be an
American,” answered her mamma;
“he looks to me something like an
Egyptian. You have read of Egypt

in the Bible, haven't you? Well, in
that country they have a river w hich
4 once a year comes all over their
fields, and makes the ground very

rich, so that every thing grows

quickly afterward; and do you know
that before the water has quite run
off, while the land is still wet, men

go out and scatter seed all over it

: That man in the picture seems to be
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sowing in that way, I think. They
best farmers generally sow the wheat
in rows or drills. Don’t you remem-
ber that field near the cllurcb, where
you saw lots of rows of very pretty
green things which looked something
like grass growing, about a fortnight
ago? That is young wheat; and
when you go out again you will see
that stalks have come up among the
green blades, and that there are little
clusters of grain on the top of these
stalks. Those clusters or hundles
are called the ears, and the wheat is
now said to be én ear; and by and
by, when the stalks have got taller
and the ears larger, and when they

sre yellow and ripe, then will come




_
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the harvest. A great many men will
go out then with sharp curved steel
things ealled sickles, or with great
\ machines and horses, and they will

cut it all down. Then the wheat
: will first be gathered together into
.;: large bundles called sheaves, and

afterward it will be carried into
' harns, where it will be threshed, that
is, knocked about and shaken so that
I all the grains of wheat come out. I
will tell you what is done with these
grains another day, for my chicken is
looking quite tired, and must nob

talk any more just now.”
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CHAPTER VIL

HOW BREAD IS MADE.

A pay or two after this our little
friend was allowed to get up and he
dressed for a short time, She felt
very weak at first, and so giddy that
she was quite glad to be laid on a
sofa to rest again. But her nurse
gave her some medicine which was
intended to make her strong, and
some biscuits to which she had taken
a great fancy, and soon she began to
be quite bright and playful

Then her papa came in to see her,

and he carried her in his arms to the
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window, and let her look out into
the garden. And I cannot tell you
how nice it looked to those little eyes
which had not for such a long time
looked upon the green trees and
grass and flowers. There were two
old apple-trees mot far from the win-
dow of Amy’s room, and under those
apple-trees  her  brother Georgie
(whom she liked to call “baby
Georgie™) and her cousin Harry
were at play together, with reorgie’s
faithful friend and protector, Gip.
The apples were not quite ripe
yet, but some had fallen off the tree,
and the two little boys had taken &
basket with them that they might
gather them up. Greorgie had one

Ay

.




Under the Apple Tree.
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which he was biting, holding it in
both hands, and he seemed to think
it very good. And Gip, in imitation

of his young master, had one in his

mouth also, which Harry seemed to
think very improper of him, for he
had left off skipping to tell him to
put it down. But Gip did not con-
sider Harry as his master, and would
not obey him. Amy enjoyed wateh-
ing them for o little while, and
wished she could kiss (Greorgie’s nice
fat cheeks; but mamma said that

she must wait a little while longer

still for that; and papa told her

that she might Kiss his cheeks in- \
stead; and then he laid her on the
sofa again and went away. \

*
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But Amy's mamma sat by her
still; and when she had had a short
gleep the little girl was quite rested
again and ready for another talk.

“Mamma,” she said, “I haven’t
forgotten about the wheat, and how
it grows. Will you tell me now
what they do to the grains after they
have been threshed "

«T am very glad that you have re-
membered so many hard words” an-
ewered her mother, as she noticed the
way in which the child repeated
those that were new to her, .© and
now e have come to the grinding.
You know that if you put a Tump of
sugar under a heavy weight it gets
crushed to powder, Just so the hard
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grains of wheat must be served in
order to get them ready to make into
bread, and when the wheat is so.
crushed to powder that powder is
called flowr.”

“Like the flowers that we pick out
in the fields” Amy put in.

“You mean the word is like that
word,” said her mother. “ Well, it
sounds the same, but it is not spelled
in the same way, you know. Did
you ever see this flour?”

“I saw cook taking something
white out of a little tub and make a
pudding of it, and she called that
flour, mamma. Was it what they
make bread of 2"

“Yes, the same thing, and it was




112 Talks with Amy Dudley.

the same thing that grew in the
fields and waved about in the wind,
You must not forget. Now, how
was it ground up?”

Amy said she did not know; but
when her mamma asked if she re-
membered the windmill orf the top
of a hill close by she cried out:

“0, I know! that is a flouramill,
and here is one in the picture. We
talked to the man at the mill one
day, and he asked nurse to bring us
in to see the wheat ground; and his
coat was all white, mamma, and his
face too. Were they all over wheat?

And may we go some day?”
“Yes,” replied Mrs. Dudley; “and

then you will see the great stone
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wheels go round and crush the grain
which is laid between them. Do
you know what makes the wheels
go round 2”

Amy did not, and so her mamma
said, “You know what the sails
are{”

%0 yes"” said the child, “those
great arms which go round and
round ; but they only go round when
the wind blows"”

“Quite right,” said her mamma;
“but those arms are fastened to the
stone grinders inside, and pull them
round, or rather the top wheel, for
they lie one on the other with the
grain between them. So the wheat
is turned into flour; and as the
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miller is always among this white
powder, he is apt to look wery
white, you see; but we should say
that he is covered with flour and
not with wheat, because the wheat
changes its name while it is in the
mill as well as its form.”

& And when it is turned into flour,
ma, what is done to it to turn it into
bread ¢ asked Amy.

“Why, it is taken to the baker’s
next, and he mixes it up with water,
as you saw the cook mix the pud-
ding; but there is no suet put with
it. as there was in the pudding,
only a little salt. The baker mixes

it and mixes it well together; and
that is ealled Aneading it: thab
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makes it into dough. But it would
be very heavy bread, and mot nice
at all, unless he put in something else
to make it rise and puff up. That
something else is called yeast. You
never heard that word, perhaps; but
you have read of leavén in the Bible,
and how the children of Israel were
told to make bread without leaven.
They eat this nnleavened bread at
one of their feasts. Now leaven and
yeast are much the same thing.
And, when our cook made us some
bread one day, she sent a jug to the
brewer's, and it came back fall of
the froth which rises on the beer

while it is making: that was yeast.

A little of this put in soon gets
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into all the dough and makes it
rise, Now we have only one thing
more, and that is baking. The
dough, when it is made up into
loaves, is put into a very hot oven,
and it comes out all brown and
crusty and ready to eat. See, here
is the baker putting it in.”

480 now I know all about mak
ing wheat into bread,” said Amy,
| clapping her hands, “and T'm so

v glad!”
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CHAPTER VIIL

PLOWING,

Tue young invalid was able to get
up earlier on the next day, and to
stay up longer without getting tired.
Directly after she was dressed she
went to one of the windows to look
out for the hoys, with whom she was
longing once more to have a game
of play; but no one was in the gar-
den that day; so she took up the
strip of paper which was covered
with pictures to see if there were
still any left to be talked about,

and just as she had found two her
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mamma came into the room with
her work-basket in her hand, and
sat down beside her.

«(, mamma, I just wanted you
to tell me what those two horses
are doing,” Amy immediately eried,
as she gave her a kiss; “I can't
imagine.”

“ Can't you, really, Amy ¢” replied
her mamma. “Well, T don’t think
we need imagine any thing about
it: for I should say that it is pretty
clear that they are drawing a plow,
and that the man behind is driv-
ing it.”

« What is a plow?” asked the
little girl.

“Look closely at the picture and
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I will tell you,” said her mamma,
“See, this part that the man has
hold of is a sort of handle, and the
other goes into the ground. That
part is a sharp iron thing, and it
sticks in pretty deep, and as the
horses pull it along it cuts a sort
of little ditch in the ground. They
go all across the field, and then turn
round and make another line back
again by the side of the first, and
so on until all the field is plowed
up.” -

“And what do they do it for?”
inquired Amy.

“To prepare the ground for the
seed, my child,” answered her mother.
“Don’t you see that no one could




120 Talks with Amy Dudley.

e.\‘[;ect seed to grow on the hard
ground. The gardener has to dig
our heds every year before he puts
in the seed; and the farmer has to
plow his fields. 'What do you think
would become of the seeds if they
were thrown down all over the hard
ground full of stubble, and thistles,
and all kinds of things?”

T don’t know, mamma,” said Amy.

«T have read something about a
gower going out to sow his seed,”
said her mamma, “and as he went
along he let some fall on the hard
pathway which people had walked
over day after day; and I remember
that- the birds of the air came and

ate them up.”
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“0, I know,” cried her little list-
ener; “that's in the Bible, mamma.
Jesus told it to his disciples; and
some of the seed went on to a rocky
place too, where there was only just a
little earth, so that there was no room
for the roots, and the poor plants died
as soon as the sun was hot. And
there were some other seeds that
couldn't grow because there was no
room; the thorns and thistles took
too much room and wouldnt let
them. But some fell on the good
ground and grew nicely, and had
lots of fruit.”

“Yes, from every little seed that
fell into the good ground there came

up a stalk which had, at the top of
8
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it, thirty or sixty or a hundred
grains” continued her mother. “I
am very glad that my little bairn
has remembered the parable so well.”

« And does the good ground mean
what has heen plowed over?” asked
Amy.

“Yes; prepared thoroughly, partly
by plowing and partly by having
other things done that are necessary
to make it rich and good,” replied
Mrs, Dudley. “You know how you
have watched our flower beds being
dug, and raked, and weeded; and
so a careful farmer does with his
fields. He takes great pains with
the ground first; and then he puts

the seed in, when it is quite ready,
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and not before. But now, as you
have remembered this parable so
nicely, can you tell me why the
Lord Jesus told it to his disciples?
Was it only to teach them how to
sow their fields?”

“0 no!” cried Amy; “I suppose
they knew that before. “Wasn't it
to teach them something about their
hearts?” she added, after thinking
for a minute. “I think you said so
one day.”

“Yes,” said Mrs, Dudley, “you
remember that the good seed was
the word of God, that is, the things
which he preached, and which are -
now written in the Bible for us.
And the different kinds of ground
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were meant to stand for the dift
ferent people’s hearts; some hard
and careless; some full of thoughts
about money or honors, or whatever
it might be, and some—"

“0, mamma, are any people’s
hearts good ?” eried the little girl,
stopping her in the middle of her
sentence.

“Was the ground good of itself
without having any thing done to
it?" asked her mamma.

“0 no, it had been made good
by being plowed: it had been got
ready ; but I don't understand about
the hearts,” said Amy, thoughtfully.

“God does things to our hearts

which are something like weeding

_



Talks with Amy Dudley. 125
and plowing” said her mother,
gently. “Do you think that, if the
ground could feel it would like to
have that sharp thing pulled through
it? And, if it Joved the thorns,
would it like to have them dragged
out of it#” ‘

“No, it wouldn't,” replied Amy.

“ Well, you see our hearts are like
the ground in many ways, They
find many things to love which are
bad, and which hinder us from think-
ing about the Lord Jesus and all his
love for us as we ought to do; and
they get hard, too, very hard some-
times, So we must have a sharp
training now and then. The things

which we love are often taken from
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us; and sorrows come which some-
times seem as if they would cut our
hearts in two ; and so we are plowed
and weeded that God's word may
grow up and bring forth fruit to his

glory. Now, does my little girl

“think that she has had any of this

plowing yet ¢

Amy lifted up a very grave lit-
tle face at this question, and said
softly :

“I think God has been plowing
me just now, mamma, while I have
been ilL.”

“Then I hope that, his blessing
may also come after it, my darling,
and that he may send down his
grace, like the showers which the




e
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seed wants so much to make it shoot
both downward and upward, and he-
come good wheat. But Amy must
pray for this blessing herself, and
try, too, never to forget how God
has taught her that her life is in his
hands, and that Jesus calls to her to
spend it all in bringing forth good
fruit. You know what good fruit
means, my child, don’t you?”

“It means doing things that He
likes, mamma” answered the child,
“and I will try.”

THE END,
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